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Mabston  Loriko  waB':«tting  at  his 
wridng-table,  writing  with  »d  intantuMB 
which  faumoiUBed  oddly  with  ihs  sug- 
gMUon  of  his  erenlag  dreaa — correct  and 
np-to-date  In  the  minateat  partiaalar. 
He  had'  come  rapidly  onl  from  the  ioiiBT 
room  two  .or  three  minutu  before,  evi- 
dently aoUug  npon  a  recently  -  formed 
determlnadoD ;  and  he  wm  writing  now 
swiftly  and  deciaively.  Bat  there  was 
noUiing  of  rafhnesi  or  Imp  nisi  renesa  about 
hit  face  or  manner  as  he  wrote ;  ha  was 
looking  erai  keener,  more  cslcalating 
uid  qynioal  than  oinaL  He  finlahed  hQ 
note,  lUrectad  it  with  the  same  declaion, 
pnahed  It  adde,  and,  taking  up  an  open 
letter  which  had  been  lying  before  him 
aa  lia  mote,  leant  back  in  his  ohalr,  and 
began  to  reread  it.  The  note,  on  whlsh 
the  ink  was  scarcely  dry,  waa  addressed 
to  a  broker  in  the  City.  The  letter  which 
he  liad  taken  np  bore  the  postmark  of 
a  small  town  in  Sonth  Africa,  and  waa 
marked  "  Fiirate  "  and  "  Urgent." 

Thiae  days  had  pasaed  since  Jalian'a 
ex^anation  to  hia  mother  as  to  his  re- 
ladmw  with  MUs  Pomeroy. 

liaraton  Loring  had  oome  back  ^m 
Sooth  Africa  three  months  beforf ,  ■  with 
some  very  excellent  machinery  ready  to  his 
hand  for  the  production  of  what  would 
materially  simplify  and  embellish  hia 
fotore  career — a  large'  fortane.  That  the 
maehinery  was  each  as  a  man  of  hononr 
voold  have  hesitated  to  pat  in  motion; 

TOk    X— miBD  8IR1E3. 


that  the  hands  which  woAed  It  conld 
hardly  escape  nnstkined ;  affected  him  not 
at  all.  The  atains  were  not  such  as  conld 
be  pointed  at;  it  waa  hardly  likely  that 
they  would  be  deteoted.  Certain  fellow 
maebanics  were  necessary  to  the  pro- 
ceedings; one  of  theae  he  hadfonnd  in 
Bamsay ;  the  other  ho  had  cretied,  ao 
to  apeak,  in  Julian  Bomayne. 

The  firat  noticeable  production  of  that 
machinery  had-  been  that  first  dooidTo 
riaein  "Weloomei"at  the  end  of  .June; 

and  since  that  time  It  had  been  worked 

mainly  by-  the  maater-mechaaics,  Ramsay 
and  Lpring— wi.th  pnoeaslns!  skill,  energy, 
and  nnscrnpalooaneis.  Various  eansea 
had  eo-operated  to  prevent  such  a  speedy 
conaammation  as  Lirlng  had  anyclpated 
when  he  told  Jaltan  that  tbe  inride  of 
a  month  would  see  the  end  of  the  pro- 
ceedings. The  month  had  gone  by,  and 
the  shares,  though  they  ware  now  worth 
ten  times  as  much  as  had  baen  paid  for 
them  by  the  three  in  whose  hands  they 
now  lay,  had  not  yet  touched  the  highest 
valneto  irhich  it  was  proposed  to  raise 
them — to  which  they  were  rising,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  with  ever  -  increasing 
rapidity.  And  yet,  notwithstanding  the 
apparent  certainty  that  in  another  week 
his  aharea  would  have  materially  increased 
in  value,  ihe  note  which  Loring  had  juat 
written  contained  instructions  for  the 
disposal  of  all  his  interest  in  the  Welcome 
Diamond  Mining  Company  without  fail 
op  the  following  day. 

A  very  small  stone  will  put  out  of  gear 
the  moat  akilfuUy  conatmcted  and  re- 
liable maohtne.  A  very  small  modicum 
of  fact  will  reduoe  the  moat  skilful  and 
elaborate  ficUon  to  its  elements.  The  letter 
which  Loring  was  studying  now  with 
knit  brows  and  oompreaaed  Hpa  brought 
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him  private  information,  which  he  knew 
might  be  pablic  property  twenty-four 
hoon  later,  to  the  effect  that  the  Wel- 
come Diamond  Mine  was  under  water. 
As  soon  M  that  fact  was  generally  made 
known,  shares  in  the  Company  would 
be  praotieally  worthless. 

He  folded  the  letter  and  sat  for  a 
moment  tapping  it  meditiitively  against 
tile  table.  He  was  thinking  deeply ;  not 
now  about  the  actual  contents  of  the 
letter,  but  of  a  question  which  they  had 
raised  in  his  mind ;  a  question  interwoven 
and  compliciftted  with  other  carefully-laid 
plans.  Finally  he  threw  the  letter  down 
on  the  table  with  a  movement  of  sudden 
resoluti(m« 

''I  mustr'  he  said  to  himself.     ''It 
won't  do  to  risk  &  row." 
*He  glanced  hastily  at  his  watch,  and 
then  draw  out  a  sheet  of  note-paper  and 
wrote  rapidly : 

'< Dear  Julian, — ^Be  here  tomorrow  at 
ten  sharp.    Don't  fail.    Tours, 

•>  Marston  Loring." 

He  directed  the  letter  to  Julian  Bo- 
mayne,  Esq.,  and  then  rose  quickly,  took 
up  the  hat  and  light  overcoat  Ijing  on  a 
chair  near  Um,  and  went  out  with  .the 
letter  in  his  hand.  At  the  porter^s  lodge 
he  stopped.  "  Get  this  sent  by  hand  this 
evening,"  he  said,  giving  the  man  the 
letter  addressed  to  Julian.  The  other 
letter  he  posted  himself  as  he  passed  along 
the  Strand. 

He  was  on  his  way  to  dine  in  Ourzon 
Street,  and  among  his  subsequent  engage- 
ments for  the  evening  the  Academy  soir^a 
occupied  a  prominent  place. 

It  was  neatly  twelve  o'clock  when  he 
arrived  at  Burlington  House,  and  the 
ve«tibule  and  staircase  wero  alike  crowded 
with  people  going  up  and  coming  down 
smiling,  nodding,  and  generally  obstruct- 
ing the  way,  with  a  bland  oblivion  of  any 
but  their  own  individual  rights  to  a  passage. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stairs  Loring  was 
seized  upon  and  absorbed  in  a  portentous 
obstruction,  of  which  the  centre  figure 
was  Mrs.  Halse,  a  truly  electrifying  figure 
in  a  painfully  fashionable  evening  frock  of 
a  brilliant  green. 

"I  was  just  looking  for  a  man,"  she 
said,  in  her  usual  strident  tones.  "  They 
get  such  an  extraordinary  lot  of  people 
together  hero  that  picking  out  any  one 
one  knows  is  like  looking  for  a  needle  in 
a  bundle  of  hay,    I  suppose  nobody  ever 


did  look  for  a  needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay, 
by -the -bye.  Mr.  Halse  isn't  here,  of 
course  " — Mi.  Halse  was  seldom  known  to 
appear  in  public,  and  when  he  did  so,  his 
meek  presence  was  obviouidy  entirely  de- 
void of  interost  for  his  wife — "and  Tm 
looking  after  Hilda  Oompton;  her  hus- 
band's coming  to  fetch  her,  but  he  doesn't 
care  about  her  going  about  alone.  Quite 
right,  too,  I  tell  him,"  she  added,  with  a 
laugh.    '*  But  of  course  it  won't  last." 

Hilda  Oompton,  a  three  months'  bride, 
was  standing  by  boUng  like  a  Hilda 
Kewton  who  had  been  bom  and  bred  in  the 
centre  of  London  society,  daring  in  dress, 
self-possessed  in  manner,  audaciously 
pretty  in  face. 

She  echoed  Mrs.  Halse's  laugh,  and  the 
latter  went  on,  to  Loring : 

'<Tou  can  come  upstairs  with  us.  It's 
such  a  boro  not  to  have  a  man!"  and 
turning,  led  the  way. 

That  characteristic  feature  in  her  voci- 
ferous personality— Mrs.  Halse's  hobbies — 
had  become  crystallised  to  a  great  extent 
since  Hilda  Newton's  engagement  and 
marriage  into  a  passion  for  matrimonial 
affairs ;  not  necessarily  for  match-making ; 
match-marring  was  quite  as  keen  an 
interest  with  her.^ 

The  comments  with  which  she  b^uiled 
their  way  into  the  first  room  were  mainly 
called  forth  by  the  young  men  and  maidens 
of  her  acquaintance  who  happened  to 
catch  her  eye,  and  whom  she  suspected  of 
mutual  likings  or  loathings.  lliey  had 
drifted  half-way  across  the  room  without 
coming  within  speaking  distance  of  any 
one  they  knew,  when  l&B.  Halse  broke  off 
in  an  energetically-whispered  accouiit  of  a 
certain  pretty  young  woman's  partiality 
for — according  to  Mrs.  Halse — an  un- 
responsive young  man,  and  exclidmed 
suddenly : 

**  That's  Maud  Pomeroy  over  there,  isn't 
it)  It's  my  belief  that  she  wears  those 
ridiculous  white  dresses  so  that  people 
may  have  something  to  remember  her 
by.  There's  nothing  in  her  face,  that's 
certain!" 

Loring  glanced  through  the  doorway 
into  the  other  room,  to  where  Miss 
Pomeroy,  in  white  silk,  was  smiling  very 
prettily  upon  a  young  man  who  was 
obviously,  if  his  countenance  was  to  be 
relied  upon,  making  Inane  remarks  to  her. 
He  was  a  very  rich  young  man,  and  he 
had  lately  succeeded  to  a  tide.  Loring 
smiled  rather  enigmatically. 

"  It  is  surely  impossible  to  associate  two 
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BQch  diflsiinilar  ideas  as  artifice  and  Miss 
Pomeroy — oil  and  water,  yoa  know." 

"Milk  and  water,  yoa  meanl'*  pat  in 
Mrs.  ComptoDi  with  a  langh. 

Mhl  Halse  responded  to  the  little 
witticism  with  obstreperoas  hilarity,  and 
than  tamed  saddenly  and  confidentially  to 
Loring,  and  spoke  in  an  eager  semi- 
wUsper:  - 

"  Now.  perhaps  yoa  can  tell  me/'  she 
said;  "ndbody  who  knows  her  seems  to 
have  been  able  to  jrfek  ap  anything — not 
that  she  has  any  intimate  friends,  that 
kind  of  girl  never  has.  Bat  yoa  know 
him,  and  men  gossip  mach  more  than 
women,  when  all's  said  and  done.  Has  she 
behaved  infamoasly  to  him,  or  has  he 
behaved  infaonoasly  to  her ) " 

'*Has  who  behaved  infamoasly  to 
whomt "  said  Loring,  smiling. 

Mrs.  Haba  nnf orled  her  fan,  and  began 
to  waft  it  vigoroasly  and  excitedly  to  and 
fro. 

"Tea  do  know  something  aboat  it  I" 
she  exclaimed.  "  HUda,  he  woaldn't  fence 
like  that  onless  he  knew  something.  Bat 
yoa're  not  going  to  get  oat  of  it  like  that," 
fihe  continaed,  addressing  herself  again  to 
Loring.  "  I'll  tell  yoa  plainly  of  whom  I 
am  talking,  and  yoa'll  tell  me  plainly  what 
has  happened.  Maad  Pomeroy  is  the  she, 
and  yoang  Romayne  is  the  he.  Now,  Uien." 

''I  give  yoa  my  word  that  I  know 
nothing  aboat  it." 

"  I  don't  believe  yoa,"  was  the  answer, 
given  with  oncompromisbg  vigoar  and 
direetnesa  '^Good  heavens  1  Somebody 
most  know  something  about  it.  A  month 
ago  the  Bomaynes  and  the  Pomeroys  were 
never  apart  Yoa  couldn't  go  into  a  room 
without  seeing  him  making  eyes  at  her 
and  her  simpering  up  at  him,  and  their 
respective  mammas  exchanging  confidences 
in  comm.  I  was  within  an  ace  of  con- 
gratulating them  all  roond  heaps  of  times. 
I  lived  with  my  mouth  open  to  do  it,  so  to 
speak ;  they  all  seemed  so  keen  about  it, 
it  was  evidently  a  matter  for  fervent  con- 
gratulation. Thoogh  why  Mrs.  Pomeroy 
should  have.cared  about  it  I  can't  think  1 " 
tins  parenthetically.  "He  won't  have 
anything  of  his  own  while  his  mother 
livesL  I  suppose  Maud  fancied  him !  It's 
my  belief  that  that  poor  woman  daren't 
call  her  soul  her  own  where  Miss  Maud  is 
conceniedl" 

Mrs.  Hake  paused,  but  only  for  the 
purpose  of  taking  breath.  That  very 
necessary  process  being  accomplished  she 
continued  her  summary  of  the  position : 


''  Then  she  goes  to  stay  with  prospective 
mamma-in-law,  and  we  all  stand  on  tip- 
toe and  hold  our  breath.  She  spends  a 
fortnight  there,  and  Uie  next  thing  we 
know  is  that  the  whole  i^air  is  apparently 
off  1  Off,  if  you  please  I  No  more  making 
of  eyes,  no  moro  simperings,  no  more 
confidences.  And  no  explanation  of  any 
sort  or  kind.  Mr.  Loring^  I  cannot  stand 
it,  and  I  insist  on  knowing  what  you 
know." 

'*  Mrs.  Halse,  yoa  do  know  what  I  know 
— that  is — nothing." 

If  a  lai^e  and  smart  lady  could  by  any 
possibility  permit  herself  to  stamp  a  large 
and  heavy  foot  in  the  midst  of  a  crowded 
and  fasmonable  assembly,  Mrs.  Halse 
stamped  hers  at  that  moment.  She  gazed 
for  an  instant  into  Loring's  imperturbable 
face,  and  then,  becoming  convinced  of  his 
sincerityi  she  turned  to  Mrs.  Compton  with 
a  gesture  of  despair. 

"Hilda!"  she  said,  ''if  somebody 
doesn't  find  out  something  soon,  I  d^aU 
die  of  suspense  i  '^ 

As  it  seemed  not  Improbable  from  her 
demeanour  at  the  moment  that  she  would 
obviate  the  chances  of  sudi  a  calamity  by 
hurling  herself  upon  one  of  the  objects  of 
her  interest  and  wresting- a  solution  of  the 
mystery  from  him  or  her  by  main  force,  it 
was  perhaps  as  well  that  at  that  moment  a 
temporary  distraction  presented  itself  in 
the  shape  of  a  popular  actor.  Mrs.  Halse 
was  very  fond  of  popular  actors ;  they  had 
been  a  hobby  with  her  at  one  time.  And 
in  the  movement  and  breaking  ap  of  the 
group  which  ensued,  Loring  drifted  quietly 
away. 

He  had  made  his  way  gradually  into  the 
big  room,  when  he  soddenlv  quickened  his 
ftteps  and  began  to  thread  his  way  skilfully 
and  rapidly  through  the  crowd.  Mrs. 
Bomayne  was  standing  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  room,  smiling  an  invitation  to  him 
to  come  and  speak  to  her. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  had  not  been  looking  her 
best  lately.  Somehow  the  piquant  style 
and  daring  colour  which  she  affected 
hardly  suited  her  as  they  had  been  wont 
to  do.  To-night  there  was  a  tired  look 
upon  her  face  which  seemed  to  reveal  some 
recently-traced  Ibes  about  her  mouth; 
lines  of  intense  and  almost  dogged  deter- 
mination; and  to  her  restless,  sparkling 
eyes,  if  she  allowed  them  a  moment's 
repose,  there  cau^  a  certain  haggard  look, 
which  had  seemed  for  the  last  three  days 
to  lie  only  just  beneath  the  surface.  Bat 
these  were  subtle,  hardly  perceptible  points, 
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and  for  the  rest  she  remained  a  noticeably 
attractive  woman  of  the  moat  pronounced 
artificial  type. 

«  Where's  the  boy  f "  said  Loring  easily, 
when  they  had  shaken  hands.     "Is  he 

here  1 " 

Mrs.  Bouayne  shook  her  head  and 
laughed. 

"  1^0  ! "  she  said.  "  He  rather  bars  the 
soiree.  A  mistake,  I  think.  One  must 
take  it  for  what  it  is,  of  course ;  an  omnium- 
gatherum  of  a  perfectly  preposterous 
nature ;  looked  at  from  that  point  of  view 
it'si  not  unfunny  1  Do  look  at  that  girl 
over  there  I  She  thinks  her  garment  is  a 
revelation  to  all  beholders  1 " 

"  So  it  is,"  returned  Loring  drily. 

Mjrs.  Bomayne  laughed,  and  dropped 
the  glasses '  with  which  she  had  been 
coolly  surveying  the  garment  in  question. 

"  That  was  rather  obvioup,  wasn't  it  1 " 
she  said  ga&y.  "By -the -bye,  did  you 
want  to  see  Julian  % " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  after 
Loring  had  replied,  pleasantly  enough,  in 
the  negative,  and  then  Mrs.  Bomayne 
looked  up  at  him  suddenly,  and  said  :' 

"  It's  frightfully  hot  in  here,  don't  you 
think?  Suppose  we  try  one  of  the  less 
popular  rooms  1 "  She  stopped  a  momenl^, 
and  then  added  with  her  most  artificial 
laugh  :  "  Of  course,  you  gather  from  that 
that  I'm  going  to  victimise  you  again  9 
Yes;  I  do  want  a  little  quiet  talk  with 
you.    Who'd  be  a  conspirator ) " 

There  was  nothing  of  the  unwillbg 
victim,  at  least,  in  Loring's  tone  or  manner 
as  he  deprecated  her  words.  Nor  was 
there  either  reluctance  or  tedium  in  his 
face  as  he  followed  her  through  the  room. 
On  the  contrary,  it  was  almost  lighted  up 
by  an  expression  of  sudden  purpose. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  led  the  way  to  the  almost 
deserted  miniature  room,  and  they  began  to 
walk  slowly  up  and  down,  to  all  intents  and 

Eurposes  alone  together.  There  seemed  to 
e  no  particular  point  to  Mrs.  Bomayne's 
desire  for  a  private  conference  with  her 
fellow  -  conspirator.  She  talked  about 
Julian;  ftalxed  about  him  carelessly, 
artificially,  but  with  a  persistence  which 
only  another  mother  could  have  under- 
stood ;  slipping  in  little  questions  now  and 
then  on  all  sorts  of  details  connected  with 
that  business  side  of  a  man's  life,  as  to 
which  she  said,  "  women  are  always  so  in 
the  dark,"  and  reverting  again  and  again 
to  her  satisfaction  and  reliance  _in  his 
mentor. 

^'It's    rather    absurd    to    quote    those 


ridiculous  old  proverbs,"  she  said  at  last, 
laughing  affectedly,  "  but  isn't  there  one, 
or  a  fable,  or  something,  about  a  duck 
whose  chickens — ^no,  a  hen  whose  chickens, 
it  would  be,  wouldn't  it  f — would  take  to 
the  water,  and  agitated  her  awfully  because 
she  couldn't  go  after  them )  That's  exactly 
what  I  feel  like,  I  assure  you.  And  I  look 
upon  yon  as  an  exceptionally  sensible  water- 
bird  who  is  also  at  home  on  the  land — a 
kind  of  connecting  Imk.  Humiliating 
similes,  aren't  they  9 " 

Loring  smiled  in  answer  to  her  laugh. 
But  his  tone  as  he  answered  her  was  rather 
gravp. 

*^  Not  by  my  means  humiliating  as  far 
as  I  am  concerned,"  he  said;  "for  you 
assume  a  certain  amount  of  sympathy 
between  yourself  and  me.  May  I  teU  you 
what  a  pleasure  that  idea  gives  me  f " 

He  spoke  slowly  and  deliberately,  and 
Mrs.    Bomayne    started    slightly.      She 

f;lanced  up  at  his  face  for  an  instant,  un- 
urling  her  fan,  and  using  it  gently,  as 
though  the  movement  were  an  outlet  for 
some  sort  of  faint  agitation.  Loring  was 
not  looking  at  her,  his  eyes  were  fixed  for 
the  moment  on  the  opposite  wall,  and  his 
profile  told  her  nothing.  There  was  a 
hardly  perceptible  pause,  and  then  he 
went  on,  with  an  admirable  mixture  of 
deference,  admiration — the  depth  of  which 
seemed  the  greater  in  that  it  was  rather 
suggested  than  expressed — and  the  practical 
confidence  of  a  man  of  the  world. 

**  Don't  think  that  I  am  underrating 
Julian,"  he  said,  "  or  that  my  regtfd  for 
him  personally  is  anything  but  a  very 
warm  and  sincere  affair,  when  I  tell  you 
that  it  is  a  long  time  now  since  Julian  has 
figured  in  my  thoughts  as  anything  but 
his  mother's  son.  Because  he  is  his 
mother's  son  there  are  very  few  things  I 
would  not  do  for  him,  very  little  trouble  I 
would  not  take  for  him." 

He  hardly  paused.  Mrs.  Bomayne  rather 
broke  In  on  his  speech  with  a  little  high- 
pitched  laugh. 

"  That's  very  kind  and  flattering,"  she 
said,  and  there  was  something  astonish- 
bgly  hasty  and  nervous  in  the  way  she 
spoke. 

"  I  hope  it  doesn't  come  upon  you  quite 
as  a  surprise,"  answered  Lonng,  with  the 
slightest  suggestion  of  a  cynical  smile 
unseen  by  Mrs.  Bomayne.  *'I  hope  it 
doesn't  need  any  words  of  mine  to  show 
you  what  I  have  tried  to  show  you  in 
more  practical  ways.  You  have  honoured 
me  with  a  great  deal  of  confidence,  and 
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you  have  honoured  me  still  farther  by 
pntihg  it  in  my  power  to  be  of  some 
Blight  Bervice  to  yon.  Will  yon  not  give 
me  still  farther  powers  in  that  direction ) 
Will  you  not  maJce  oar  interests  practically 
one  b^  becoming  my  wife )  " 

He  tamed  to  her  as  he  finished,  and  in 
spite  of  the  admirable  composure  and 
deference  with  which  he  had  spoken,  his 
eyes  were  very  eager  and  elated,  almost  as 
though  with  anticipated  triumph. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  met  his  eyes,  and  stood 
for  a  moment  gazing  into  them  speechless 
and  motionless,  as  though  the  blank  as- 
tonishment written  09  every  line  of  her 
face  had  absolutely  paralysed  her. 

<>Mr.  Loringi''  she  said  at  last,  and 
there  was  an  almost  bewildered  remon- 
strance in  her  low,  astonished  tone.  "  My 
dear  Mr.  Loring  1  ** 

"  One  moment,"  he  interposed  quickly. 
"  Of  course,  I  don't  ask  you  to  look  upon  it 
as  anything  but  a  question  of  expediency 
and  mutuiJ  goodwill  and  esteem.  We  are 
both  of  ufl  very  well  aware  that  London  is 
not  Arcadia.  You  won't  consider  it  brutal 
frankness  on  my  part,  I'm  sure,  if  I  tell 
you  that  from  a  financial  point  of  view  our 
positions  are  not  unequal.  I  have  been 
exceptionally  fortunate  lately,  and  I  can 
offer  you  an  income  of  about  five  thousand 
a  year.  And  if  a  man's  assistance  and 
support  counts  for  something  in  your  life, 

as  I  hope  it  may " 

Mrs.  Bomayne  intenrupted  him.  With 
all  the  tact  and  practicality  of  a  woman  of 
the  world,  she  had  mastered  her  amaze- 
ment and  war  mistress  of  the  situation. 
She  spoke  kindly  and  composedly,  with 
just  tiiat  touch  of  delicate  concern  which 
the  occasion  demanded. 

''Don't  say  any  more,  please ;  it  is  really 
quite  impossible." 

A  sudden  flash  of  surprise  passed  across 
Marston  Loring's  face,  and  he  paused  a 
moment,  his  Jkeen  eyes  fixed  scrutinisingly 
on  her  face.  He  was  trying  to  detect  there 
some  dgns  of  that  coquetry  or  affectation 
of  reluctance  which  be  believed  must  surely 
underlie  her  words.  His  scrutiny  failed  to 
detect  anything  of  the  kind,  however,  and 
an  onpleasant  glitter  came  into  his  eyes. 

"  Impossible  is  a  rather  curt  word,"  he 
said.    "  May  I  ask  you  to  amplify  it ) " 

He  saw  the  colour  rise  beneath  her  paint 
as  she  answered : 

"  I  have  not  the  faintest  intention  of 
marrying,  in  the  first  place.  And  even  if 
there  were  not  innumerable  other  reasons 
against  what  you  propose,  I'm  afraid  I 


have  no  fancy  for  making  myself  ridiculous  1 
Oh,  of  coarse  I  am  well  aware"  —  she 
laughed  a  little — ^'  that  in  my  capadty  of 
sflly  old  mother  I  am  as  ridiculous  as  any 
woman  need  be.  But  really,  I  cannot  add 
another  farcical  part  to  that  farcical  rdla" 

"  And  that  farcical  part  would  be f" 

enquired  Loring.  ~ 

"That  of  the  old  wife  of  a  young 
husband,"  she  answered  with  artificiu 
mirth.  ''  Mr.  Lorhsg,  I  am  really  sorrier, 
if  vou  are  indeed  disappointed,  than  I  can 
tell  yoa.     If  you  have  thought  that  I 

encouraged  you Bat  that  is  too  utterly 

preposterous!  I  have  considered  you 
simply  as  my  son's  friend  —  almost  my 
son's  contemporary — a  young  man  with  an 
exceptionally  wise  and  reliable  head.  Cer- 
tainly not  as  a  young  man  who  would  be 
fooUsh  enough  to  want  to  marry  a  woman 
old  enough  to  be  his  mother." 

Loring's  lips  were  rather  thin,  and  his 
eyes  glittered  dangerously.  As  she  stood 
looking  at  him  then  with  a  certain  soften- 
ing excitement  about  her  face,  there  was 
no  slightest  suggestion  of  age  about  her, 
nothing  but  an  admirably  developed  and 
preserved  maturity.  And  Loring  was  a 
young  man  in  nothing  but  years. 

•<  That  is  a  mere  form  of  words,  if  yon 
will  pardon  my  saying  so,"  he  said,  and 
his  voice  was  dangerously  quiet  and  con- 
trolled. "  There  is  difference  between  us 
in  years,  of  course,  bat  that  eoes  for  no- 
thing. In  experience,  in  knomedge  of  the 
world,  if  I  may  say  so,  the  difference 
between  us  is  practically  nil  I  am,  as 
you  say,  your  son's  friend.  But  is  that  a 
reason  for  refasing  me  a  larger  form  of  the 
right  which  you  yourself  have  pressed 
upon  me,  to  watch  over  him  and  to 
supplement  your  care  where  it  must  in- 
evitably fall  short  ?    For  Julian's  sake ! " 

He  was  confronting  her  now,  looking 
straight  down  at  her,  and  as  he  spoke  the 
last  words,  all  the  concern  and  agitatioui 

Smartly  affected,  partly  real,  with  which  her 
ace  had  been  moved,  vanished  before  a 
set  expression  of  unalterable  resolution. 

<*  For  Julian's  sake,"  she  said,  in  a  low, 
decisive  voice,  "  it  is  impossible." 

He  stood  for  a  moment  watching  her, 
all  the  evil  of  his  face  standing  out  in 
intense  relief,  and  then  he  made  a  slight, 
cold  gesture  of  acquiescence. 

. "  May  I  take  you  back  into  the  large 
room?"  he  said. 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  him  with  an 
eager  little  gesture  of  apology  and  appeal. 

*'  We  are  friends  still ) "  she  murmured. 
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And  ttie  mormar  was  almost  pathetically  | 
eenuino  in  its  anxiety.     *'It  makes  no 
cu£EereneeV' 

Loring's  mouth  was  not  good  to  look  at 
iMi  he^  answered  in  a  tone  absolutely  desti- 
tute of  expression : 

''Certainly  not  1 " 

THE  OLD  BATH  BOAD. 

A  PLEASANT  kind  of  mystery  about 
the  old  Bath  road  seems  to  invite  ex- 
ptoratios.  Has  anything,  been  heard  of 
it  since  that  .fatal  day  when  the  last  of 
i^t  mail  coaches  was  ignominiously  hoisted 
upon  a  railway-truck  and  drawn  in 
tnumph  behind  its  successful  rivaly  a 
Great  Western  engine,  to  do  duty  be- 
tween some  country  station  and  a  neigh- 
bouring townf  Great  was  the  fall  of 
this  fine  highway,  second  to  n<mev  in 
the  kingdom  in  the  volume  of  its  traffic ; 
CEOwded  from  morning  till  night  with 
a  succession  of  vehicles,  with  Royalties 
and  th^  galloplog  attendants,  with 
Dokes.in  their  blue  ribands  and  stars^ 
with  fashionable  damiss  and  high-born 
beauties,  hurrybg  from  balls  in  London 
to  masquerades  at  Bath.  Four-horse 
coaches  were  hardly  ever  out  of  eighty 
stage  waggcms  crawled  steadily  along 
ope  after  the  other,  with  their  gaily- 
caparisoned  teams  and  jingling  bells. 
From  midnight  to  early  dawn  .there 
was  still  subdued  life  and  bustle,  under 
tlj^  quiet  stars  or  in  the  hurly-burly 
of  wind  and  rain.  The  road  gleamed 
with  the  dazzling  lamps  of  the  night 
mails;  urgent  posts  dashed  to  and  fro; 
liffhts  flitted  about  in  the  great  ranges 
of  stables  where  stood  the  horses  alreiMy 
harnessed  for  tto  mail,  and  pricking  their 
ears  at  the  sound  of  the  distant  horn. 
Aud  the  waggoners  were  astir  while 
Charles's  wain  still  shone  brightly  over- 
head, and  getting  ready  for  tiie  road 
with  subdued  clanking  of  harness  and 
rattle  of  buckets. 

..And  is  there  nothing  left  to  show 
for  all  this  once  busy  life)  Are  there 
no  stories,  familiar  or  untold,  of  this 
most  ancient  highway — ^a  road  that  was 
famous  long  before  coaches  came  into 
being,  and  that  follows  pretty  nearly 
the  track  of  Soman  highways]  Any- 
how, let  us  try  it  for  a  spelJ.  And  to-day 
we  stand  at  what  was  one  of  the  most 
bustling  comers  out  of  London,  just 
after  we  have  passed  through  Hoanslow 


Hfgh  Street,  that  is  hung  with  inn-signs 
like  an  old  hall  with  banners.  On  one 
side  all  is  new,  with  a  fine  new  bank 
and  a  grandiose  avenue  of  tall  new 
houses,  and  a  label  pointing  to  the 
Metropolitan  District  station.  But  on 
the  other  side  is  a  real  glimpse  of  the 
old  times  in  a  picturesque  little  inn, 
with  a  couple  of  trees  in  front  jast 
bursting  into  leaf,  and  benches  and 
tables  for  tired  wayfaters,  and  the  old 
sign^poat  like  a  quintain,  with  the  old- 
fashioned  Blue  Bell  dangling  from  one 
of  its  arms,  as  if  in  ehallrage  to  any 
passing  horseman  to  run  a  tilt  at  it. 
And  there  is  an  obelisk  and  a  tall  lamp 
with  a  drinking^fountain  below,  the  whole 
ddng  duty  also  as  a  finger-post,  which 
should  point  the  way  here  to  Salisbury, 
Exeter,  and  even  to  <<  famed  Bolerium, 
cape  of  storms,"  otherwise  the  Land's 
End,  aiid  there  to  Bath  and  Bristol. 
As  times  go  the  direction  only  extends 
to  Staines  and  Beading;  but  a  little 
further  along  the  right-hand  road  tiiere 
is  a  label  "Bath  Bead/'  which  would 
settle  the  matter  if  there  were  any 
doubt  as  to  the  way. 

What  A  thrill  it  would  give  to  see 
the  feur-horse  coaches  which,  have  been 
racing  np  to  this  point,  now  parting  to 
right  and  left,  the  drivers  saluting  each 
other  across  the  triangular  green  that  parts 
the  two  great  roads  1  There  would  not  be 
long  to  wait^  for  in  the  prime  of  the 
coaching  times  a  four-horse  coach  ,woald 
pass  one  way  or  the  other  about  every 
five  minutes  during  the  itty.  Then  there 
were  the  night  mails,  eight  of  which 
passed  through  Hounskw  to  Bristol,  Batb^ 
Gloucester,  and  Stroud  on  the  right ;  and  on 
tile  left  to  Bxeter,  Teovil,  Poolo;  with  the 
"  Qaicksilver  **  flying  mail,'  to  other  western 
towns.  One  foggy  night,  a  coachman  re- 
lates, in  Harris's  '*  Coaching  Days,"  as  he 
was  driving  the  Exeter  mail  past  Houns- 
low  Oomer,  another  four-horse  coach,  of 
which  he  knew  nothing,  ranged  up  along- 
side him.  But  he  recognised  the  driver,  and, 
with  a  half-sarcastic  *'  Good  nighty  Harry," 
whipped  up  bis  horses  to  take  the  lead. 
"  Why,  Charlie,"  shouted  the  other,  '|  what 
are  you  doing  on  my  roadf "  But  it  was 
Harry  who  had  taken  the  wrong  road  in 
the  fog  with  the  Bath  maO,  and  who  might 
well  have  driven  on  till  he  came  to  the 
turnpike  at  Staines  Bridge. 

Bat  there  is  no  danger  of  our  making  a 
like  mistake.  The  Bath  road  lies  before 
us  broad  and  open,  and  lined  on  each  side 
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With  ^pleasant  villas  and  terraees,  A  new 
chnreh  wilh  a  handsome  e^be  rises  among 
tte  yiOaB.  And  this  is  Hoonslow  Heath 
of  ancient  fame.  And  it  Is  stiU  Hotmslow 
Beatb  when  we  faaT&'>|»k88ed  this  bft  of 
,Lond9n  in  retreat;  ap4  have  reached  the 
optti  country. '^ 'A  tnimpec-call  that  issaes 
from  a  dark  mass  of  baildinge  bver  there 
veminds  vs  that^  Honnslow  Buracks  is  still 
a  gbii^  concern,  and  may  recall  the  camps 
innamerable  and 'marchings  and  coanteor- 
ma»AbigSy  in  mfanK  eontest  as  wdl  as  in 
deadly  earnest,  of  Whieh4he  old  heath  has 
been  the  fielcL  And  here  is  Honnslow 
Barradcs  station,  oi  tfie  neatly  District 
order,  with  its  suggestions  of  Oharing 
Gross  and  the  iMiuision  House,  but  really 
quiet  and  Tural,  and  the  best  etarting-place 
for  any  ^deatrian  who'  would  male  the 
aoqmdntance  of  the  eld  Bath  road. 

Wide  are  the  fields  on  either  side  of  us, 
the  f races  fbw  and  far?  apart  Great  ex- 
panses of  maiket-garddns  have  replaced 
the  barren  heath;  here^we  have  the  scent 
of  acres  of  spring  omens,  tiiere  the  sweet 
breath  of  nndlflowers  and  gillyflowers.  If 
the  h<»rison  is  low  and  bounded  by  an  in- 
definite fringe  6t  scrubby  trees,  the  sky  is 
grand  in  its  broken  masses,  its  burst  of 
light,  its  'cavernous  recesses,  its  silvery 
folds  of  faSitastic  vapours.  As  might  be 
expected,  the  old  coaching  inns  are  plenty 
as  blackberries  on  tbe  road.  Now  it  is 
the  ''  Duke  of  Cambridge,"  with  a  football 
field  in  the  rear ;  ^^  Queen  Victoria  *'  follows 
tiie  "Duke,"  and  then  an  inn  that  pro- 
elaiBis  itself  the  half-way  house  to  Windsor 
Castle,  ten  and  a  half  miles  each  way.  Next 
the  <' Traveller's  Friend,"  and  the  ''Jolly 
Waggoner,"  suggesting  that  jovial  customer 
as  he  sits  drinking  idth  the  landbrd  and 
fafi  Mends,  hf  bile  the  huge  tilted  waggon  is 
Aawn  Up  alongside  and  the  stout  horses  are 
munching  thefr  oats  in  the  stable.  Except 
for  such  associations  the  road  may  seem  a 
trifle  dully  till  after  a  mile  or  two  its  pain- 
fully stodght  course  is  exchanged  for  a 
graceful  curye^  and  wispy  trees  are  re- 
placed by  a  ii#eep  of  groves  and  avenues, 
with  an  old-fashioned  redbrick  mansion 
showing  among  park-like  meadows.  And 
a  broad  avenue  of  limes  leads  directly 
from  the  high-road  to  pleasant  Cranford 
village,  as  quiet  and  peaceable  as  ever, 
with  a  nice  old  church  where  sleeps 
**  worthy "  Mr.  Fuller  and  other  worthies 
ot  a  quiet,  unexciting  kind. 

But  the  great  Bath  road  did  not  trouble 
itaelf  about  little  Ctanford,  but  passed 
over  Cranford  Bridge,  where  a  bright  little 


fishy-looking  stream  murmurs  beneath ;  a 
little  stream  that  once  nearly  drowned  a. 
poet — ^no  less  a  one  than  Alexander  Po^e, 
who,  returning  from  visiting  M.  de  Vol-, 
taire  at  the  house  of   his  friend  Lord 
BoUnglHroke,  which  lies  just  overt  here  in 
Harlington,  was  upset  in  crossing  tiie  ford, 
and  soused  up  to  "  the  knots  of  his  periwig." . 
Facing  each  other  close  to  the  brieve; 
are  two   more   old   coaching  inns,    the 
<<  White  Hart "  and  the  '*  Berkieley  Arms," ' 
and  this  last  reminds  us  that  we  are  now .; 
in  the  domains  of  that  powerful  West, 
Country  family  whidi  has  shown  through  \ 
so  many  generations  the  wild,  headstrong  ^ 
temper  of  the  old  Danish  Yildng.    iSe' 
Fitzhardings  got  a  grant  of  Cranfom  at  tlM  . 
time  of  the  Beformation,  when  the  poor . 
knights  of  St.  John,  its  former  possessors, ' 
were  ousted  from   their   many  pleasaait  -, 
retreats.    More  inns  are  dotted  along  tbe 
road,   and  then  we  come  to  Harlington  \ 
Corner,  once  well  knowik  along  the  road,  i 
And  now  we  begin  to  understand  what  a  . 
**  corner  "  is  in  the  coacUug  vocabulary — a  . 
place jnrhere  roads  divide,  and  where  there 
is  generally  a  corner  of  green  turf  and  a  •■ 
direction  post,  and  invariably  a  **  corner-^' 
public-bouse.    And  about   the   house  at; 
Harlington  Comer — yon  may  put  on  the 
"  H  "  or  drop  it  as  you  please — there  was '. 
once  a  pretty  dust  with  a  whirl  of  coaches 
and  postchafses,  quiet  as  it  is  now,  and  out 
of  the  cloud  came  one  day  the  regular  Batti  • 
coach,  with  its  regular  drivw,  who  pullsd^ 
up  his  horses  before  the  inn.    Now,  tto  \ 
<'  Corner  "  was  not  in  the  bill  as  a  stopping- 
place  for  this  particular  Bath  coack     The 
stops  were  a  matter  of  arrangement  with  inn- 
keepers, who  were  generally  sharers  in  the  ! 
rishs  and  profits  of  herring  the  coaches,  and . 
a  coachman  who  pulled  up  at  the  wrong  < 
house  was  looked  upon  as  <' giving  away", 
his  owners.  Bat  William,  with  a  wink  and  a 
nudge  to  his  box  seat — a  capital  fellow,  who 
from  his  knowledge  of  coaches  and  horses 
must  have  been  one  of  the  cloth — swung 
himself  down,  and  respondiug  to  the  mute 
invitation,  the  "  box  seat "  followed  him . 
into  a  snug  little  room^  where  a  foaming , 
tankard  and  a  prime  round  of  beef  awaited  , 
the  faithless  driver,  while  the  inn  waiters 
busily  solicited   orders  from  the  thirsty, 
passengers.    A  second    foaming   tankard 
speedily  arrived  for  the  coachman's  friend ; 
but  there  were  no  knives  and  forks.    The 
want    was    speedily    supplied   from   the 
coachman's  capacious  pocketb    And  then 
the  box  seat  revealed  himself.     He  was 
Mr.  Chaplin,  the  chief  proprietor  of  the 
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coach,  of  that  and  of  many  hundreds  of 
other  coaches,  and  of  thousands  of  horses, 
the  leviathan  of  tihose  coaching  days.  He 
could  have  put  up  with  a  thumb  bit,  but 
the  knife  and  fork  was  a  little  too  stiff. 
They  denoted  a  constant  habit  of  knifing 
and  forking  at  unauthorised  places.  And 
William  had  to  seek  another  coach  box, 
and  was  no  more  known  on  the  old  Bath 
road.  It  was  by  such  attention  to  detail 
that  Chaplin  was  enabled  to  pile  up  a 
handsome  fortune  by,  coaching,  whfle, 
instead  of  being  ruined,  he  was  vastly 
enriched  by  the  advent  of  railways,  found- 
ing the  great  carrying  firm  of  Chaplin  and 
Home,  and  leaving  a  good  name  and 
splendid  estate  to  his  descendants. 

Even  as  far  as  this  and  beyond  stretched 
the  wide  expanse  of  waste  all  known  as 
Hounslow  Heath,  which  had  for  centuries 
been  feared  by  travellers  as  the  especial 
haunt  of  the  highwayman.  The  road 
is  really  lonely  after  we  leave  the  Corner, 
and  a  story  or  two  of  the  brigands  of  other 
days  would  not  come  amiss.  And  at  this 
moment  we  come  in  sight  of  a  real  old 
coaching  house,  the  "Three  Magpies" — 
birds  that  have  hardly  moulted  a  feather 
for  all  the  changes  of  the  times — and  still 
well  known  to  the  beanfeasters  of  the 
period.  It  was  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
beyond  the  <'  Magpies,"  just  at  the  turn  of 
the  road  there,  that  Jack  Mellish  was 
murdered  about  a  century  ago.  Mellish, 
Bosanquet,  and  other  eminent  City  men 
had  gone  down  in  the  morning  to  hunt 
with  tiie  Boyal  buckhounds.  The  King 
hearing  they  were  coming  ordered  out  a 
specially  good  stag,  and  a  capital  run  they 
had,  and  dined  together  jovially  at  the 
'*  Castle,"  Salthill ;  to  drive  home  in  the 
cool  of  the  evening.  Before  the  carriage 
reached  the  "Magpies"  it  was  attacked  by 
three  armed  footpads,  and  on  Mellish 
showing  some  hesitation  in  giving  up  his 
purse  he  was  shot  through  the  hei^,  while 
the  ruffians  decamped  with  their  booty 
unmolested.  Mellish  was  taken  to  the 
"  Magpies,"  and  died  there  in  the  course 
of  the  night,  the  surgeon  who  had  been 
sent  for  from  Hounslow  having  been 
stopped  and  robbed  by  the  same  gang. 

Townsend  and  the  other  Bow  Street 
runners  pursued  the  trail  of  the  gang  in 
vain.  The  footpad,  indeed,  was  more  to 
be  dreaded  than  the  highwayman,  being 
generally  more  desperate  and  truculent, 
while  there  was  a  kind  of  code  of  manners 
among  the  mounted  fraternity,  who  held  a 
much  higher  position.   Thus  Peter  Pindar,  | 


narrating  the  arrest  of  poor  Sb. Joseph 
Banks — on  this  very  road,  by  the  way,  but 
nearer  Hounslow — while  gathering  plants 
for  his  herbarium : 

"Sirs,  I'm   no   higkwaymanl"   exclaimed   the 

knight. 
"No— there,"  rejoined  the  runners,   "you  are 

right, 
A  footpad  only.'* 

Dr.  Shelton  was  a  famous  practitioner 
along  this  road  about  the  year  1732,  a 
qualified  surgeon  and  well  connected,  whom 
drink  and  extravagance  had  brought  to  the 
highway — an  exceUent  fellow,  always  cour- 
teous to  ladies,  and  who  robbed  with  grace 
and  discretion.  Parsons,  sometimes  called 
the  Hounslow  .Highwayman,  was  a  later 
practitioner,  the  son  of  a  baronet,  a  former 
Eton  boy,  aristocratically  connected.  He 
had  served  in  the  navy  and  in  the  army, 
had  married  a  beautiful  heiress,  had  spent 
her  fortune  in  gambling,  and  now  gambled 
away  all  he  took  on  the  highway*  He 
came  to  Tyburn  at  last,  desertCMl  by  all  but 
his  long-suffering  wife. 

We  have  all  a  sneaking  kindness^or  the 
highwayman,  such  a  picturetque  figure  as 
he  is,  when  he  rides  forth  in  the  dusk  of 
evening  on  his  bonny  black  mare,  wrapped 
in  his  horseman's  coat,  with  black  wig, 
cocked  hat,  and  crape  mask.  Yet  tiiere  is 
death  at  his  hearty  a  gallows  in  immediate 
prospect,  and  blank  despair  as  to  the  future. 
Such  was  the  mood  of  the  novice,  like  one 
Barkwith,  the  son  of  a  gentleman  of 
fortune  in  the  I«le  of  Ely,  as  he  took  to 
Hounslow  Heath  one  November  day,  about 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  hoping  to 
replace  some  trust  money  he  had  borrowed 
to  pay  debts  of  honour,  he  being  manager 
to  a  Chancery  solicitor  in  Lincoln's  Inn. 
He  stopped  a  coach,  the  inmates  emptied 
their  pockets.  Alas  for  him!  there  was 
among  them  only  a  handful  of  silver.  He 
rode  away  overwhelmed,  was  pursued  and 
captured,  and  was  hanged  within  a  month 
of  his  unlucky  sally,  making  a  penitent 
speech  at  Tyburn,  and  warning  his  hearers 
to  "avoid  the  company  of  young  gentle- 
men who  belong  to  Inns  of  Court,  who  are 
the  most  wicked  of  any.'' 

Another  unlucky  'prentice  hand  essayed 
to  stop  my  Lord  Berkeley  on  Hounslow 
Heath,  as  in  chaise  and  four  his  lordship 
was  driving  to  his  seat  at  Cranford.  A 
servant  rode  up  and  shot  the  highwayman 
dead,  who  proved  to  be  a  genteel  young 
fellow,  a  Welshman,  who  was  learning 
some  business  in  town.  A  more  lucky 
fellow  was  Maclaine,  of  good  Highland 
blood  and  the  son  of  a  minister,  and  the 
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brother  of  one  who  translated  Mosheim's 
"Chnrch  History/'  He  robbed  Horace 
Walpole,  when  his  pistol  went  off  by 
accident,  and  afterwards  Lord  Eglinton  on 
the  Heath  after  a  brisk  running  fight 
Uie  Earl  recognised  the  man,  but  would 
not  appear  against  him.  He  was  a  fine 
daahing  fellow^  who  lodged  in  Pall  Mall 
and  kept  good  company.  And  he  made 
an  edifying  end  at  Tyburn,  much 
lamented. 

A  langliing,  dashing  hfghwayman  was 
"  Gkntleman  Harry  " — one  Sinuns,  whose 
preyious  adventures  might  have  sobered 
iiim.  He  had  been  transported,  sold  for  a 
slave,  a  sailor,  a  privateersman,  and  finally 
a  midshipman  on  a  British  man-of-war — 
and  might  have  lived  to  be  Admiral 
Simms.  But  this  was  too  tame  for  Harry. 
He  deserted,  borrowed  a  saddle  and  bridle, 
stole  a  horse  further  on,  and  made  for 
London  along  the  Bath  road.  On  the  way 
he  robbed  a  postchaise  and  the  Bristol 
coach,  and  after  tiiat  became  a  regular 
frequenter  of  Uie  Heath.  Ooe  day  he 
robbed  a  Mr.  Sleep,  who  grumbled  at  his 

lOBS. 

«  Why,"  said  Harry,  "if  I  hadn't  robbed 
you  there's  two  others  waiting  for  you. 
But  if  you  meet  them  say  '  Thomas,'  and 
ttifiy  wlUlfit  you  pass." 

Poor  Mr.  Sleep  rode  on  bleatiLg  out 
''  Thomas ''  to  every  one  he  met,  and  was 
nearly  beaten  for  his  pains  by  some  gentle- 
men who  felt  themselves  insulted.  Bat 
when  he  explained  matters  they  laughed, 
and  guessed  that  he  had  met  Gentleman 
Harry.  And  poor  Harry  met  death  even 
blithely  at  Tyburn  Tree. 

Bold  ruffians,  too,  were  Simpson  and 
StawkiuF,  with  their  pal,  Wilson,  who 
stopped  the  Bristol  maU,  bound  the  post- 
boy who  rode  with  it,  and  left  hint  in  a 
diteh  just  outside  Golnbrook.  But  the 
Poet  Office  tracked  them  out;  Wilson 
turned  King's  evidence,  and  ihe  other  two 
suffered.  After  that  an  armed  guard 
rode  with  the  postboy.  One  of  these 
▼ery  guards,  a  Dragoon,  robbed  the  Bath 
atsge  on  the  road,  and  was  hanged  for  it. 

By  the  time  mail  coaches  came  in  the 
mounted  highwayman  was  practically  ex- 
tinct; but  some  clever  fellows,  four  of 
them,  robbed  the  Bristol  mail  in  1820. 
They  booked  the  inside  places  on  the 
night  mail,  and  worked  all  the  night 
through  till  they  had  opened  the  strong 
boxes  under  the  seats  which  held  the 
mail-  bags,  and  extracted  all  valuable 
contents. 


Bat  Hounslow  Heath  comes  to  an  end 
at  last;  we  feel  that  we  have  passed  it 
from  the  change  in  the  landscape,  and  the 
softer  tints  of  our  surroundings.  Purple 
hills  rise  on  the  distant  horiz}n,  and  among 
masses  of  txees  rises  a  village  spbe,  with 
village  roofs  around  it.  And  then  tiie 
road  declines  into  a  kind  of  boundless 
watery  plain,  yet  fertile  and  well  planted 
with  trees,  while  the  road  shows  many 
turns  and  comers,  with  groups  of  tall  old 
elms  and  warm  tiled  roofs  among  bridges 
and  watercourses.  In  one  of  these  plea- 
sant comers  is  an  old  inn  which  bears 
the  somewhat  incomprehensible  sign  of 
the  "Peggy  Bedlord." 

"  And  who  was  Peggy,  anyhow ! "  we 
may  ask,  as  we  pause  for  refreshment 
bsneath  the  twin  -elms  that  form  a  shady 
porch  to  the  old  house. 

Some  workmen  who  have  paused  in  the 
same  shady  refuge,  and  put  down  their 
baskets  of  tools,  hear  the  question,  and 
the  eldest  of  the  party  replies : 

"Ah I  she  was  a  good  old  soul  was 
Peggy  Bedford,  And  as  for  the  coaching 
business  they  talk  about,  she  was  through 
it  all.  All  the  Windsor  coaches,  and  the 
Bath  coaches,  and  the  coaches  from 
everywhere  come  past  here  in  her  time, 
and  Boyidties,  bless  you,  as  thick  as  black- 
berries; and  Peggy  knowed  'em  all,  and 
they  knowed  Peggy,  and  had  a  pleasant 
word  for  her.  There  was  one  day,"  con- 
tinued honest  Ben,  sinking  his  voice 
reverently,  "'twas  the  time  Her  Majesty 
had  her  first  infant,  and  they  brought  that 
babe  along  in  a  carriage-and-four — or  per- 
haps 'twas  SIX — and  Peggy  comes  out  and 
curtsies  low,  and  the  carriage  pulls  up, 
and  the  nuss — as  was  quite  a  real  lady, 
mind  you,  so  I've  heard — she  says, '  Here, 
Peggy,  you  shall  hold  the  baby,'  and  put 
that  'ere  blessed  infant  into  Peggy's  arms. 
And  Peggy  held  that  Boyal  infant  in  her 
arms,  so  she  did." 

In  truth,  Peggy  was  one  of  those  brave 
souls  such  as  these  old  coaching  houses  not 
unfrequently  produced,  as  some  of  us  who 
are  becoming  old  stagers  may  remember  in 
the  sweet  long  ago.  Excellent  housewives, 
capable  managers,  accustomed  to  rule  a 
train  of  servants  and  auxiliaries,  regular 
and  irregular,  with  tact  that  conciliated  all 
ranks  and  classes,  such  women  brought 
prosperity  to  the  door,  and  would  retain  it 
as  a  permanent  guest,  till  suddenly  came  the 
killing  frost.  Then  the  fine  old  coaching  inns 
that  had  been  as  good  an  estate  as  the  squire's 
were  reduced  to  the  status  of  a  roadside 
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tavern  on  a  deaerted  road.  Bat  some,  like 
PoggFi  bravely  met  the  change,  and  pieehig 
together  fragments  of  their  old  extensive 
trade,  kept  up  the  reputation  of  the  old 
hoose,  and  thanka  to  beanfeaate,  dnb 
dinners,  and  the  growing  iove  of  country 
excursions,  ended  bravely  in  the  old  arm- 
chair from  which  so  long  the  old  house  had 
been  ruled  with  kindly  sway.  Such  was 
Peggy  Bedford  of  the  "King's  Head,"  Long- 
ford, who  died  in  1859,  and  who  is  remem- 
bered by  many  of  the  villagers,  and  who  thus 
forms  a  link  between  thb  present  day  and 
the  old  coaching  age. 

There  are  thatched  cottages  on  the  way, 
and  bridges  every  hundred'  yards  or  so,  for 
it  is  a  liUle  Holland  tiiat  we  have  reached, 
intersected  with  the  various  channels  of 
the  Biver  Ooln,  or  Cole ; 

Ooloi  whose  dark  streamB  his  flowery  islands  lave. 

But  it  is  the  Holland  of  the  old  Dutch 
landscapes,  with  stately  chateaux  and  lofty 
groves  rising  above  Uie  placidly  flowing 
streams,  and  a  fine  avenue  of  elms  leads  us 
right  up  to  Coinbrook.  Bunning  streams 
are  everywhere ;  each  pleasant  little  coun- 
try houBC  has  its  own  little  bridge,  and  its 
garden,  perhaps,  forms  an  island  to  itself, 
where  you  might  bob  for  eels  from  your 
snug  summer-house  door.  And  here  we 
meet  with  Joe  the  gardener,  who  has 
known  the  place  for  forty  years,  and  is  of 
opinion  that  Coinbrook  must  have  been  a 
wonderful  fine  place  at  one  time.  And 
doubtless  so  it  was,  and  it  is  a  wonderful 
old  place  now  for  any  one  who  has  an  eye 
for  such  things.  First  there  is  the  bridge 
which  spans  tibedeep  but  narrow  main 
stream  of  the  Coin,  and  which  forms  the 
division  of  tiie  countiea  Here  in  the 
centre  one  foot  is  in  Middlesex  and  the 
other  in  Bucks.  And,  the  bridge  once 
crossed,  you  are  in  a  very  interesting  old 
town,  with  memories  that  go  back  to  some 
exciting  episddes  in  English  history. 

Now,  where  did  King  John  put  up  when 
he  came  this  way  to  sign  Magna  Charta  f 
Why,  at  Coinbrook,  to  be  sure,  where  they 
show  you  his  palace  to  this  day.  And  a 
very  interestbg  old  building  it  is ;  now  an 
inn  called  the  "Star  and  Crarter,"  a  Tudor 
bufldiag  as  to  its  chief  parts,  but  with 
foundations  probably  more  ancient.  And 
over  ttie  lush  meadows,  beyond  the  willows 
and  the  alders,  flows  Father  Thames  his 
stream,  where  Magna  Charta  Island  divides 
hl$  waves. 

Our  friend  Joe,  who  has  guided  us  to 
this  interesting  old  houee,  here  shakes  his 
head.    Ah,  there's  more  wonderful  things 


in  Coinbrook  yet  1  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
the  copper  where  they  boiled  people)  Why, 
that  was  at  the  <'  Hospridge."  The  copper 
itself,  alas,  is  gone,  part  of  the  old  house 
has  been  pulled  down,  but  the  grand  old 
chimney-stack  yet  remahis  at  one  end, 
where  traditionally  the  fatal  copper  stood. 
The  house  to  which  the  story  attaches 
is  the  <' Ostrich/'  a  very  nice  old  inn 
with  a  parlour  of  panelled  oak  as  dark 
and  mysterious  as  you  please.  And  it  is 
a  very  noble  old  house,  now  partiy  divided 
into  shops  and  tenementSi  where  Qaeen 
Elizabeth  is  said  ta  have  slept  at  times ; 
and  she  might  very  well  have  done  so,  for 
the  house  u  eaiUer  than  her  times.  The 
foundation  of  it,  hi  all  probability,  was  one 
of  tbs  old  guest  houses^  established  on  this 
great  highway  to  the  west,  who  can  say 
when,  but  existing  in  1106,  when  Mile 
Crisphi  gave  to  &e  Abbot  of  Abingdon 
"quoddam  hospitium  in  via  Londonfie 
apud  Colebroc";  and  without  drawing  too 
heavy  a  draft  upon  credulity,  it  would  be 
easy  to  imagine  how  the  "  Hospice"  would 
be  corrupted  into  "  Ospige  "  or  "  Ostrich," 
and  that  hence  came  tiie  sign — ^for  the 
ostrich  is  an  unfamiliar  bird  in  tiie  heraldry 
of  signs.  That  would  make  it  the  most 
ancient  hostelry  in  England. 

But  where  does  the  copper  come  inf 
you  will  ask.  Well,  here  is  the  story,  as 
related  in  ancient  chronicles,  b;it  even 
then  of  an  uncertain  date. 

As  early  as  the  Plantagenets  this  was  a 
great  highway  for  the  clotUers  of  the  west, 
who  came  this  waywiththeur  strings  <rfpack* 
horses  loaded  with  bales  of  clotb»  and  who 
depaited  with  pouches  stuffed  with  gold. 
And  these  Jolly  clothiers  spent  the  night 
going  and  returning  at  the  guest  house, 
whidi  is  now  the  "  Oatrich."  There  was 
no  one  to  note  when  they  came  or  went, 
but  in  time  it  came  to  be  whispered  among 
the  clothiers  that  such  a  one  had  not  been 
seen  on  the  homeward  journey  after  pass- 
ing Colebridge.  The  truth  was  disoovered 
by  accident;  and  here  tradition  comes  in 
with  a  gruesome  story  of  how  mine  host 
of  the  "  Ostrich "  had  trapped  these  rich 
clothiers  one  after  the  othmr  till  the  bodies 
of  tUrteen  victims  were  on  Ua  bands,  when 
he  and  his-  accomplices  determined  to 
thtow  them  into;  the  Thames.  The  use  of 
the  copper  will  here  be  manif eat  without 
further  explanation.  On  ihe  way  to  thd 
river  one  of  the  bodies,  slipped  out  of  the 
cart  unperceived.  Tlirowiog  them  in  one 
by  one,  and  keeping  count,  there  were 
twelve   and   no  more.     The   murderers 
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looked  at  eaeh  other  aghast,  and  began  to 
diapate  as  to  how  the  other  body  was  to 
be  aooonnted  for.  A  Wraysbnry  fisher- 
man in  his  boat,  who  had.  been  setting 
eelwheels,  and, 'sheltered  by  boshes,  had 
seen  the  whole  affair,  or  anyhow  had 
heard  the  twelve  snllen  splashes  and  the 
snbseqnent  wrangle,  here  incantionsly 
called  out:  ''Ohndc  in  one  of  yonrselYOs 
to  make  good  ooonti"  The  murderers 
replied  by  a  flight  of  arrows,  one  of  which 
stack  in  the  k^at  The  fiahennan  rowed 
home  nnhort^  and  next  morning  he  sallied 
forth  to  Ckdnbrook  and  walked  up  the 
H^h  Street  carrying  the  arrow  in  his  hand. 
"  You  have  got  my  father's  arrow,"  cried 
a  little  lad,  a  son  of  mine  host,  who  was 
playing  about  ttie  door  of  the  inn.  And 
in  that  way  these  foul  murders  were 
detected  and  the  murderers  brought  to 
jostice.  Bat  the  copper  remained  as  a 
monument  fox  fntuie  ages. 

But  we  have  not  yet  exhausted  the 
historical  associations  of  Golnbrook.  It 
was  among  these  old  inns  that  at  Christ- 
mas, hi  tl^  year  1400,  there  was  a  great 
gathering  of  noUes  and  chiefs  who,  at  the 
head  of  forty  thousand  men,  had  declared 
far  King  l^chard,  and  purposed  to  put 
downSlngBolingbroke.  They  bad  marched 
up  aectetly  and  stealthily  from  the  west, 
and  seizing  all  the  fords  and  ferries  on  the 
river  hadjost  missed  catching  the  de  facto 
King  at  Windsor,  who,  warned  at  the  last 
mommti.  had  fled  with  a  fewecared  atten- 
dants to  London;  The  City  sgain  proved 
itself  the  true  king-maker.  It  stood  firmly 
1^  BoUngbroke,  and  in  a  few  days  pro- 
vUed  him  with  a  respectable  army,  with 
whieh  he  mmrched  out  to  Hounslow  Heatb, 
offering  battle  but  not  darbg  to  attack  the 
confederate  lords  in  their  strong  position 
behiiid  the  Goln.  The  lords  were  confident 
enough, theirlorcesoutnumbered  the  King's, 
and  Aumerle,  the  Duke  of  York'e  son,  had 
promiaad  to  jcon  them  at  Oolnbrook  by  the 
•«  KingV'  or  twelfth  day.  Then  they  heard 
ef  Anmerle'a  treaeheiy,  and  fearing  to  risk 
a  battle,  Aey  retreated.  But  one  of  the 
eonfederate  Eark  held  the  bridge  over  the 
Ooln,  with  knights  and  men-at-arms  to 
oover  the  retreat  of  Ae  main  body,  and 
was  fioreely  attacked  by  Henry,  who  had 
been  informed  of  the  retreat  of  the  con- 
federate anny.  Bat  the  Earl  held  the 
faiidge  tiU  n^tfall,  he  and  his  faithful 
kidghts,  and  mm  rode  off  to  join  the  rest, 
new  beymid  the  reach  of  pursiut 

It  would  be  a  tight  pbce  for  a  fight  at 
tbia  pmsent  time,  this  little  town  of  Oohi- 


biook,  which  gives  the  impression  of  having 
been  built  on  a  causeway  at  a  time  when 
solid  ground  was  scarce,  so  closely  do  the 
houses  crowd  upon  the  roadway,  which  is 
wide  enough  for  its  present  traffic,  but 
must  have  been  blidcked  pretty  often  in 
the  good  old  days  when  a  hundred  coaches 
passed  tiirough  It  dally,  with  other  vehicles 
almost  beyond  oounthig. 

Beyond  the  town  the  road  expands  into 
wide,  quiet  loneliness,  with  old  stables 
turned  to  barns,  old  inns  to  cottages ;  but 
ever  and  again  we  come  upon  a  road- 
side pump,  which  is  in  itself  a  monument, 
tall  iron  pumps  generally  standing  on  a 
mound  overlooking  a  wide  sweep  of 
country,  farms,  villages,  country  houses 
scattered  here  and  there,  larks  warbline 
against  each  other  high  up  in  the  blue,  and 
the  soft  breeze  humndng  in  tiie  telegraph 
wires  overhead,  while  over  there.roars  and 
vapours  a  Great  Western  train.-  An 
American  friend  is  greatly  impressed  with 
those  pumps.  "  Sir,  you  went  one  better 
than  the  Romans  when  you  put  up  them 
pumps."  And  it  is  really  a  grand  thing 
when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  this  great 
highway  from  east  to  west,  with  a  pump 
every  mQe  or  so  along  its  coarse.  What 
nation  but  ours  would  have  taken  so  much 
care  for  its  horses  and  dumb  animals  in 
general  1  Some  of  the  pumps  are  in  ruins, 
but  oAers  so  carefully  padlocked  that  pro^ 
bably  they  are  still  sources  of  supply.^  And 
the  milestones!  Here  is  one  half-hidden 
among  the  honeysuckle  in  the  hedge,  a 
handsome  monolith,  lichen-covered  and 
half-illegible  as  to  its  inseriptiona  But 
here  is  the  date,  1741— why,  the  Pre- 
tenders were  then  looming  large  and  the 
Oudphs  uneasy  on  their  throne,  the  troops 
were  massed  on  Hounslow  Heath,  all  the 
Continent  was  in  confusion  with  wars  and 
rumours  of  wars,  and  we  went  on  tranquilly 
putting  up  milestones  along  the  old  Bath 
road. 


BOOKETS. 


I  OWN  to  a  simple  delight  in  fireworka 
I  enjoy  intensely  the  '^pyrotechnlcal  ex- 
hibitions "  of  Mr.  Brock,  or  even  of 
humbler  artists.  I  am  not  averse  to 
those  of  home-made  manufacture.  I 
love  everywhere  and  always  their  bril- 
liant combinations  and  changes  of  colour ; 
the  coruscating  radiance  of  golden  stars ; 
the  glitter  of  many-tinted  showers;  the 
I  swift  extension  over  wide  spaces  of  ait  of 
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luminousJbieadthB  of  azure,  emerald,  and 
orimson;  the  vivid  contra&tB   as    of    an 
aurora.     Then  the  awift  rise  of  tongues  of 
flame    into    "the    empyrean"    fills    my 
humble  mind  nvith  gratification.     I  seem 
rapt  into  a  world  of    faery,  where  the 
serpents  flash  on  their  undulating  way; 
where  the   rockets  mount  upward  with 
rapid  flight ;  where  plumes  of  fire  unfold 
their  shining  feathers ;  where  cascades  of 
fiery  rain  descend  from  above ;  and  Soman 
candlec,  and  Catherine- wheels,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it  mingle  in  the  dazzling,  bewilder- 
ing show.     I  never  eee  a  crowd  staring 
open-eyed  at   the  marvels  of    a  Crystal 
Palace  Thursday  night  without  the  pro- 
found est  sy  mpathy ,  and  no  doubt  I  often  join 
them  in  the  prolonged  ''  Oh-h-h  I "  which 
hails  each  new  deveiopement  of  the  pyro- 
technist's invention.    Ptrsonally,  of  all  the 
products  of  that  invention  I  prefer  the 
rocket.    I  confess  to  finding  an  ever  new 
pleasure  in  the  characteristic  *'  swish  "  with 
which  it  goes  aloft  on  its  airy  mission,  in 
the  suddenness  with  which  it  expends  its 
concealed  stores,  and  then  falls  back  upon 
earth  in  silence.   And  being  in  my  humble 
way  a  moralist,  it  sometimes  recalls  to  my 
mind  the  lesson  of   "vaulting  ambition," 
of  attempt  and  failure,  embodied  in  the 
popular  phrase  about  "going  up  like  a 
rocket  and  coming  down  like  a  stick."    It 
is  true  there  are  several  points  of  view  from 
which  a  pyrotechnical   exhibition  might 
be  made  to  yield  to  the  philosopher  some 
striking  and  perhaps  useful  analogies,  but 
as  I  go  to  it  for  the  frank  purpose  of 
enjoyment,  I    never    care  to  disappoint 
myself  by  wandering  off  into  dreary  tracts 
of  moralising.    With  the  rocket,  however, 
a  moral   association  seems  inevitably  to 
suggest  itself. 

The  fact  is,  the  rocket  display  is  not 
confined  to  gala  occasions.  Like  the  poor, 
'tis  for  ever  with  us.  Going  up  like  a  rocket 
and  coming  down  like  a  stick  is  a  daily  per- 
formance with  which  most  of  us — some,  I 
fear,  from  actual  experience — are  well 
acquainted.  It  takes  place,  perhaps,  in 
our  family,  or  at  all  events  among  our 
friends,  and  we  hail  each  repetition,  like 
the  Crystal  Palace  crowd,  with  a  long- 
drawn  "Oh!"  When  brought  by  stress 
of  circumstance,  and  not  originating  in 
crass  vanity  or  ill-considered  ambition,  it 
is  impossible  not  to  sympathise  with 
failure,  because,  who  knows  ? — one  day  it 
may  befall  ourselves.  I  am  reminded  of 
those  poor  Scotch  youths  whom  the 
injudicious  pat  tiality  of  their  parents  forces 


into  the  ministry,  though  they  are  without 
a  shred  of  qualification.  Lo,  one  day,  the 
neophyte  rises  in  the  pulpit  to  preach  his 
"  trial  sermon."  His  tongue  cleaves  to  the 
roof  ^of  his  mouth — in  vain  he  racks  his 
brains  for  an  idea — and,  after  stammering 
out  a  few  incoherent  sentences,  he  sits 
down  with  the  brand  upon  him  of  **a 
stickit  minister."  Mrs.  01i[dbant  has  more 
than  once  described  this  melancholy 
failure.  For  such  our  pity  is  forthcoming. 
So  is  it  also  for  the  young  versifier,  who  is 
happy  in  his  secret  worship  of  the  Muse, 
untU  one  day  he  reveals  his  occupation  to 
foolish  friends,  who  urge  him  to  print  and 
publish.  In  a  few  weeks  appears  a  volume 
of  "Verses  on  Various  Occasions,"  or 
"May-weeds  and  May-flowers,"  or  "Tor- 
tures of  the  Heart,"  and  the  luckless 
creature  finds  himself  the  sport  and 
laughter  of  unfeeling  critics.  Such  failures 
as  these,  however,  are  hardly  "rockets.'^ 
They  nev,er  get  off  the  ground,  but 
smoulder  and  fizzle  away  in  impotent 
effort.  They  are  the  failures  of  feebleness 
and  humility,  not  of  inept  vanity  or  exag- 
gerated egotism,  and  gods  as  well  as  men 
compassionate  them. 

Bat  let  us  turn  to  Mr.  Windbag 
Bounoeby,  the  rich  contractor  of  Gotham. 
Gifted  with  an  almost  inexhaustible  fund 
of  conceit,  and  an  inordinate  restlessness 
of  temper,  he  takes  what  is  called  a 
"  leading  part"  in  local  affairs.  He  talks 
incessantly  of  "economy"  and  "efficiency," 
finds  out  every  little  item  of  what  he 
thinks  municipsj  waste,  loses  no  oppor- 
tunity of  proclaiming  Ids  sympathy  with 
"  my  friends  and  brother-workmen,"  and 
at  length  rises  to  the  Mayor's  dudn  of 
office.  During  the  next  twelvemonth,  ha 
gives  good  "feeds,"  figures  as  a  large 
subscriber  to  all  well-advertised  schemes 
and  charities,  perhaps  procures  the  town 
the  honour  of  a  Royal  visit,  and  is  rewarded 
by  his  grateful  fellow-citizens  with  an 
invitation  to  stand  for  the  borough  at  the 
next  election.  He  accepts,  and  his  local 
influence  carries  the  seat.  With  a  flourish 
of  trumpets  from  his  toadies,  he  starts  off  to 
London,  is  duly  introduced  to  the  Speaker, 
shakes  hands  with  him,  and  at  once  pre- 
pares to  justify  the  sanguine  predictions 
of  his  Gotham  friends.  Alas,  what  a 
miserable  collapse!  His  empty  discon- 
nected platitudes  will  not  do  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  The  rocket  which  went  up 
with  such  celerity  has  come  down  with 
equal  swiftness — and  there  lies  the  stick. 

Then  there  is  young  Augustus  Mummer. 
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Not  long  ago  he  figured  in  private  circles 
as  a  great  tragedian.  He  belonged  to  half- 
a-dozen  amateur  clubs,  and  by  dint  of 
assiduous  self-assertion  contrived  to  mono- 
polise the  leading  rdles.  He  was  ready  at 
any  time,  if  he  were  offered  the  principal 
pari:,  to  play  for  charities  or  at  private 
entettdnments.  His  conversation  invariably 
took  on  a  theatrical  flavour.  He  was  learned 
— ^at  least  he  said  so — in  the  art  of  making- 
up.  He  knew,  or  professed  to  know,  the 
lading  London  *'  pros,,"  speaking  of  them 
with  a  pleasant  familiarity.  He  would  tell 
you  that  he  had  been  to  see  Blank  in  his 
great  part  the  other  night,  but  was  quite 
disappointed.  "  My  dear  fellow,  he's  not 
in  it ;  doesn't  feel  it  from  first  to  last.  If 
he  hadn't  been  written  up  by  his  hired 
hacks,  he'd  have  long  ago  gone  to  smash. 
Jast  come  down  to  the  Thespian  next 
Saturday  and  see  me  play  it.  I  flatter 
myself  I  can  show  Blank  the  way,  with 
something  to  spare."  There  were  certain 
of  Mummer's  admhrers  who  declared  him 
equal  to  Irving.  Others  affirmed  that  he 
could  give  odds  to  Willard ;  while  others 
protested  that  he  came  up  to  the  good  old 
Mscready  standard — of  which,  as  Macready 
ceased  play  ing  before  they  were  borui  their 
knowledge  must  have  been  supernatural 
At  la«t  he  got  himself  engaged  to  play  the 
leading  part  in  a  new  drama  produced  at 
a  matinee.  He  ranted  and  strutted,  he 
mopped  and  mowed,  but  his  exertions 
were  useless.  The  audience  detected  his 
incapacity,  and  received  him  with  fatal 
coldness,  until  his  complacent  egotism, 
combined  with  his  qonspiouous  ineptitude, 
provoked  his  hearers  into  wrath,  and  amid 
a  scene  of  ''indescribable  confusion" — as 
the  papers  say  after  a  column  of  description 
— the  curtain  feU.  The  rocket  went  up 
with  a  splutter,  and  came  dom^  with  a 
stick. 

One  sees  a  good  deal  of  this  rocket 
business  in  the  financial  world.  You 
knew  Bobinson  some  tipie  ago,  as,  per- 
haps, a  clerk  in  a  stockbroker's  office. 
Suddenly  you  hear  of  him  as  living  in 
a  big  house  in  a  big  square  at  the  West 
End.  He  has  the  reputation  of  being 
a  millionaire;  has  made  a  great  coup 
with  the  Patent  Grindstone  Company; 
gives  grand  balls  and  dinners,  and  at  a  gar- 
Sen  party  the  other  day  wiis  honoured  mth 
the  presence  of  a  Bojalty.  A  few 
months,  and  the  big  house  is  shut  up, 
t\&e  Patent  Grindstones  grind  no  more, 
and  the  Eoyalty  has  forgotten  that 
there   ever    was    a   EobiQSon;   and   the 


Lord  Chief  Jastice,  in  an  action  brought 
against  the  ci-devant  stockbroker's  clerk, 
transfixes  him  with  two  or  three  sarcasms 
in  his  best  manner. '  The  rocket  went  up 
with    brilliant   effect;   but,  alas,  it   has 
come  to  the  usual  end  of  rockets!    In 
literature,  or  art,  or  fashion,  the   issue 
is  always  the  same.    There   is   nothing 
permanent  about  your  rockets;  they  last 
no  longer  than  a  professional  agitator's 
vogue.    Better  to    bum  steadily  like  a 
farthing  candle,  or  Price's  night-lights, 
than  to  go  up  like  a  rocket  and  come  down 
like    a   stick.     Yet   I    confess  there    is 
nothing  attractive  ia  the  glimmer  of  a 
farthibg  candle,  and  the  splendour  of  one 
of   Price's   night -lights    is    undoubtedly 
confined  to  a  limited  are%;   so  that  the 
flashing,    sparkling,    soaring   rocket    has 
much  the  best  of  it  to  the  eye,  and  will 
always  prove,  I  fear,  the  most  attractive. 
The  yoiing,  when  they  see  it   cleaving 
the  dr   like    a  lightning  -  flish,    do  not 
mind    them  of    the    fugitiveness    of    its 
brilliant    career;   do    not,  unfortunately, 
remember  the  stick.    How  should  they, 
nowadays,^  when   there  is  such    a   blaze 
and  din  of  fireworks  all  around;  when 
the  welkin — to  soar  into  poetry— is  every- 
where bright  with  their  reflected  lustre; 
when  competing  and   contending  rockets 
jostie  against  one  another,  and  play  the 
very  deuce  with  sobriety  of  judgement) 
In  Vanity  Fafar  we  are  all  for  the  present ; 
the  past  is  as  if  it  had  never  been,  and 
the  future  ii  as  if  it  never  would  be. 
So  the  fireworks  will  continue  to  dazzle 
with  their  beautiful,  fascinating  play  of 
colours;    and    in   spite    of   reason   and 
experience,    we    shall    applaud   with   all 
our  might  and  main,  as  we  gaze  upon 
the  delasive,  bewildering  flight  upwards 
of  those  fated  Rockets. 


WASHING-DAY    ON   A    WESTERN 

RANCH. 


There  is  no  excitement  to  be  looked 
for  in  ttiis  article ;  nothing  of  the  wild  joy 
and  freedom  of  Western  life;  nothing  of 
the  boundless  prdrie,  with  its  rolling 
bluffs;  nothing  of  mountain  cafims  or 
snowy  peaks,  which  lie  white  beneath  the 
burning  sun  all  the  year  round.  This  is 
merely  a  full,  true,  and  particular  account 
of  a  day's  work  upon  a  Western  ranch, 
written  from  a  woman's  point  of  view,  and 
being  a  record  of  all  she  had  to  do  in  it 

As  a  rule  I  have  wished  to  look  at  my 
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Weateni  life  from  its  outdoor  aspect,  in 
fact»  I^  think,  moat  people  do  «o,  and  ao 
much  is  said  and  written  about  its  freedom 
from  petty  care,  of  the  enjoyment  of 
'loping  for  miles  upon  a  broncho  over  a 
vast  prairie  flaming  wiUi  many-coloured 
blossoms,  of  the  berry  expeditions  in  the 
fall,  and  the  many  social  gatherings  in 
the  way  of  dime  parties  and  basket  dances 
in  the  winter,  that  people  who  only  hear 
of  the  life  from  this  one  pohit  of  Yiew 
forget  that  there  is  quite. another  way  of 
looking  at  it,  and  begin  to  think  it  is  all  a 
huge  joke  and  everlasting  picnic  amongst 
most  picturesque  scenery,  day  in,  day  out 

But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  there  is  plenty 
of  work  to  be  done,  and  only  one  pidr  of 
hands,  as  a  rule,  to  do  it.  Even  a  little  four- 
roomed  wooden  shanty  is  not  to  be  kept 
clean  and  tidy  without  some  trouble,  and, 
therefore,  I  am  going  to  beg  for  patience, 
patience  for  a  whole  day's  record  of  ranch 
house-work.  I  am  afraid  it  will  seem 
very  slow  and  commonplace,  but  where 
you  can  get  no  house  help  it  is  just  as 
much  a  part»  and  sometimes  a  very  im- 
portant part,  too,  of  the  life  out  West 
as  "cutting  out"  cattle,  or  camping  in 
mountain  parks.  This  shall  be  an  account, 
too,  of  the  day  I  used  to  find  the  hardest 
in  the  week,  namely,  washing<lay. 

I  must  premise,  to  begin  with,  that 
when  I  first  joined  my  brothers  upcm  their 
ranch  I  had  very  little  practical  knowledge 
of  household  afi^abs.  I  certainly  held  a 
school  of  cookery  certificate;  icould  make 
deiMr  soup,  jellies,  curry,  and  other  made 
dishes ;  but  of  baking,  washing,  churning, 
deaning  grates  and  knives,  I  was  pro- 
foundly Ignorant.  I  bought  that  the 
greater  cookery  included  &e  less,  and 
that  nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  roast 
and  boil,  but  my  ideas  received  a  cruel 
shock  when  I  learnt  that  the  Western  beef 
gave  so  little  dripping  that  it  was  far  too 
valuaUe  to  be  wasted  upon  basting  meat, 
and  that  it  was  the  custom  to  pour  water 
into  the  baking-tin  and  baste  your  joint 
with  that  1  And  as  for  the  weekly  wash, 
I  hated  it;  no  other  word  can  describe  my 
feelings  upon  tiie  subject;  and  although 
in  time  it  became  far  easier  to  me  than  it 
did  at  first,  I  never  saw  Monday  come 
round  without  a  feeling  of  horror.  StUl^ 
it  had  to  .be  done,  and  there  was  no  one 
else  to  do  It,  and  it  would  not  have  been 
fair  to  the  boys  to  have  put  it  out  at 
a  dollar  and  a  half  a  dojEsn.  I  must  do 
them  the  credit  to  say  that  they  (^ered, 
and  were  willing  to  do  so,  but  my  pride 


would  not  allow  me  to  say  yes.  I  had 
come  out  to  be  a  help,  and  not  a  hind- 
rance, and  what  other  women  could  do  I 
could. 

Still,  the  poor  fellows  had  something  to 
put  up  with  in  the  beginning,  I  must  own, 
although  they  took  it  all  most  good- 
naturedly. 

First  of  all,  with  the  very  best  Intentions 
in  the  world,  I  boiled  their  fluinel  shirte 
till  they  were  very  nice  and  clean,  beauti- 
f nlly  clean,  I  will  say  that  for  myself.  For 
the  rest,  suffice  it  to  say  that  the  said  shirts, 
after  havipg  been  submitted  to  my  kind 
operations,  were  given  away  to  a  small  boy 
of  ten,  whom  they  fitted  very  comf (Hrtably 
indeed.  I  remember  now  my  grief  at  their 
shrinkage,  in  fact  I  believe  I  wept  bitterly, 
but  the  boys  were  very  good  and  kept  the 
matter  a  profound  secret 

One  lives  and  learns,  and  in  time  I 
washed  very  respectably,  but  one  thing 
"  bested  "  me  to  the  last,  and  that  was  the 
starched  things ;  so  I  used  to  make^yeast, 
at  which  I  was  very  successful,  for  a  neigh- 
bour, in  return  for  which  she  would  starch 
up  the  boys'  oollars  and  cuffs  four  times  a 
year,  which,  as  they  only  wore  them  to  go 
to  church  or  Denver,  was  sufficiently  oftrau 
As  for  me,  I  wore  lace.  I  could  manage^o 
get  that  up  very  decently,  and  did  without 
coUara^  and  cuffs,  dearly  as  I  loved  them, 
till  my  return  to  civilisation^ 

Monday  was  tiie  universal  washing-day 
ouvall  the  ranches,  and  this  custom  had  its 
advantages,  as  no  one  was  likely  to  come 
and  see  yon.  Many  people,  however,  when 
they  had  blankets  to  wash  would  do  that 
upon  a  Sunday,  as  then  the  men 
were  available  to  help,  and  washing 
blankets  is  exceptionidly  lieavy  work  for 
a  woman  single-handed.  The  men-folk 
upon  a  ranch  were,  as  a  rule,  during  the 
summer  months,  far  too  busy  to  lend 
much  of  a  helping  hand  in  house-work. 
My  boys,  I  must  say,  were  very  good  in 
the  helphig  line.  I  only  had  to  kill  and 
pluck  a  chicken  three  times  all  the  months 
I  was  in  the  States,  and  I  should  not  have 
done  that  only  it  liad  been  forgotten,  and 
the  boys  were  coming  home  hungry  and 
there  was  nothing  ebe  for 'them  to  eat 
So  I  did  it  in  despair,  and  I  tiiink  I 
Buffered  mwe  than  tlie  poor  fowls  did. 

As  M(mday  was  washing-day  it  necessi- 
tated Saturday  being  a  very  heavy  day  for 
me,  as  I  had  not  only  the  Sunday  to  cook  for, 
but  Monday  also  had  to  be  {provided  for, 
and  bread  had  to  be  baked  to  last  over 
the  three  days,     I  am  afraid  Monday's 
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menu  was  never  a  very  varied  one;  it 
consisted  of  a  pie  or  stew,  aocording  to  the 
time  of  year,  and  a  frnit  tart.  Cream, 
battoTi  and  eggs  we  bad  plenty  of ;  tb^re 
was  nsnally  abo  a  bam  in  cat,  and  some 
cold  meat  left  from  Sunday's  joint,  so  we 
managed  to  get  throngb  the  day  without 
any  extra  cooking.  Sometimes,  indeed,  if 
I  felt  very  energetic,  or  the  weather  was 
cold,  I  would  cook  up  something  hot  for 
supper,  but  I  was  usuiJly,  on  wasUng-days, 
far  too  "  dog-gone  tired,''  as  the  Western 
saying  goes,  and  would  be  too  glad  to 
creep  off  to  bed  a&er  supper,  for  on  those 
days  the  boys  always  washed-up  for  me. 
So  the  preparations  for  the  weekly  wash 
always  began  on  Saturday,  on  which  day, 
too,  I  woidd  slice  up  a  bsjr  or  two  of  soap 
into  fine  shavings,  and  putting  them  upon 
the  fire  with  a  little  water,  make  a  jelly  of 
them.  Then  on  Sunday  evening  the  boys 
would  poll  up  the  water  for  me  and  fill 
the  tubs,  and  I  would  put  the  clothes  in  to 
soak  all  night,  with  a  plentiful  supply  of 
the  soap  jeUy.  This.particuhur  June  night 
I  am  writing  about  seemed  a  shorter  night 
than  usual.  I  felt  as  if  I  had  only  just 
gone  to  bed  and  closed  my  eyes  when  I 
heard  the  boys  give  a  shout  to  wake  me ; 
it  was  four  in  the  morning  and  bright 
sunshine  as  usual 

It  was  Jack's  turn  to  fetch  the  cows  in 
tor  milking  from  the  buck  pasture,  for  at 
that  time  we  were  tnaking  thirty  dollars  a 
month  by.  milking  for  a  creamery,  and  I 
heard  him  go  off  to  the  corral  to  fetcb  his 
horse,  the  two  dogs  barking  round  him 
as  he  did  so,  whibt  the  four  a.m.  train 
nulled  past  upon  the  Santa  Fe  track, 
rowing  the  shanty  as  it  flew  by.  All  the 
world  seemed  to  be  awake;  it  was  clearly 
no  use  to  try  and  sleep  agMn,  and  presently 
eame  the  creaking  of  the  buckets  Jn  the 
well,  and  the  splash  of  water  as  Charlie, 
whose  turn  it  was  to  see  to  the  house 
ehores,  was  filling  the  kettle  and  wash.- 
boiler.  The  crackling  of  wood,  too^  was 
heard  In  the  stove;  tibe  fire  was  evidently 
lighted.  It  was  Monday  morning,  and 
washing-day,  And  it  was  going  to  be  a 
ateaming  hot  day,  too,  so  the  sooner  I  got 
to  the  work  on  hand  ttie  better. 

Whan  I  entered  the  kitchen  the  fire  was 
roaring  up  the  stove  pipe,  steam  was 
b^giniSng  to  come  out  of  the  boiler,  and 
to  my  joy  the  kettle  also  was  on  the  boil. 
I  pxompSy  made  some  coffee  and  cut 
brMd-a^-bntter.  We  always  had  <'  little 
hreakiast"  before  we  did  the  morning's 
work;  the  boys  liked  something  before 


milking,  and  to  tell  the  truth  I  was  also 
glad  of  a  cup  of  coffee  before  I  set  to 
work.  By  the  time  the  coffee  was  ready 
they  came  in,  and  after  being  fed  they 
each  took  up  a  couple  of  milking-buckets 
and  went  off  to  the  corral.  ^ 

Then  the  wash  began;  the  boiler  was 
dosed  with  a  liberal  supply  of  the  soap 
jelly,  or  ley,  as  it  was  cidied,  and  all  the 
first  lot  of  things  tiiat  had  been  put  in 
soak  overnight  were  wrung  out,  and  rubbed 
up  and  down,  with  the  aid  of  soap  and  cold 
water,  upon  a  wooden  washboard,  then  put 
through  the  wringer  again  and  consigned 
to  the  boiler,  where  they  were  allowed  to 
boil  for  about  twenty  minutes  in  the 
soapy  water.  The  twenty  minutes  over, 
they  were  fished  out  with  the  aid  of  the 
axe-handle,  blued  in  two  waters,  wrung 
out,  and  then  carried  off  to  the  dothes-lin^, 
or  rather  wire,  which  required  to  be  well 
wiped  down  before  you  pegged  out  your 
clean  things,  for  fear  of  rust. 

Those  June  mornings  were  lovely,  and 
no  mistake ;  the  time  would  be  about  half- 
past  six,  the  sun  was  well  up,  but  not 
vertical,  the  sky  was  of  the  deepest  blue, 
with  tender  little  fleeces  of  wUte  lying 
across  it  here  and  there ;  a  gentle  breeze, 
blowing  straight  off  the  snowy  range,  was 
waving  the  tops  of  the  oottonwoods  and 
willows  upon  the  creek  backwards  and 
forwards;  it  even  would  flap  the  damp 
white  linen  I  was  hanging  out  on  to  my 
face,  leaving  a  grateful  coolness,  for  it  was 
rather  hot  in  the  kitchen  with  a  roaring 
sto(ve.  All  was  quite  still  around  in  spite 
of  the  breeze;  one  could  hear  the  cattle 
lowing  in  the  corral,  and  catch  the  quick 
swish,  swish  of  the  milk  as  it  fell,  warm 
and  ^foaming,  into  the  bright  tin  pails, 
which  gleamed  like  silver  in  the  rays  of 
the  sun.  At  my  feet,  in  the  drying-ground, 
there  would  be,  at  this  time  of  the  year, 
countless  little  rose-trees  about  two  feet 
high,  covered  with  pale  pink  buds  and 
blossoms,  whilst  morning  glories  twined 
round  ^e  dry bg -posts,  and  sometimes 
would  even  invado  the  clothes-wire,  and  i* 
have  to  be  torn  ruthlessly  awav.  Down 
by  the  irrigated  ditch,  which  divided  the 
drying-ground  from  the  corn-patch,  stood 
a  perf ei)t  forest  of  giant  sunflowers,  whilrt 
in  the  extreme  background  Pike's  Peak 
reared  his  snowy  head  far  above  the  dark 
and  rugged  Foot  Hills  into  the  sky. 

I  could  always  fain  have  stayed  and  en^ 
joyed  the  cool  of  the  morning's  air  till  break- 
fast-time, but  with  Aat  interesting  meal  to 
get,  and  Sr  big  wash  on,  the  luxury  of  I 
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having  a  hzy  time  could  not  be  indulged 
in,  and  so  I  turned  reluctantly  back  to  the 
hot  little  kitchen  and  the  big  boiler.  Just 
in  time,  too,  for  the  stove  was  getting 
very  low — the  worst  of  a  wood  fire  is 
that"  it  requires  such  constant  watching 
and  stoking — and  the  boiler  was  "off  the 
boil." 

However,  that  was  a  matter  that  could 
be  soon  put  to  rights ;  a  few  logs  put  on 
and  the  dampers  pulled  out,  and  the 
flames  were  roaring  all  over  the  top  of  the 
stove  aga'n,  and  I  hastened  to  get  another 
boilerful  of  things  on  before  breakfast. 
The  things  were  taken  out  of  soak  and 
rubbed  against  the  washboard  like  the 
former  ones,  but  before  they  were  put  in 
the  boiler,  it  received  the  addition  of — I 
hope  this  fact  will  shock  no  one — a  full 
tablespoonful,  perhaps  even  two,  of 
paraffin.  This  custom  I  first  heard  of 
with  a  great  feeling  of  repugnance;  it 
seemed  such  a  nasty  liquid  to  put  into  a 
washing-boiler  full  o!  nice!  clean  clothes. 
But  the  effect  of  the  paraffin  is,  in  fact, 
most  cleansing,  and  does  not  leave  any 
odour  attaching  to  the  things,  and  although 
I  usually  washed  my  first  boilerful  with 
soap  only,  I  always  added  the  paraffin  to 
the  second,  and  found  it  cleared  the  things 
so  beautifully  that  my  insular  prejudice 
soon  wore  ofi^,  and  I  would  not  have  washed 
without  it  for  worlds,  it  saved  so  much 
labour  in  the  way  of  rubbing. 

Next  it  would  be  time  to  be  thinking  of 
getting  breakfast  ready,  and  as  the  kitchen 
was  like  a  small  furnacoi  I  would  set  the 
table  in  the  verandah  on  the  shady  side  of 
the  shanty.  So  I  made  fresh  cofi^ee  and 
put  half-a-dozen  eggs  on  to  boil — breakfast 
on  washing-days  was  never  a  very  sump- 
tuous .repast — laid  the  table,  and  fetched 
the  ham,  bread,  butter,  and  cream  out  of 
the  dairy.  As  there  was  a  good  fire,  and 
the  bread  would  be  by  this  time  a  little 
stale,  I  would  usually  make  a  rack  of  toast, 
and  when  the  boys  returned  get  them  to 
open  a  can  of  stewed  plume,  for  we  always 
had  fruit  in  some  ehape  or  form  at  break- 
fast The  boys  had,  by  this  time,  had 
their  morning  tub  in  the  creek,  and  were 
quite  ready  for  some  food.  Certainly  we 
had  had  cofi^ee  and  bread-and-butter 
earlier,  but  we  had  been  up  and  working 
hard  ever  since  four,  and  wanted  some- 
thing more  substantial.  After  breakfast, 
which  took  about  half  an  hour,  the  boys 
had  their  first  pipe,  whilst  I  ran  in  and  did 
the  rooms  and  put  fresh  logs  upon  the 
fire.    Then,  while  they  emptied  and  re- 


filled the  tubs  for  me,  I  cleared  away  and 
washed-up.  Of  course,  busy  as  I  was,  it 
would  have  been  much  more  convenient  to 
have  put  the  dirty  things  aside  and  to  have 
had  one  wash-up  of  crockery  at  the  end  of 
the  day. 

Bat  alas  !  we  had  not  too  many  dollars 
to  spare,  so  had  to  begin  with  as  little  in 
the  way  of  plates  and  diahes  as  we  could 
well  do  with,  so  washing-up  had  to  be  the 
rule  after  every  meal. 

That  beipg  done,  I  started  on  the  wash- 
ing again,  whilst  the  boys  were  drawing 
water  to  fill  the  great  zinc  tank,  in  which 
the  long,  narrow  cylinders  of  milk  were 
kept  to  raise  the  cream  properly.  This 
process  meant  the  drawing  up  of  seven- 
and-twenty  buckets  of  water  twice  a  day 
in  summer,  and,  as  it  may  be  supposed, 
took  some  little  time  to  do,  although  there 
was  a  water-trough  laid  down  from  the 
well,  which  with  the  shanty  stood  upon 
higher  ground,  to  the  dairy,  the  water  in  the 
tank  being  let  off  down  some  still  lower 
ground.  By  the  time  they  had  finished  I 
had  my  second  boilerful  of  clothes  out, 
the  first  being  perfectly  dry  and  deposited 
in  a  basket  to  await  sprinkling  and 
folding. 

The  boiler  was  then  refilled  for  the 
third  time — it  took  several  bucketfals  to 
do  it,  too  —  and  plenty  of  paraffin  was 
added  for  the  last  lot  of  things,  which 
comprised  all  the  rougher  elements  of  our 
wash,  such  as  kitchen- cloths,  etc.  These  I 
never  troubled  to  rub  at  all,  they  were 
soaked  overnight,  wrung  out,  and  the 
paraffin  did  all  the  rest ;  it  was  certainly  a 
most  wonderful  cleansing  medium  I  The 
boys  had  long  ago  departed  to  the  corn- 
patch,  so  whilst  the  last  lot  of  things  were 
boiling — and  I  always  gave  them  a  liberal 
allowance  of  time — I  laid  out  a  dean  dress 
ready  to  be  put  on  for  dinner,  for  the  last, 
and  almost  the  heaviest  part  of  the  day's 
work  had  yet  to  be  done. 

The  things  were  taken  out,  blued,  and 
hung  out  to  dry  whilst  the  boiler  was 
filled  up  again,  with,  of  course,  plenty  of 
soap  and  the  ever-useful  paraffin.  En 
passant,  I  may  mention  that  out  West 
paraffin  is  considered  a  great  curative 
agent,  and  that  the  Western  remedy  for 
rheumatism  is  to  sleep  in  sheets  saturated 
with  the  oil.  I  believe  it  is  wonderfully  good 
for  the  complaint,  too,  although  people 
have  been  heard  to  say  that  the  remedy 
must  be  worse  than  the  disease.  To 
return  to  my  day's  work.  The  tubs  had 
now  to  be  emptied,  and  turned  on  to  their 
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aides  to  dry;  presently  there  would  have  to 
be  a  backetfnl  of  water  pat  into  each,  to 
prevent  the  wood  from  warping  in  the 
fierce  son. 

Then  evexything  was  turned  out  of  the 
kitchen  whilst  with  the  aid  of  some  of  the 
water  from  the  boiler  the  shelves  and 
tables  were  scrubbed  down,  and  also  the 
great  square  of  zinc  upon  which  the  stove 
stood,  till  it  shone  like  silver.  Hot  work 
this,  but  what  was  to  come  was  still  hotter, 
for  the  outer  kitchen  in  which  the  wash 
had  taken  place  had  to  be  scrubbed  down 
with  the  remainder  of  the  boiling  water. 

Do  not  fancy  from  my  use  of  the  word 
''scrub"  that  I  was  going  down  on  my 
hands  and  knees  to  use  a  scrubbing-brush ;  I 
merely  tilted  ttie  contents  of  the  boiler  on 
to  the  floor,  then  rubbed  the  soapy  water 
up  and  down  with  a  hard  brush,  finally 
sweeping  it  all  out  of  doors. 

Then  the  same  process  had  to  be  gone 
through  again  with  some  cold  water  this 
time,  and  I  will  say  when  it  was  all  done 
my  floor  looked  beautifully  white.  Then 
I  put  the  kettle  on  to  boil  again  for  the 
evetlasting  cofiiee,  and  laid  the  table  for 
dinner  in  the  verandah.  The  next  thing 
to  be  thought  of  was  personal  comfort, 
which  meant  a  tub  in  the  creek,  and  I 
quickly  undressed  and  got  into  a  bathing- 
dress,  and,  wrapping  a  dust  cloa^  round  me, 
trotted  off  to  our  bath-room.  Oh,  how 
deliciously  cool  it  was  in  the  water  under 
the  shade  of  the  cOttonwoods  i  The  very 
water-snakes  felt  nice  and  icy  as  they 
curled  iround  one's  limbs,  for  I  had  been  so 
hot  all  that  morning  that  I  would  have  liked 
to  stay  in  the  creek  all  day  if  only  I  could 
have  had  my  dinner  brought  me ;  but  that 
was  not  to  be  thought  of,  so  I  hastened 
back.  Then,  with  clean  clothes  and  a  clean 
print  dress  I  felt  a  new  creature  and  much 
refreshed,  readv  even  to  cope  with  the 
horrid  flies,  uie  summer  pest  of  the 
country.  For  they  had  covered  the  dinner- 
table,  the  white  cloth  was  black  with  them, 
and  they  sat  upon  the  serviette  rings  a 
dozen  thick ;  dearly  we  should  have  no 
peace  once  the  food  appeared  under  present 
ckcumstances.  What  was  I  to  do  1  The 
little  kitchen  was  out  of  the  question,  it 
fdt  like  a  small  Inferno.  Suddenly  an 
idea  struck  me;  why  not  dine  in  the  dairy ) 
It  was  cool  enough,  for  it  was  in  two 
storeys,  and  the  lower  part,  which  was  used 
for  thatjpurpose,  was  built  of  stone,  and 
for  the  B&e  of  the  milk  the  holes  in  the 
wall  which  did  duty  for  windows  had  fly- 
netting  nailed  over  them.    I  soon  had  the 


table  spread.  It  was  deliciotisly  cool,  if 
rather  dark,  and  not  a  fly  was  to  be  seen. 

As  for  the  food,  it  was  there  already.  A 
veal  and  ham  pie,  a  tart  of  peaches,  and  a 
dish  of  thick  yellow  custard,  also  some 
cucumber.  All  cold,  of  course;  but  we 
managed  to  make  a  very  fair  meal,  and  the 
coolness  of  our  novel  feeding-room  was 
delightful  after  all  the  heat  we  had  all  of 
us  been  exposed  to  in  one  way  or  the 
other.  After  the  dinner-things  were 
washed-up  I  laid  down  for  an  hour  or 
so,  but  not  longer,  as  the  boys  we^e  so 
busy  they  wanted  me  to  take  the  cream 
into  town  for  them.  So  about  three  I  got 
up  again,  went  and  fetched  the  last  lot  of 
clothes  in,  folded  and  sprinkled  them  well 
ready  for  the  morrow's  ironing.  Then,  as 
I  knew  I  should  not  be  back  till  late,  and 
must  bake  as  well  as  iron  next  day,  I  set  a 
pan  of  dough  and  conveyed  it  to  the  dairy 
to  keep  cool  during  the  night,  as  the 
shanty  was  far  too  hot,  and  would  sour  it 
before  morning.  The  day's  work  for  me 
was  nearly  at  an  end  now.  Going  into  town 
with  the  cream  would  be  a  rest ;  at  live  we 
would  have  tea.  From  four  to  five  was 
a  pretty  hard  day  for  me,  and  I  felt  very 
tired,  and  was  glad  to  hear  the  boys  driving 
the  cattle  into  the  corral  for  milking  after 
tea.  Tea  was  no  very  lengthy  meal,  the 
boys  were  anxious  to  be  off,  and  to  tell  the 
truth,  so  was  I;  they  soon  had  the  cart 
round,  and  the  great  cream  can  lifted  in, 
and  with  many  injunctions  to  bring  back 
the  cream  money,  and  not  to  forget  some 
tobacco,  they  saw  me  safely  over  the 
Santa  F6  track,  Charlie  running  up  to 
say:  "Hang  the  expense,  old  girl,  let's 
have  a  couple  of  bottles  of  Lager  for 
supper."  Jack  more  prudently  shook  his 
head — ^beer  at  a  ahilling  the  bottle  was 
rather  an  expensive  luxury — ^but  Oharlie 
flung  a  couple  of  quarters  into  my  lap,  and 
with  a  last  "  Now,  don't  you  forget  that 
beer  1 "  I  drove  off. 

It  was  getting  cooler  already ;  the  sun 
was  nearly  low  down  on  the  horizon, 
although  there  was  not  much  breeze  as 
yet;  up  in  the  sky,  far  away,  soared  a 
great  hawk,  swooping  towards  my  chicken- 
house  in  search  of  an  evening's  meal ;  how 
glad  I  was  that  the  fowls  were  all  safely  shut 
up  1  Towards  the  Devil's  Head  and  Wild 
Gat  Mountains  one  could  hear  the  coyotes 
beginning  to  howl.  The  long,  hot  June 
day  was  drawbg  to  its  dose,  and  I  hurried 
up,  for  I  did  not  want  to  be  very  late  in 
town.  When  the  manager  of  the  creamery 
came  to  take  my  can,  he  paid  me  for  the 
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lafili  month's  cream,  and  to  my  joy  the 
money  came  to  thixliy-fiye  dollaxa^  five 
in  ezceas  of  what  we.aaaally  goi  This 
wonld  make  fifteen  to  bank^  for  we  always 
kept  tha^  hofuehold  ezpenies  down  to 
twenty  dolhun  a  month ;  how  very  pleased 
the  boys  wonld  be  1  Then  I  went  on  to  the 
drag  store,  where  I  got  the  mail,  tobacco, 
and  Charlie's  Lager,  also  expended  a  few 
cents  upon  bntter*nnt  candy  for  myself. 
Most  of  the  WestcHm  women  chewed 
gnmi  but  I  did  not  like  it  much.  On  to 
me  dry  goods  store  next,  where  I  laid,  in 
oar  month's  proTistonp,  and  to  my  joy 
foand  E.  engaged  in  doing  the  same  thing, 
so  we  conld  drive  home  togetiier. 

Shopping  in  a  store  was  always  a  yery 
leisorely  proceeding — ^the  store  itself,  was 
half-fall  of  qoarry-men,  smoking  dgars 
and  baying  boots-^bnt  as  soon  as  we 
entered  oar  obliging  friend,  the  store- 
keeper, ttfter  we  had  doly  shaken  hands, 
attended  to  as,  at  the  same  time  offering 
as  a  glass  of  dder,  which,. as  we  were  rery 
thirsty,  we  gltkdly  accepted,  thoagh  it  was 
rather  a  soar  compoand.  Also,-  as  we  were 
two  ladies  driving  alone,  he  added  to  his 
kindness  by  carrying  cor  parcels  oat  and 
patting  them  into  the  baggy,  anhitching 
oar  hcffses,  and  seeing  as  start  off  safely. 
It  was  nine  o'clock  and  as  bright  as  day, 
and  as  we  left  the  little  town  behind  as 
and  pbaghed  down  an4  np  the  sandy 
bank  of  &e  Platte — ^fcur  river,  save  a  few 
inches  of  water  in  the ;  middle  of  its  bed, 
there  was  none — all  the  trees  and  fences 
east  sach  long,  strange  shadows  in  front  of 
as  that  oar  respective  steeds  took  to 
shying,  till  I  really  thought  E.'s  boggy, 
which  was  an  exceptionally  light  one, 
woold  apset.  As  we  drove  i^e  by  side, 
whenever  the  aps  and  downs  of  the  prairie- 
road  woald  let  as,  E.  informed  me  that  not 
only  had  she  washed  ^that  day,  bat  had 
ironed  and  baked  as  well,  and  I  felt  very 
envioas,  for,  try  as  I  woald,  I  never  coald 
attain  'to  doing  more  than  wash  in  one 
day,  for  when  that  was  over  I  felt  far  too 
tired  to  attempt  anything  else.  So  we 
drove  on,  chatting  as  we  went,  the  cool 
breeae  that  always,  in  Colorado,  no  matter 
how  hot  the  day  has  been,  comes  down 
across  the  moantains  abont  nine  in  the 
evening,  fanning  oar  faces,  till  we  had  to 
part  company  and  I  went  on  alone,  enjoy* 
ing  the  beanty  of  the  perfect  moonlq^ht 
night,  so  bright  that  I  coald  see  to  read 
my  lettera 

The  air  was  fall  of  the  stillness  of  night, 
a  coyote  howl  and  a  prairie-owl  hoot  being 


almost  the  only  soands  to  be  heitrd. 
Twice  the  stillness  was  broken*  by  the 
shriek  of  a  moontaln  lion  prowling  on 
Dawson  Moantain,  and  three  •  times  by 
catt]e*homs  blown  on  one  or  the  other  of 
the  two  railway  tracks,  as  a  train  rashed 
by  apon  the  gleamiBg  rails,  leaving  two 
traih  behind  it,  one  of  glowing  embMS 
along  the'line,  and  one  oi  flame  and  larid 
smoke  across  the  star-spangled  sky. 

Bat  I  was  ratlMr  tired,  and  glad  when 
the  shanty  was  reached  to  see  it  lighted 
ap.  The  boys  were  home  and  had  set 
sapper.  I  felt  I  <mly  wanted  bed  and 
nothing  to  eat,  bat  when  I  got  in  Mid  saw 
everytUng  looking  so  cheerftd  I  began  to 
think  I  woald  like  soma  sapper  also,  so  we 
bad  qaite  a  little  festival  over  tiie  home 
letters  and  the  Lager  beev. 

After  that  we  were  all  glad  to  get  off  to 
bed,  and  oh !  the  relief  of  getting  one's 
dotiies  off  and  lying  down  bi  the  darkness 
and  silence,  whilst  tiie  occasional  shrieks 
of  the  trains  as  they  rashed  past  tiie 
shanty  only  seemed  to  mingle  with  mv 
dreams,  for  they  were  both  going  ''  bacx 

East,"  that  is  to  say,  homewards. 
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ON  KALFS  SHOULDER. 

A  STORY  IN  SrX  CHAPTERS. 
'  By  JOHN  AYSCOUGH. 

CHAPTER  L 

It  was  not  a  swagger  bansalow,  bat  it 
saited  as — Sir  Benjamin  and  jne — ^for  it 
was  inexpensive,  and  we  belonged  to  the 
Staff  Corps.  There  are,  of  coarse,  many 
offioMrs  who  belong  to  the  Staff  Corps 
becaase  they  prefer  it  to  the  Cavalry,  the 
Lins,  the  Hoasehold  Troops,  or  the  Boyal 
Begiment  of  Artillery,  jast  as  there  are 
persons  who  travel  thirarclass  solely  on 
accoantof  the  dastiness  and  stoffiness  of 
first,  and  never  take  hansoms  becaase  they 
can  get  so  mnch  more  fresh  air  on  the 
tops  of  omnibnses. 

Bat  t^e  Baronet  and  I  do  ^ot  belong  to 
that  lofty  dssa  of  persons,  and  oar  adhe^ 
sion  to  Uie  Staff  Corps  is  rather  dae  to 
Providence  than  to  any  overmastering 
preference  of  oar  own.  It  may,  perhaps, 
aUay  saspidon  as  to  the  sincerity  of  this 
statement  if  I  explain  at  once  that  Sir 
Benjamin  is  not  actnally  in  tiie  enjoyment 
of  either  Baronet<7  or  EnighthoodL  Bat 
his  name,  really,  is  Brodie,  and  in  so 
hamoroas  a  corps  as  that  to  which  he 
was  gazetted  on  leaving  Sandharst  it  was 
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inevitable  Uiat  lie  shoald  be  nieknamed 
in  aUoBion  to  tlie  late  illastriona  phyaician 
his  namesake.  And  to  the  Staff  Oorps 
tUs  meknama  followed  him.  For  short, 
however,  one  usually  called  him  ''Ben"; 
'*  Sir  Benjamin  "  and  « the  Baronet "  being 
a  thought  too  prolix  for  daily  use. 

As  for  myselfi  I  have  little  hope  of  eves 
being  called  Lascelles  again — at  bXL  eventa 
bjr  my  male  aoquainttoce.  For  it  was  my 
misfortune  to  share  a  bungalow  at  Poona, 
when  I  first  came  out^  with  a  subaltern  of 
the  senseless  name  of  Box — and  Oox  hiM 
stuck  to  nie  ever  since. 

Oar  bungalow  lootoi  out  across  the 
maidan  to  the  Sepoy  lines,  and  the  A.  A. 
Gr.'s  is  next  door  to  it,,  so  if  you  knol^ 
anything  of  KaiiiTa  you  know  which  it  is. 
On .  the  side  away  from  the  lines  the 
road  skirts  bur  compound — ^the  road,  par 
excelJenoe,  ofXat^ra,  leading  everywhere; 
to  the  church ;  to  the  gymkhana  ;*  to  tim 
"  racecourse,"  where  we  play  polo ;  to  the 
Besidency;  to  our  mess-bungalow;  and  to 
the  baaaar. 

When  we  took  itthebungalbw  had  been 
empty  some  time.  Its  last  occupant  was 
Jmown  as  Ananias,  his  other  name  lacing 
De  YescL  He  died  of  abscess  of  the  liver, 
ai>d  his  grave  ia  the  one  under  the  peepul- 
faree  just  by  the  vestry  door.  Besides 
having  liver  disease  he  had  gone  mad 
about  the  natives.  He  considered  that 
they  had  souls,  and,  in  his  opinion,  they 
were  cleaoer  and  better-looking  on  the 
whole  thim  Europeans  of  the  same  dass. 
He  vpent  most  of  his  time  poking  about 
in  the  haU-ruinons  temples  among  the 
hills  towards  Mahableshwar ;  and  he 
knew  five  Mahratti  dialects  as  wdl  as  I 
know  the  Boyal  Warrant  for  pay  and 
pisomotion.  He  was  as  thick  as  thieves 
with  "the  Bajab,!'  too,  and  often  spent 
hours  with  him  in  the  palace,  convening 
in  Mahratti,  and  otherwise  forgetting  him- 
self in  the  moiift  un-English  manner. 

Now,  the  ancient  kingdom  of  Eat^ra 
has  been  abolished  for  a  quarter  of  a  century 
and  more,  and  the  Bajdh,  whose  time  is 
spent  In  drinking  up  his  pension  from  Her 
Majesty,  however  royal  he  may  be  *'de 
jure,"  is  nothing  more  than  Pertab  Singh, 
Esquire,  "de  fi^,"  and  should  be  troited 
aceordingly. 

*  In  the  spelling  of  native  words  I  plead  guilty 
to  f  ollowinpf  no  consistent  plan.  Where  there  is  a 
traditional  English  form  it  seems  to  me  most 
aennble  to  nae  that  —  "bangla"  would  never 
suggest  a  bungalow  to  the  British  reader.  In 
other  cases  I  am  swayed  to  and  fro  by  correctness 
and  pfaoneticisni. 


Whereas  the  late  Ci^tain  ^e  Yesci 
called  him  Bajah  Sahib  to  his  face,  and 
behaved  in  all  respects  m  if  the' fort  were 
still  foU  of  Mahratti  troops,  and  there  were 
no  British  cantonment  by  the  Sepoy  lines 
on  the  road  to  Towli,  so  he  died  of  abscess 
of  the  liver,  and  we  took  his  bungdow. 
It  contained,  when  we  iock  it  over,  a  little 
black-wood  Aimiture,  a  Isfge  consignment 
of  white  ants,  and  one  or  two  old  elephant- 
trunks  full  of  papers.  These  last  were 
chiefly  ezercise-books  full  of  closely-written 
exercises  in  the  half-dozen  Mahratti  dialects 
with  wldch  poor  de  Yesci  had  muddled  his 
intellect.  There  were^also  a  few  irashii^- 
booksi  some  army  forms^  and  a  bundle  or 
so  of  mess  bills. 

As  the  bungalow  was  supposed  to  be 
completely  furnished,  it  is  right  to  mention 
that  we  were  also  provided  with  a  gloomy 
smell,  suggestive  of  a  badly-aired  coffin, 
which  perhaps  first  put' it  into  poolr  Be 
Yesd's  head  to  die  at  three-and4hirty. 

It  naturally  annoyed  me  when  the 
Baronet  began  to  monopolise  a  latge  por- 
tion ot  that  attention  which  I  had 
previously  devoted  to  myseli. 

It  had  never  occurred  to  me  to  -considdr 
him  of  any  serious  consequence ;  and  anv 
tignificance  his  existence  possessed  seeniea 
to  be  derived  from  his  position  in  reference 
to  myself.  I  took  him  for  granted  as  a* 
simple  providential  arrangement  for  paying 
half  the  rent  of  my  bungalow. 

It  was  natural,  therefore,  that  I  should 
feel  it  when  he  set  up  for  himself,  so  to 
speak. 

And  there  was  something  peculiarly 
irritating  in  his  adopting  that  partictdar 
Ibe. 

*<  Cox,  my  boy,  are  you  tiiinking  of  your 
mother's  grave ! " 

It  was  not  Brodie  who  made  the  enquiry, 
in  a  tone  cl  cheerful  banter  Uttie  suited  to 
its  tenor.  It  was  Snelgrove — ^Oaptain  the 
Honourable  Plantaganet  Snelgrove,  third 
son  of  the  Earl  of  Matshalsea,  who  com- 
mands the  detachment  of  British  troops. 

We  were  at  a  picnic,  on  the  top  of  the 
hill  called  Kali's  Shoulder,  as  one  goes 
by  the  hill-road  to  Mahableshwar.  The 
sin  was  announced  to  set  in  about  ten 
minutes,  and  that's  what  We  were  waitbg 
for. 

"  Tea  -'  was  over,  and  cheroots  had  re- 
commenced; a  few  men  were  hanging 
round  the  place  where  the  food  had  been, 
as  though  loth  to  face  the  idea  that  there 
was  no  more  vermouth  to  be  got ;  and  the 
ladies  were  being  climbed  up  the  rocks 
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by  the   moje   energetic   youths   of  the 
party. 

Mm.  Farmer-Oopear,  the  doctor's  wife, 
was  marmnring  soft  nothings  to  Snelgrove's 
snbaltem,  one  Penguin,  who  appeared 
much  terrified  by  her  amenities.  And 
Snelgroye  himself  was  eating  a  belated 
cake  that  had  not  been  cleared  away  in 
time  by  the  bearers ;  we  were  both  lying 
on  our  stomachs  about  four  feet  from  a 
sort  of  precipice.  Over  the  brim  of  the 
precipice  one  could  see  ever  so  far  away 
over  nallahs  and  low  hills,  to  great  towering 
ghauts  that  built  themselves  up  into  the 
sky  towards  Mahableshwar.'  To  our  left 
the  fort-like  hills  fell  away  towards  the 
lowlands  of  the  Eonkan. 

"Ooz,  old  chap,  are  you  thinking  of 
your  mother's  grave  t " 

'*  Last  mail  die  was  nicely,  thank  you." 

<'Ab,  yours,  no  doubt^  is  a  long-lived 
family ;  she  muBt  be  a  very  aged  woman," 
observed  Snelgrove  kindly,  aware  of  my 
desire  to  be  thought  extremely  young. 

''You  seemed  pensive,"  he  added  ex- 
planatorily.   "  What's  up ! " 

"  I  was  thinking  at  the  moment  of  the 
Baronet.    I  am  displeased  with  him." 

'*  It  is  hard  bringing  them  up.  Look  at 
Penguin  now — ^he's  blanched  with  terror. 
It's  hard  to  have  to  explain  everything  to 
the  young." 

He  jerked  his  head  towards  Mrs. 
Farmer  -  Oopear,  who  was  endeavouring 
to  make  Penguin  understand  that  he 
ought  to  take  her  up  the  rocks  to  look  at 
that  sunset 

Penguin  was,  however,  at  that  time  a 
very  young  officer, "  our  last  importation  of 
Europe  goods,"  and  not  up  to  our  simple 
ways.  He  had  been  rather  religiously 
brought  up,  and  thought  Mrs.  Farmer- 
Copear  meant-  it  Besides,  he  was  only 
nine  stone  four  and  a  half,  and  the  prospect 
of  hauling  thirteen  stone  odd  up  that  cliff 
puzzled  mm. 

"What's  Sir  Benjamin  about t"  Snel- 
grove enquired  with  chastened  interest 

"  What,  indeed !    Bothered  if  I  know." 

I  drew  my  cheroot  from  my  lips  and 
smothered  a  small  beast,  who  had  jumped 
into  the  neighbourhood,  with  the  hot  ashes. 

"It's  my  belief  that  bungalow  is 
haunted.  Why  should  they  both  go  the 
same  way )  Poor  Ananias,  I  mean,  and 
now  Brodie." 

'*CoX|  don't  ask  me  to  believe  the 
Baronet  has  abscess  of  the  liver ;  think  of 
his  breakfasts." 

"  I've  nothing  to  do  with  bis  health.    If 


he  had  abscess  of  the  liver  I  should  never 
throw  it  in  his  teeth.  He's  going  wrong 
in  other  ways." 

We  got  up  and  strolled  off  towards  the 
craggy  ^dge  where  the  sunset  was  on 
view.  -^ 

"Not  the  AlbatroBS  1"  exclaimed  Snel- 
grove, with  Asiatic  languor,  perhaps,  but 
f eally  British  feeling. 

"Anything  but;  he's  not  at  all  amorous, 
and  you  know  she  discountenances 
subalterns.  No;  it's  all  that  bungalow. 
He  was  sane  enough  before.  I  expect  it's 
hypnotised." 

"  Very  likely.  Do  look  tit  the  Albatross 
even  now,  spreading  her  wings  over 
Barlow." 

Miss  Gillingham,  the  Resident's  sister, 
was  a  very  large  make  of  lady,  and  very 
white  and  downy.  Not  in  appearance  only, 
but  in  manner  also,  she  suggested  the 
majestic  bird  after  which  Katltra  named 
her. 

Captain  Barlow  was  seated  at  her 
feet.  From  below  she  appeared  about  to 
grasp  him  in  her  claws,  and  float  serenely 
out  with  him  over  the  precipice  into  space. 

"  How  inattentive  you  are !  I  want  to 
tell  you  about  the  Baronet" 

"Do  you  think  it  will  bore  me, 
though!"  he  enquired  solemnly  anxiously. 

"  I  don't  care  if  it  does — I  would  prefer 
it.  Just  keep  quiet  and  listen.  It's 
been  going  on  some  weeks;  it  began 
just  before  the  rains  stopped.  And  it 
began  'right  away,'  as  the  Yankees  say. 
One  day  we  were  in  our  bungalow  alone 
together,  and,  though  I  had  been  playing 
the  violin  for  nearly  three  hours.  Sir 
Benjamin  seemed  bored  and  'd^rceavrS." 

"  What  I " 

"  French,  old  chap ;  short  of  a  job,  you 
know.  Well,  all  of  a  sudden  he  sat  down 
by  the  side  of  a  huge  old  elephant-trunk 
that  had  belonged  to  poor  Ananias,  and 
began  rummaging  in  it.  Ever  since  that 
he's  gone  wrong." 

We  had  now  reached  the  top  of  the 
ridge,  and  the  sunset  was  in  full  swing. 

The  Asiatic  sunset  is  quite  different 
from  the  Europe  article  in  the  same  de- 
partment It  begins  with  a  header,  and 
the  patterns  are  much  louder. 

At  our  feet  the  ghauts  fell  sharply  away 
for  two  or  three  thousand  feet,  step  by 
step,  Ull  they  flattened  themselves  into  the 
narrow  plain  of  the  Konkan;  but,  of 
course,  we  could  see  only  what  was  just 
beneath  us — a  wide  gorge,  out  of  which 
the  darkness  was  climbing  quickly  up  to 
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cover  wk  Over  against  os  were  higher 
ghauts,  and  behind  them  higher  ones  yet, 
red  onesy  standing  ronnd  the  sky  in  a 
stiff  row ;  these  were;  of  coarsei  artificial, 
clond-ghants,  bat  they  seemed  far  lampier 
and  better  made  than  the  already  mystic, 
glooming  ranges  at  their  knees.  Then  a 
One  of  sea-green  'sky,  aitcT  a  ridicalontly 
unlikely  row  of  smaller  cloud-moontains 
with  a  neat,  straight  edge  at  the  bottom, 
but  very  Alpine  tops ;  over  them  a  yellow 
belt  of  sky,  and  the  blue  dome.  Only 
the  colours  of  an  Indian  sunset  alter 
while  you  wait  The  dye  is  swished 
on  with  swifter  boldness  and  ruder  grada- 
tion, untD,  iJl  of  a  sudden,  the  black 
curtains  are  hastily  dragged  before  the 
gaudy  work,  and  only  through  its  tiny 
rents  does  any  colour  show. 

''And  now  for  the  snakes,"  Barlow  is 
sayiog  affably  to  liis  charmer,  who  looms 
bigger  and  wliiter  than  ever  through  the 
dusk. 

"  Are  there  snakes  t "  she  enquires,  with 
a  languid  affectation  of  surprise  and  alarm 
that  would  not  deceive  a  baby.  Miss 
Gillingham  has  been  in  India  ten  years, 
but  she  affects  all  the  ignorance  of  a  new 
arrival.  She  annuallydiscusses  the  Academy 
as  if  she'd  seen  it,  and  always  has  a  bound 
catalogue  and  pencil  with  her  favourite 
pictures  marked. 

Barlow  provides  her  with  the  most  con- 
solatory stfttistlcs.  Of  the  eighty  thousand 
who  die  annually  in  India  from  snake-bite, 
it  appears,  from  the  Gaptaiii's  statement^ 
that  about  one-twelfth  are  residents  of  a 
fifty-mile  radius  whose  centre  is  Kat^ra. 

"Ah,  but  they  are  all  natives,"  replies 
the  lady,  quite  unmoved,  and  with  a  com- 
placency that  argues  a  singular  grasp  of 
the  Anglo-Indian  question. 

"Not  at  all  The  natives  in  these 
ghauts  hardly  ever  die  from  snake-bite. 
They're  sU  inoculated  for  it  when  they're 
butehas.  It's  the  Sahib-log  who  never 
recover." 

Miss  Gillingham  had  an  instinctive  sense 
that  her  perky  little  cavalier  wanted  to 
frighten  her,  and  ii^her  slow  way  she  was 
dupleaaed. 

"If  you're  really  alarmed  I'll  carry  you," 
ahe  said  calmly. 

And  there  could  be  no  doubt  she  might 
have  done  so  had  she  wished. 

It  was  almost  dark,  as  dark  as  it  meant 
to  be  all  night.  And  it  was  time  to  start 
home.  Mrs.  Farmer-Copear  had  already 
disappeared  into  the  gloom  of  the  narrow 
monntain-road  that  led  down  to  Kat^ra, 


with  Penguin  as  far  from  her  as  he 
could  get.  There  were  perhaps'  a  score 
of  us;  two  and  two  mostly,  in  Noah's 
ark  order — male  and  female  after  their 
kind.  But  Snelgrove  and  I  were  over, 
and  we  brought  up  the  rear  a  hundred 
yards  or  so  behind  the  Judge  and  Mrs. 
Second  in  Command.  Some  of  the  party 
had  bearers  with  lanterns  to  go  before 
them,  but  we  took  our  chance  of  tiie 
snakes,  supported  by  a  trust  in  Providence, 
and  a  calculation  that  any  snakes  we  might 
tread  on  in  the  dark  must  be  reptiles  of 
peculiar  sweetness  of  disposition  not  to 
have  already  bitten  the  bare-legged  natives, 
or  the  Sahib-log  that  had  preceded  us. 

"From  the  day  he  began  rummaging 
those  papers  he's  been  on  the  wrong  tack ; 
he's  as  thick  with  the  Eajah  as  poor  Ananias 
was — and  before  this  affair  he'd  as  soon  have 
chummed  up  with  his  sweeper.  And  he's 
got  another  native  acquaintance,  too." 

I  paused  to  light  a  fresh  cheroot;  we 
stood  still,  and  the  voices  of  the  party 
ahead  sounded  strange  in  the  utter  lone- 
liness of  the  mountain-side ;  to  our  right 
the  ever-growbig  bulk^  of  Kali's  Shoulder, 
to  our  left  the  black  depths  of  the  nallah ; 
and  everywhere  the  mystery  of  the  secret 
night. 

"How  do  you  know  he  has  chummed 
up  with  the  Bajah  t " 

As  the  light  of  my  matoh  fell  on  his 
face  I  saw  that  Snelgrove  was  listening. 
When  one  is  being  told  of  British  officers 
being  on  terms  with  the  likes  of  Pertab 
Singh  it  is  time  to  listea 

"  My  dear  chap,  how  long  Is  it  since  the 
Baronet  was  at  polo !  How  long  does  he 
atay  at  the  G-ymkhana  nowadays  t  Where 
have  you  met  him  in  the  cantoiunent 
lately  f  He  must  be  somewhere.  And 
where  does  he  gol  Where  was  he  this 
afternoon  t " 

Down  the  steep  hill-path  we  went ;  the 
stones  we  kicked  aside  falling  suggestively 
a  few  hundred  feet  or  so  into  the  darkness. 

"Two  or  three  times  I  know  he  has 
been  at  the  '  Palace ' ;  many  more  times  I 
suspect  it.  And  fancy  Berjamin  learning 
that  hill-Mahratti  that  Ananias  went  in 
for-^Benjamin,  if  you  please,  who's  never 
learned  to  talk  yet  any  but  the  most  utter 
bazaar  Hindustani !  He's  never  in  the 
bungalow  five  minutes  before  he  begins 
poring  over  it  now.  He  often  consults 
his  bearer,  who's  a  hill  chap,  about  some 
phrase  or  idiom  in  the  stuff.  How,  how 
can  we  expect  the  natives  to  respect  us  if 
we  conduct  ourselves  In  such  a  fashion  I " 
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Snelgrove  was  not  anmoved. 
'*  Does  he  admit  his  bajEaari  prodmties  t" 
''Not  a  bit  I    He  used  to  be  a  sort  of 
ingentioiu  blae-eyed  yonth,  with  a  large, 
undiplomatic,  eheerjr  sort  of  monthi  and 
curly  yellow  hair  of  the  fruikest  descrip- 
tion.   He's  as  dose  as  wax  nowadays,  and 
seems  to  have  got  an  answer  ready  for  any 
question  one  can  let  loose  on  him." 
"  Don't  answer  extempore,  eh  t '' 
"And  he  never  mentions  where   he's 
going,  or  where  he's  been,  or  who  he  has 
met.    If  that  was  all  I'd  be  sorry ;  for  he 
really  was   a    nice    lad,  and    he   don't 
seem  likely  to  be  a  nice  one  long.    Bat 
that's  not  all.    Bnmmy  things  have  taken 
to  happening  in  onr  bungalow." 

At  this  period  the  road  lost  itself  in  a 
model  marsh  abont  half  an  acre  scale  to 
the  mfle ;  when  we  had  f oond  it  again,  I 
once  more  took  up  my  parable : 

"  Until  four  or  five  nights  ago  there  was 
a  moon;  well,  on  Monday  night,  as  you 
may  remember.    Sir  Benjamin  went  ofi 
directly  after  mess,  and  mattered  some- 
thing about  haying  promised  to  look  in  at 
the  Judge's  after  dinner.    I  happened  to 
do  so  myself  half  an  hour  later ;  but  he 
had  not  got  there.    They  said  they  had 
asked  him ;  but  he  didn't  turn  up.     About 
eleven  I  strolled    home  and  found  -our 
bungalow  empty.    He  had  not  been  there 
either;   but  then    a  rummy  thing  took 
place.    I  was  standing  in  our  verandah, 
and,  as  it  happened,  was  looking  out  over 
the  bit  of  middan  towards  the  Towli  road ; 
the  moon  was  pretty  bright,  and  who  should 
come  walking  across  the  open  but  our 
friend  the  Baronet :  but  not  alone !    Close 
beside    him    was    a   figure   I've   grofm 
too   familiar    with    of    late  —  Kalbad^vi 
Bao,  the  priest    Don't  you  know  him! 
Oh,  he's  a  sort  of  chaplain-in-oxdinary  to 
Sajah  Singh.    A  Brahmin  of  the  worst 
sort— half-Anglicised,  yet  hating  us  like 
poison,  young,  as  sharp  as  a  needle,  in- 
sinuating— ^yes,    and   very    good-looking. 
Well,  he  was   walking  home   with  my 
stable-oompanion,  if  you  please,  between 
eleven    and    twelve    at    night.      When 
they  got  to  the  other  side  of  the  cactus- 
hedge,  Mr.  Ealbad^vi  slipped  behind.    I 
saw  him  lay  his  lean  fingers  on  each  side 
of  Brodie's  face  for  about  a  dozen  seconds, 
then  he  gave  a  low  laugh,  and  disappeared. 
Me,  of  course,  he  could  not  see,  for  I  was 
in  the  shadow  of  the  verandiA,  and  the 
bungalow  looked  empty  with  no  light  in  it. 


instant  that  young  villain  took  his  hands 
o£f  Brodie's  face,  the  Baronet  gave  a  weird 
howl  like  a  dog  does  sometimes  in  its 
sleep." 

"Always  kick  my  dog  when  he  does 
itl" 

"  Well ;  and  then  he  reeled  forward — as 
drunk  as  a  fOoll  He  came  stumbling 
through  the  gap  in  the  cactus-hedge,  and 
staggered  across  our  compound  with  his 
long  legs  going  all  ways.  And  he 
seemed  .horribly  bad,  too.  Finally  he 
sprawled  over  altogether,  and  I  had  to  go 
and  get  him  up.  He's  not  mueh  smaller 
than  I  am,  and  it  was  none  so  easy  to  get 
him  in,  but  I  did  get  him  in,  and  there  he 
lay  on  a  long  chair  in  the  middle  of  the 
bungalow,  his  long  legs  flickering  about, 
his  face  like  tallow,  and  a  clammy  sweat 
all  over  him.  I  took  his  temperature ;  it 
was  nearly  a  hundred  and  four. 
*'  Did  he  seem  aahamecl ! "  ^ 
"Deadly.  His  eyes  shifted  every  way 
but  where  they  wotdd  meet  mine ;  and  he 
seemed  to  wish  me  to  tidnk  him  drunk. 
But  if  he  was  drunk,  it  was  from  nothing 
he  had  taken.  It  was  bedevilment. 
You  may  laugh,  but  it  was  some  unearthly 
rascality  of  that  Ealbad^vi" 

I  had  no  sooner  got  the  words  out  of 
my  mouth  than  a  horrible  night-jar  flew 
against  it;  flew  against  it  with  such  force 
that  my  lips  and  teeth  were  driven  into 
each  other  most  unpleasantly. 

"  Halloa  I  That's  rum,  too  l"  I  muttered, 
putting  my  hand  up  to  my  mouth  in  some 
irritation. 

We  had  stood  still  for  a  moment,  and 
Snelgrove  stooped  down ;  from  the  ground 
at  my  feet  he  picked  something  up. 

"  Good  Heaven !  It's  dead,"  he  said 
incredulously.  "And  it  was  dead  long 
before  it  hit  against  your  face,  Oox." 

"  Then  some  one  flung  it  at  my  face,"  I 
observed  stupidly,  with  a  peculiar  and 
uncomfortable  rising  of  the  skin. 

"  What  a  clear  way  you  have  of  putting 
things!"  he  answered,  but  neither  did  his 
voice  sound  specially  complaisant. 

In  the  darkness  of  a  moonless  night,  on 
an  Indian  hill-path,  with  a  jungle-dad 
mountain  rising  precipitously  on  one  hand, 
a  very  narrow  road  with  an  abrupt  drop 
of  some  hxmdreds  of  feet  into  a  pitch-dark 
nallah  on  the  other,  and  an  invisible 
eavesdropper  flinging  carrion  at  one's  face 
with  a  very  creditable  accuracy  of  aim, 


certainly  the  position  from  the  point  of 
They  had  been  quite  silent  before,  and  had  view  of  cheery  snugness  had  capabilities  of 
walked  rather  quick  and  straight  on.    The  |  improvement. 
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"  Nor  IB  tiiat  the  only  rammy  eiream- 
itanee  in  oonneotion  with  onr  bnogaion^," 
I  b^an  again,  when  wo  had  walked  on 
for  fleven  or  eight  minntes  in  meditative 
■ilenee. 

•'Ah,  but  don't  yon  think,  Coz,  the 
rammiiieae  of  onr  own  recent  eircnmatancefl 
fa  almoat  enough  for  the  present  %  Too 
uneh  nunmineaa  makes  me  a  little  jnmpy, 
thank  yon." 

Bat  as  I  knew  I  should  go  on  thinking 
aboot  it,  and  it  appeared  to  me  more 
sodable  to  think  aloud,  I  did  not  yield  to 
this  weakness  on  hfa  part. 

"The  other  peooliarly  ram  basiness  was 
last  night  Yon  know  I  paint,  of 
coarse  t " 

"On  my  honour  I  never  guessed  it. 
With  a  complexion  like  yours  I  should 
have  thought——" 

'■  May  I — ^in  your  own  best  interests — 
may  I  beg  you  not  to  be  funny,  Snelgrove  t 
Suffice  it  to  say  I  do  paint.  Were  it  not 
for  my  devotfon  to  the  violin  I  should  pro- 
bably paint  rather  uncommonly  well." 

"Why  not  try  V  suggested  my  friend, 
with  an  unnecessarily  earnest  desire  to 
encourage  in  me  an  exclusive  attention  to 
the  silent  art  of  painting. 

But  thb  insinuation  it  was  beneath  me 
tonotice^ 

. "  Last  idght,**  I  continued,  "  I  got  back 
to  our  bungalow  An  hour  or  so  earlier  than 
usual,  for  I  had  some  company  accounts  to 
finishi  and  I  went  in  tlffough  my  bath- 
room on  the  mess  side  of  the  bungalow, 
stopped  to  put  on  some  slippers  in  my 
own  room,  and  then  went  through  Brodie's 
to  the  big  room  where  we  generally  sit. 
In  the  mkldle  of  it  was  our  friend,  paint- 
ing industriously." 

Snelgrove  was  too  ignorant  to  be 
sufficiently  impressed. 

*'Bat  he  can't  paint,  you  know,"  I 
added,  "and  he  was  painting  by  lamp- 
light— ^painting  a  regular  picture  I  I  stood 
still  to  watch  him.  Where  I  was  it  was 
quite  dark,  except  for  one  stream  of  light 
that  came  tiirough  the  curtain ;  the  light 
of  the  lamp  fell  fidl  on  his  picture,  and  I 
codU  see  he  must  have  been  painting  for 
some  time,  though  anything  to  equal  the 
speed  and  decision  with  which  he  clapped 
on  the  colours  I  never  saw.  But  hfa  face 
was  a  good  deal  more  surprising  than  the 
picture;  hfa  eyes  seemed  to  blaze  as  if  he 
were  on   fire,  and   the  flame   came  out 

tiurough  them " 

"  Is  your  bungalow  insured  t "  enquired 
Snelgrove,  with  pitiable  frivolity. 


"  His  cheeks  were  ash-colour,  and  they're 
red  enough  generally ;  his  lips  were  drawn 
back  as  if  he  were  in  pain,  and  his  whole 
air  was  haggard  —  indescribably  haggard 
— and  wretched-looking.  Bte  never  looked 
around  for  a  moment;  hfa  eyes  moved 
backwards  and  forwards  from  the  palette 
to  the  canvas,  and  glanced  nowhere  else. 
A  very  unpleasant  feeling  of  secrecy  and 
stealthiness  came  over  me,  and  I  was  just 
going  on  into  the  room  when  something 
else  attracted  my  attention,  and  made  me 
stay  where  I  was.  Something  was  knocked 
over,  and  fell  on  the  floor;  not  by 
Benjamin,  either.  Something  by  the 
window.  Of  course  my  eyes  went  in  that 
direction,  and  there,  leaning  in  with  hfa 
elbow  on  the  sill,  was " 

In  spite  of  myself  my  voice  dropped, 
and,  in  spite  of  himself,  Snelgrove  came 
closer  to  my  side. 

"Not  Ealbad6vi  SaoT'  he  murmured 
stealthily. 

"Yes;  he  was  watching  poor  Brodie  as 
a  eat  does  a  mouse,  and  hfa  eyes  seemed  to 
feast  on  that  picture.  I  tell  you,  Snel, 
the  expression  of  that  young  man's  face 
was  the  most  horribly  evil  thing  I  ever 
saw.  One  has  seen  some  sweet  vfaages  at 
Port  Said;  but,  handsome  as  he  is,  hfa 
face  looked  more  repulsive  than  all  of  them 
put  together.  Suddenly  there  came  a 
diversion  to  this  cat-and-mouse  scene; 
some  fellows  were  coming  down  the  road, 
and  we  heard  the  click  of  our  compound 

fate  as  if  they  were  coming  in.  Before  I 
new  what  he  was  going  to  do,  the 
Brahmin  was  in  the  room  by  Brodie's  side 
and  out  again ;  the  picture  was  ^one,  the 
Hindu  was  gone,  and  Brodie  was  standing 
up  with  hfa  hands  to  hfa  head,  hfa  teeth 
chattering,  and  hfa  forehead  wet  with  per- 
spiration; he  reeled  about,  and  one  would 
have  sworn  he  was  drunk  for  a  minute  or 
two.  However,  he  staggered  to  the  sofa 
and  lay  down,  shivering  horribly,  and 
for  five  minutes  seemed  quite  unable  to 
speak." 

"  Did  he  speak  then  t  Tell  you  what  he 
meant  by  itt" 

"  Anything  but  He  was  as  mysterious 
as  a  Gabinet  Minister.  And  he's  not  at 
all  dark  by  nature;  it  makes  it  all  the 
uncannier." 

"  Have  you  any  theory  about  it  all  t " 

"  None  whatever,  except  that  Ealbad^vi 
Rao  fa  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.  But  what 
his  game  is  I  have  no  sort  of  idea." 

The  hill-path  comes  out  on  the  road 
dose  to  the  bridge,  as  everyone  knows  who 
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koowB  Kat^ra,  and  the  carriages  were  all 
there  waiting  for  as,  and  the  white  dresses 
of  the  saises  in  charge  of  them  showing 
clearly  enough  through  the  darkness. 

I  had  not  much  time  to  spare,  for  I  was 
dining  with  the  Farmer-Gopears,  and  it 
was  fdready  half-past  seven.  So  without 
wasting  many  farewells  on  Snelgrove, 
whom  I  should  meet  again  in  half  an  hour, 
I  jumped  into  my  trap  and  o£f  we  went 

To  our  right  was  the  steep,  crowned 
with  the  fort,  where  now  a  handful  of 
gunners  usurp  the  place  of  the  old  Mah- 
ratti  warriors.  To  our  left  the  ground 
slopes  gently  down  to  the  baziar,  and  soon 
we  passed  the  Treasury,  and  a  road  lead- 
ing by  some  fine  old  peepul-trees  to  the 
"  palace." 
,    "  HuUo,  Lascelles !  give  us  a  lift.", 

Under  the  deep  shadow  of  one  of  these 
ancfents  stood  Brodie ;  and  as  he  walked 
out  into  the  road,  I  felt  certain  that 
Kslbad^d  Kao  was  standing  there  still. 

Brodie  got  up,  and  my  mare  slipped 
on  again.  As  she  did  so,  I  looked  over 
my  shoulder;  some  one  in  a  white 
native  dress  had  come  out  of  the  shadow 
and  was  walking  across  the  maidan 
towards  the  palace. 

«H'm/'  I  observed  austerely;  but  Sir 
Benjamin  took  no  notice. 

We  did  not  talk  much.  On  my  part 
there  was  a  feeling  of  guiltiness  due  to 
consciousness  of  having  discussed  him 
pretty  freely  behind  his  back.  On  his 
part  a  half  sense  of  being  in  disgrace. 
Neverthelesf,  I  was  thinking  of  him  all 
the  time  as  we  slipped  along  in  the 
darkness. 

"Are  you  dining  at  the  Farmer- 
Copears'  1 " 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  almost  to  my 
surprise ;  he  had  been  so  little  in  evidence, 
socially,  of  late. 

There  were  the  same  food,  the  same 
company,  and  the  same  topics  of  conversa- 
tion as  usual  at  the  bungalow  beyond  the 
Besidency  on  the  Towli  road.  Mrs. 
Farmer-Copear  was  always  strong  in 
Europe  stores,  and  lavished  tinned  pro- 
visions with   less   obvious    elation   than 


might  have  been  expected.  Tinned  oyster 
soup,  tinned  lobster  p&t^s,  then  carried 
Morghe  of  Asiaatic  growth  and  roast 
mutton  of  the  same,  tinned  partridge, 
tinned  apricots  with  whipped-unsweetened- 
tinned  -  condensed  -  milk  -  cream,  tart  of 
tinned  cranberries,  tinned  caviare,  and 
very  Unned  Europe  dessert  with  hardly  a 
jBuspicion  of  plantains,  custard  apples,  or 
even  manj^oes.  It  was  a  most  recherche 
repast  We  all  knew  it  by  heart,  and  only 
broke  down  a  little  as  to  the  order. 

The  company  was  also  '^as  ^er  asual." 
The  conversation  was  traditional. 

A  sacred  buffilo  had  been  into  Mrs. 
Farmer-Copear's  compound  during  the 
picnic  this  afternoon.  ^  Having  over-eaten 
himself  he  had  fallen  asleep  on  the  tonnis- 
ground,  after  devouring  five  shrubs,  four 
of  the  doctor's  zaphyr-vests,  and  two  of  her 
own  handkerchiefs;  there  she  had  foand 
him  on  her  return,  and  recounted  with 
great  satisfaction  how  she  had  beaton  him 
with  a  broom-handla  Mrs,  Flire — they 
all  remembered  Mrs.  Flire — ^had  suddenly 

Sme  home  by  the  P.  and  O.,  so  had 
aptain  Pegg- Waller,  of  the  P.F,F..  on 
sick  leave ;  he  had  seemed  to  grow  ill  all 
of  a  sudden  after  being  at  Morree  for  a 
month.  All  sorts  of  new  regulations  for 
the  Staff  Corps.  Doke  of  Middlesex 
coming  out  on  tour ;  no  chance,  of  coarse, 
of  his  coming  here ;  but  certainly  going  to 
Poona ;  and^  so  on,  and  so  on.  What 
Anglo-Indian  doesn't  know  that  ever- 
lasting talk ! 
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A  VALIANT  IGNORANCE. 

By  mast  ANGELA.  DICKENS. 


.    CHAPTER  XXXIV, 

If  atU  thonghte  and  evil  paesionB 
eoold  lutre  ft  tangible  efFeet  npoo  the 
{dqraical  atmoBpbeie,  the  air  of  Uaraton 
Loriog'B  room,  an  hoiiT  later,  ahonld  have 
been  thick  and  heavy.  He  was  eltting 
thioim  back  In  an  eaey- chair,  bU  evening 
eoat  laplaced  by  a  smoking  jacket,  a  glaie 
of  nhiiky  and  leltzer-water  close  to  hia 
luud.  There  were  aUo  eigata  on  the 
table,  bnt  he  waa  not  smoking.  He  wai 
atailng  itiaight  before  him  into  vacancy. 
His  face  was  pale  and  let  with  ribdictive 
pasaion,  to  the  existenoe  of  which  In  hii 
nature  the  general  callooBiieis  of  his  ex- 
pieuion  gave  no  cine. 

It  waa  many  yean  dnce  Marston  Lorlng 
liad  felt  u  he  felt  to-night.  It.was  many 
yeara  since  he  bad  been  foiled  and 
thwBited — "made  a  fool  of,"  as  he  himself 
wonld  have  said;  and  all  that  was 
tdackeat  and  worst  in  the  man  was  roused 
by  the  process.  His  life,  ever  since  he 
had  realised,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five, 
that  there  were  prizes  In  the  world  which 
Bome  men  obtained  and  other  men  faUed 
to  obt^,  had  been  ruled  by  a  aeries  of 
cazefoUy  made  and  elaborately  worked 
ont  ealeiilfttiouB.  Everything  he  had  done, 
and  everything  hs  had  not  done,  had  been 
Ineladed  in  one  oi  other  of  these  calcnla- 
tionB ;  earefnlly  designed  to  meet  certabi 
•ndf,  all  of  which  met  and  culminated  in 
ttie  one  great  end  of  existence  as  he  con- 
ceived it — material  proaperity  and  position. 

He  had  been,  perhaps,  as  vicloos  a  yonth 


vob  z.— THiBD  awstaa- 


as  could  have  been  found  in  London,  and 
he  had  not  ceased  to  be  viclooa  as  a  man. 
Sat  he  so  managed  his  vices  that  eren  the 
reputation  which  clang  to  him  had  con- 
tributed to  his  auccesB.  The  queition  of 
marriage  he  had  discussed  with  hinuidf 
on  more"  than  one  occasion,  always  solely 
from  the .  prfut  of  view  of  expediency. 
And  jast  about  the  time  when  Mm 
Bomayne  made  her  appearance  in  London 
society  he  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that, 
given  the 'right  sort:  of  woman,  the  step 
might  posBibly  prove  advantageous.  He 
had  been  considerably  struck  by  Mrs. 
Bomayne  from  the  fitat;  she  was  the 
kind  of  woman  he  greatly  admired,  and 
he  was  well  aware  that  to  be  on  terms  of 
intimacy  with  snch  a  social  power  was  an 
excellent  thing  for  a  man  in  his  position ; 
a  position  which,  as  he  was  also  well  aware, 
was  by  no  means  so  secure  as  most  people 
supposed,.  It  was  from  thta  point  of 
view  that  he  had  cultivated  Julian,  and  at 
first  from  this  point  of  view  only.  The 
idea  of  Mrs.  Bomayne  as  a  possiUe  wife 
occurred  to  him  later.  But  when  It  did 
occur,  it  developed  into  active  intention 
with  ooniiderabte  rapidity. 

He  had  looked  at  Uie  question  from  every 
possible  point  of  view,  and  decided  that 
nothing  could  suit  him  better.  He  admired 
Mrs,  Bomayne  as  much  as  it  waa  possible 
to  him  to  admire  any  one  j  she  was  "  the 
kind  of  woman  he  could  get  on  with,"  he 
told  himself.  She  possessed  excepUo&al 
advantages  in  Uie  matter  of  social  stand- 
ing, and  she  had  money.  Her  eager 
cultivation  of  him  during  the  autumn  that 
followed  her  first  season  in  town  convinced 
Um  that  with  a  little  trouble  she  could  be 
brought  to  forget  the  disadvantage  of  his 
comparative  poverty ;  and  he  wonld  have 
proposed  to  bei  in  the  ensning  winter  had 
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not  his  voynge  to  the  Cape  prevented. 
He  had  oome  back  with  the  prospect  of  a 
fortone  of  hie  own«  Bat  the  fact  made 
no  difference  to  hb  matrimonial  plans. 
Where  there  is  money  more  money  is 
always  to  be  desired.  Mrs.  Romayne's 
fortune  was  no  longer  absolately  necessary 
to  hinh  bat  it  luid  not  ceased  to  be 
desirable,  and  her  other  advantages  re- 
mained intact.  She  had  receivdl  him 
with  enthusiasm,  she  had  cultivated  him 
assiduously;  she  had  absolutely  led  him 
on,  as  it  seemed  to  Loring.  He,  in 
common  with  the  rest  of  the  world,  re- 
garded her  relation  with  her  son  as  the 
merest  pose,  and  her  appeal  for  his  help 
with  Julian  had  seemed  to  him  simply  the 
most  tramparent  of  subterfuges.  He  had 
no  more  doubted  that  die  would  accept 
him  than  he  had  doubted  his  own  ezb- 
tence.  And  now  his  plans  were  frustrated, 
his  calculations  were  falsified,  and  his 
very  practical  and  material  castles  in  the 
air  were  laid  in  the  dust    He  was  refused. 

He  roused  himself  at  last^  and  the 
faintest  suggestion  of  a  cruel  sinile  curved 
bis  thin  Hps.  He  lifted  the  glass  by  his 
side,  drank  off  its  contents,  and  then 
turned  out  the  lamp  and  went  into  the 
inner  room. 

His  face  was  quite  itself  the  next  morn- 
ing ;  the  scowl  and  the  cruelty  had  dike 
disappeared ;  and  it  was  with  an  even  less 
cynical  smile  than  usual  that  he  looked  up 
irom  his  morning  paper  at  a  few  minutes 
past  ten  o'clock,  as  the  door  opened  with 
a  hasty  knocl^  and  Julian  Bomayne 
appeared. 

"Good  morning,  dear  boyl"  said 
Loring  pleasantly. 

« 'Morning,  old  Hian!"  responded 
Julian^ 

He  was  looking  rather  pale  and 
anxious  in  spite  of  his  superficial  air  of 
gaiety,  and  tiiere  was  a  tone  of  anxiety  in 
Us  voice  as  he  went  on  quickly : 

<' Nothing  wrong  with  'Welcomes,'  I 
hopet" 

Loring  smQed  again. 

"Nothing  in  the  world,  as  far  as  I 
know/'  he  said  gaily.  "  What  a  nervous 
fellowyou  are  1 " 

"What  an  unreasonable  fellow  you 
are  1 "  retorted  Julian,  the  doud  vanishing 
from  his  face  as  if  by  magic.    "  What  do 

Jou   mean   by  dragging  a  poor  wretoh 
own  here  at  this  hour  in  the  morning, 
whether  he  will  or  no )    WhaVs  up  t " 

It  was  some  legd  busbiess,  it  appeared ; 
and  Loving  proceeded  to  go  into  it  witii 


great  circumstance.    It  sounded  very  im- 

f>ortant  as  he  put  it,  but  Julian  took  his 
eave,  declaring  gaily  that  he  "  didn't  see 
where  the  urgency  came  in." 

"Tou're  such  an  abominably  hard- 
working fellow  1 "  he  sud  lightly. 

"Perhaps!"  returned  Loring.  ^  "It's 
not  such  a  bad  principle,  and  it's  an 
excellent  character  to  have,  let  me  tell 
you.  By-the-bye,  Julian,"  he  continued, 
as  the  young  man  turned  away  with  a 
laugh,  and  laid  his  hand  on  the  door, 
"  how  would  you  like  to  have  a  few  more 

•  Welcomes'?" 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  stood  leaning 
against  the  mantelpiece  with  his  back  to 
the  empty  grate,  confronting  Julian  as  the 
young  man  turned  sharply  towards  him. 

"What  do  you  meant"  said  Julian. 
"  Are  there  any  in  the  market  % " 

"  Well,  yes,"  said  Loring  quietly.  "The 
fact  is,  there's  a  certain  shooting  in  Scot- 
land which  I  have  coveted  for  years.  It's 
for  sde  now,  and  on  uncommonly  reason- 
able term&  Of  course,  it's  appalling 
extravagance  on  my  part,  for  the  shares 
are  going  up  every  day.  But  I  am  going 
to  sell  a  thousand  pounds'  wortib  of 
'  Welcomes '  to-day  and  buy  that  moor." 

"It  is  extravagance  I "  said  Julian,  and 
there  was  an  .eager  light  in  his  blue 
eyes. 

"  Like  to  have  the  shares  t "  sdd  Loring 
imperturbably. 

Jidian  hedtated. 

"  I  should  like  them,  of  course,"  he  sdd, 
rather  breathlesdy.  "So  would  lots  of 
other  fellows.  But,  you  see,  my  thousands, 
what  there  were  of  them,  are  dl  locked  up 
in  the  Welcome  already." 

"You  wouldn't  think  it  worth  while 
to  borrow,  I  suppose!"  enquired  Loring 
carelessly. 

"There's  a  little  difficulty  known  as 
security." 

"  For  some  fellows,  of  course,"  was  the 
answer.  "But  not  for  you.  You've  got 
money  coming  to  you." 

JuUan  coloured  a  dull  red,  and  looked 
down  at  the  carpet,  moving  his  foot  to  and 
fro  uneasily. 

The  idea  of  raising  money  on  a  reverdon 
for  such  a  purpose  was  for  the  moment 
inexpresdbly  repugnant  to  him. 

•  "The  shares  are  going  up  every  day," 
sdd  Loring;  "you  ought  to  make  a  good 
thing  of  it;  and  you'll  sell  at  the  end  of 
this  week,  I  take  it!  However,  of  course, 
I  don't  want  to  press  you^  Tliey'U  go  off 
fast  enough." 
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Julian  lifted  his  head  saddenly,  and 
drove  his  clenched  hand  deep  down  into 
faifl  pocket. 

"  ril  do  it,"  he  said.  <<  All  right,  Loring, 
ril  take  them." 

''  Tdhdaj  9 "  said  Loring  saavely. 

"To-dayl"  returned  Julian,  almost 
fiercdy. 

He  turned  and  left  the  room  abruptly, 
without  another  word.  And  Loring,  with 
the  smile  of  tiiie  night  before  touchhig  his 
lips  once  more,  took  up  his  paper  again. 
Apparently  he  had  forgotten  the  letter  he 
had  received  from  South  Africa  on  the 
previous  day,  and  the  news  it  contained. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 

It  was  six  o'clock  on  the  following  day, 
and  hi  the  sunset  light  of  the  July  even- 
bg  —  a  light  with  which  the  bustlins, 
hunyingy  unlovely  crowd  on  which  it  fell 
seemed  strangely  out  of  harmony — the 
current  of  human  life  was  setting  strongly 
m  every  direction  from  the  City.  Along 
ComhQl,  going  against  the  stream,  but 
driven,  nevertheless,  at  a  pace  which  was 
looked  upon  far  from  favourably  by  the 
police  occupied  in  regulating  the  traffic, 
there  came  a  hansom  cab.  In  the  cab, 
with  one  hand  gripping  the  doors  until 
the  knuckles  stood  out  white,  was  Julian 
Komayne.  His  hat  was  pulled  slightly 
forward  over  his  brow,  as  if  with  some 
half-consdouB  sense  of  the  ghastliness  of 
his  face,  some  instinct  to  hide  that  ghast- 
liness from  casual  eyes.  His  face  was  of  a 
livid  pdlor.  There  were  grey  shadows 
aboat  the  mouth,  which  was  set  into  hard 
lines  of  temporary  and  difficult  self-control. 
His  nostrils,  not  sensitive  as  a  rule,  quivered 
slightly  as  the  pace  of  his  horse  slackened 
perforce  now  and  again ;  he  gave  no  other 
sUglitest  Bign  o£  coiu.eIoiiane88  of  his  sur- 
roundingsL 

The  cab  turned  out  of  ComhlU,  and  in 
another  second  pulled  up  suddenly.  Al- 
most before  the  cab  had  stopped,  Julian 
flung  open  the  doors  and  leapt  out.  He 
paid  the  man  double  his  fare,  dashed  into 
the  building  before  which  they  had  stopped, 
and  up  .the  stairs  to  an  office  on  the  second 
floor.  His  lumd  was  shaking  like  a  leaf 
as  he  stretched  it  out  to  try  the  lock  of  the 
door.  It  yielded  to  his  touch,  and  he 
flung  it  roughly  open  and  passed  rapidly 
in.  The  outer  office  had  only  one  occu- 
pant, a  rather  feeble-looking  little  man,  who 
was  trying  to  improve  the  appearance  of 
a  Aabby  hat  by  a  careful  application  of 
hia  coat-sleeve.    He  looked  up  with  a  start 


on  Julian's  entrance,  and  an  expression  of 
comprehending  concern  dawned  on  his 
face.  He  was  the  messenger  of  the  Wel- 
come Diamond  Mine  Company.  Before 
he  could  speak,  however,  a  hoarse,  pe- 
remptory question  broke  from  Julian : 

'*  Mr.  Bamsay's  not  gone  1 " 

''  Not  yet,  sir,"  was  the  answer,  given 
with  timid  alacrity.  ''He's  here  later 
than  usual  to-night,  you  see,  in  conse- 
quence  " 

But  before  the  first  words  were  fairly 
uttered  Julian  had  crossed  the  room,  and 
as  he  reached  the  second  door  leading  into 
the  inner  office,  it  opened  quietly,  and 
Bamsay  stood  on  tiie  threshold.  He  was 
looking  as  imperturbable  and  uninterested 
as  usuSii  and  his  voice  was  dry  indifference 
itself  as  he  observed : 

"  I  have  been  expecting  you  all  day." 

Without  a  word  Julian  strode  past  him 
into  the  manager's  room,  and  then,  as 
Bamsay  shut  the  door  calmly,  he  said,  in 
a  quick,  unnatural  tone,  which  also  carried 
with  it  a  curious  suggestion  that  he  had 
not  even  heard  Bamsay's  words : 

"It's  a  mistake  1  It's  a  mistake!  It 
must  be  r' 

BamsayHi  only  answer  was  a  slight 
shrug  of  the  shoulders  as  his  dull  eyes 
restedi  apparently  with  complete  indiffe- 
rence, upon  Julian's  face;  and  the  latter 
went  on,  rapidly  and  unevenly: 

*'  I've  only  just  heard.  I've  been  out  of 
town  all  day.  I've  come  to  hear — to  see 
what  can  be  done." 

The  last  words  were  hardly  audible,  as 
though  lus  mouth  was  so  parched  that  he 
could  hardly  articulate.  He  lifted  his 
hand  as  if  involuntarily,  and  pushed  back 
his  hat,  fixing  a  pair  ot  fierce,  burning 
eyes  upon  Bamsay. 

"  There's  nothmg  to  be  donOi  of  course/' 
said  Bamsay  drily.  "The  thing's  col- 
lapsed." 

A  harsh,  wild  laugh  rang  through  the 
room,  its  faint  echoes  starUing  the  little 
man  in  the  outer  office. 

"Collapsed!"  cried  Julian.  "Collapsed, 
by  Heaven ! " 

He  put  out  one  hand  gropingly,  caught 
at  a  chair  near  him  and  dropped  heavily 
into  it,  letting  his  face  fall  forward  upon 
his  folded  arms  as  they  rested  upon  its 
back. 

Only  half  an  hour  had  passed  since  he 
had  gone  to  his  rooms  in  the  Temple  liter 
a  picnic  on  the  river,  to  find  waiting  for 
him  there  a  telegram  from  Bamsay.  And 
into  that  half-hour  had  been  compressed 
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such  a  desperate  stand  against  despair  as 
is  little  less  terrible  than  despair  itself. 
The  telegram  had  told  him  that  6n  the 
opening  of  the  Stock  Exchange  that  morn- 
ing it  had  been  spread  abroad  on  unim- 
peachable authority  that  the  Welcome 
Diamond  Mine  was  under  water.  This 
evening,  thQ  ineyitable  sequel  of  such  a 
fact,  as  he  knew  too  well,  shares  in  the 
Welcome  Diamond  Mine  Company  were 
so  muih  waste-paper. 

Bamsay  stood  for  a  moment  looking  at 
him,  with  a  rather  curious  expression  on 
his  inexpressive  face. 

"  It's  a  turn  of  the  game,"  he  said  drily. 
"  If  you  stand  to  win,  you  must  stand  to 
lose,  too.  Tou  hadn't  thought  of  that,  I 
suppose  % " 

With  a  sudden  tumultuous  movement, 
as  though  his  agony  of  mind  was  no  longer 
to  be  endured  In  stillness,  Julian  sprang 
from  his  (hair  and  began  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room  with  hasty,  uneven 
strides. 

"Thought  of  it!"  he  cried.  'J What 
was  tiiere  to  make  one  think  of  it)  It 
waA  a  certainty  yesterday,  man;  a  cer- 
tainty ! " 

A  spasm  passed  across  his  face, 
and  seemed  to  cut  off  his  words,  and 
Bamsay  observed  sententiously : 

"  It's  a  mistake  to  reckon  anything  as  a 
certainty  till  you  hold  it  in  your  hand." 

Julian  faced  round  suddenly  and  con- 
fronted him,  his  eyes  blazing,  every 
feature  working. 

*'  What  the  devil  is  the  good  of  saying 
things  Uke  that ! "  he  demanded.  *'  Can'c 
you  understand  that  I  have  reckoned  on 
it,  as  you  call  it  1  Can't  you  understand 
that  it  was  all  or  nothing  with  me, 
and  I  am  just  done  1  Can't  you  under- 
stand  V 

He  broke  off  suddenly,  and,  turning 
away  with  a  heavy  groan,  flung  himself 
into  a  chair,  and  let  his  face  fall  forward 
on  the  table.  For  all  that  he  was  face  to 
face  with  at  that  moment  he  could  have 
found  no  words.  The  remorse,  the  sense 
of  failure  and  helplessness,  the  despair 
which  seemed  to  be  tearing  his  heart  to 
pieces,  were  one  intolerable  anguish. 

Bamsay  followed  him  with  his  eyes, 
and  then  crossed  the  room  quietly,  and 
stood  beside  his  bowed  figure,  which  was 
shaken  now  and  again  from  head  to 
foot 

'<  Is  it  so  bad  as  this,  boy ! "  he  said 
quietly.  Then,  as  there  came  no  answer, 
he  went   on  meditatively:    "Ten  thou- 


sand pounds!  Ten  thousand  isn't  so 
much  to  lose.  Counters  in  the  game, 
that's  all." 

He  paused,  and  after  a  moment  Julian 
lifted  his  face,  haggard  and  drawn. 

"It's  the  stake  you  must  look  to," 
he  said.  "My  stake  was  heavy,  Kim- 
say.  Oh,  you're  right  enough.  Ten 
thousand  pounds  isn't  mucL  I  borrowed 
a  thousand  yesterday — raised  it  on  a 
reversion — to  get  hold  of  some  shares 
Loring  wanted  to  sell.  That  wasn't  much 
either,  of  course." 

He  had  spoken  in  a  dreary,  monotonous 
voice,  which  was  inexpressibly  hopeless. 
And  Bamsay's  eyes  were  fixed  keenly  on 
him  as  their  owner  said  drily : 

"You  bought  a  thousand  pounds' 
worth  of  Loring's  shares  yesterday  1  Did 
you  know  that  he  was  selling  out  all 
his  interest  in  the  Welcome ! " 

Jnlian  turned  with  a  quick,  startled 
movement,  and  then  paused. 

"  AU  his  interest  t "  he  repeated.  "  He 
wanted  a  thousand  to  pay  for  a  Scotch 
moor,  that  was  all" 

"  He  sold  every  share  he  had  yesterday," 
returned  Bamsay.    '  Curious  coincidence." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me " 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met;  and 
Julian  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  fierce 
imprecation. 

"  He  knew  it ! "  he  cried  ;  "  he  knew 
it,  and  kept  it  dark,  that  he  might  keep 
the  market  to  himself  1  It  isn't  possible, 
Bamsay ;  it  isn'c  possible  1 " 

"Nothing  is  impossible,"  returned 
Bamsay  quietly. 

A  savage,  hissing  breath  came  from 
between  Julian's  set  teeth,  and  he  seemed  \ 
literally  alive  with  passion.  Without  a 
word,  he  stretched  out  his  hand  for  his 
hat  and  turned  to  leave  the  room. 
Bamsay  quietly  intercepted  his  passage. 

"  Where  are  you  going ! "  he  said. 

"I'm  going  to  see  Mr.  Loring." 

The  slightest  possible  smUe  touched  the 
elder  man's  lips,  as  he  said : 

"All  right.  I  shall  have  something  to 
say  to  Mr.  Loring,  too.  But  listen  to  me 
first.  Was  it  a  desperate  necessity  to  you 
to  pull  off  this  affair  9 " 

Julian  did  not  speak.  His  lips  twitched 
for  a  moment,  then  settled  into  a  thin 
line ;  and  the  look  in  his  eyes  was  answer 
enough. 

"  Very  good,  then,"  said  Bamsay.  "Come 
and  see  me  at  my  rooms — not  here — 
to-morrow  at  six.  I  may  be  able  to  give 
you  a  hand." 
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With  a  gesture  of  uncomprehending 
assenti  but  with  no  word  of  answer, 
Jalian  turned  away  and  left  the  room. 

Three-quaiters  of  an  hour  later  he  was 
coming  rapidly  down  the  staircase  which 
led  from  Loring's  chambers.  His  face  was 
flushed  and  quiyering,  and  every  puke 
was  beating  madly,  like  the  pulses  of  a 
man  who  has  just  given  unrestrained 
expression  to  furious  passion.  He  turned 
on  to  the  Embankment,  and  began  to 
walk  away  in  a  headlong  fashion,  evidently 
neither  knowing  nor  caring  where  he  was 
going. 

And  as  he  walked  the  tumultuous  life 
and  glow  of  his  face  died  slowly  out,  and 
settled  into  a  baggard,  sullen  mask  of  dull 
despair.  He  had  spoken  his  mind  to 
Loring,  and  now  there  was  nothing  more 
for  him  to  da 


CHARITY. 


There  was  a  man  who  had  large  flocks 
and  herds,  and  much  gold  and  silver,  and 
notes  and  bonds,  and  railways  and  news- 
papers, and  ships  and  houses,  and  all  the 
things  which  Uie  heart  of  a  man  shall 
desire.  He  had  all  these  things,  as  it 
were,  in  the  hollow  of  his  hands.  And  he 
gave  away  large  sums  to  the  Russian  Jews, 
and  to  Hospitals,  and  Asylums,  and  Insti- 
tutions, and  all  manner  of  Societies  which 
are  willing  to  expend  the  money  which 
they  can  obtain  from  moneyed  folks ;  but 
that  was  not  charity. 

And  there  was  a  woman,  whose  husband 
was  a  sfgnahnan  in  receipt  of  the  munifi- 
cent wage  of  five-and-twenty  shillings  a 
week,  and  she  had  six  children,  and  her 
next-door  neighbour  was  a  widow,  and  the 
widow's  chfldren  numbered  five,  and  she 
took  in  washing,  and  she  fell  sick.  For 
five  weeks  she  lay  in  bed.  All  the  time 
she  lay  in  bed  the  signalman's  wife  did  her 
own  work,  and,  when  she  had  done  her 
own  work,  she  did  the  widow's  washing ; 
and  that  was  charity. 

For,  as  has  been  said  in  words  which 
ring  down  the  ages,  the  rich  man  gave  of 
his  superfluity,  and  the  poor  woman  gave 
all  that  she  had. 

England  is  famous  for  her  ''charities." 
She  has  been  a  pioneer  limong  the  nations 
in  making  of  *'  charity  "  a  trade,  and  a 
good  trade,  too.  We  are  all  of  us  ac- 
quainted with  the  typical  *' secretary"  of 
a  famous  ''  charity."    An  excellent  man  of 


business  he  is,  and  very  well  dressed.  His 
manners  are  so  suave,  and  yet  so  firm. 
Not  impossibly  he  is  in  receipt  of  a  salary 
and  ''  commission."  That  means  that  out 
of  every  pound  which  he  receives  for  the 
poor,  he  there  and  then  deducts  a  couple 
of  shillings  for  himself.  He  tells  yon,  with 
tears  not  only  in  his  eyes,  but  also  in  his 
voice,  of  the  sufferings  of  the  starving 
millions.  He  does  this  well,  with  the 
persistency  of  a  bagman.  Competition  Is 
strong.  He  is  aware  that  if  he  does  not 
do  his  best  some  more  pushing  tradesman 
will  cut  him  out. 

Have  you  noticed  how  well-housed  are 
most  of  our  famous  charities !  The  head- 
quarters of  the  Society  for  Providing 
Tenement  Prisons  for  Working  Men  Up 
Fifteen  Flights  of  Stairs,  are  magnificent. 
Tee  rooms  in  them  are  splendid.  The 
entire  building  Is  warmed  by  hot  air ;  it 
is  lighted  byielectricity.  The  sanitaiy  ar- 
rangements are  perfect.  There  Is  a  lift  to 
every  floor.  The  secretary's  room  is  a 
model  of  comfort  and  good  taste ;  so  are 
the  rooms  of  all  the  principal  officers.  Then 
there  is  the  Society  for  the  Promul^ion 
of  Nineteenth-Century  Christianity.  What 
head-quarters  they  have !  They  say  that 
the  committee  of  the  Society  paid  flfty 
thousand  pounds  for  the  ground  on  whi^ 
the  building  stands.  And  what  a  building 
it  is !  It  is  admittedly  one  of  Plnmbit's 
finest  efforts,  and  he  is  something  like  an 
architect,  is  Plumbit.  Plumbit  was  given 
carte  blanche.  No  expense  was  spared. 
You  will  not  find  a  finer  or  a  more  expen- 
sive building  in  the  whole  of  town. 

Of  course,  it  pays  for  a  great  charity  to 
have  magnificent  head-quarters,  or  they 
would  not  have  them ;  of  that  we  may  be 
quite  sure.  There  are  no  better  managed 
businesses  in  the  world  than  our  great 
charities.  Their  managers  know  perfectly 
well  that  the  people  who  support  them 
are  the  sort  of  people  who  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  anything  paltry.  Big 
shops  are  crushing  out  the  Uttle  ones.  If 
a  charity  is  to  pay  its  promoters,  it  has  ta 
be  big;  little  charities  scarcely  provide 
their  officials  with  shoe  -  leather.  It  is 
only  when  they  begin  to  deal  with  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  pounds  a  year  that 
the  officials  really  flourish.  To  get  those 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds  it  is  well 
understood  that  there  is  only  one  way. 

Oar  modern  charities  must  advertise. 
That  is  not  only  their  royal  road,  it  is 
their  only  road,  to  fortune.  Columns  in 
the    newspapers    are    advisable.     Litho- 
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graphed  letters,  sent  through  the  post  by 
die  niillloiiy  are  not  to  be  despised.  Bat 
these  methods  are  old-fasUoned.  A  chari- 
table Institntlon,  up  to  date  in  the  matter 
of  advertisingi  leaves  Bamiim  at  the  post. 
Consider  the  methods  of  some  of  our 
oiphaoa^  Their  managers  take  the 
Albert  fiall,  or,  at  any  rate,  the  biggest 
building  they  can  find,  and  they  trot  theb 
orphans  out  for  exhibition.  They  charge 
to  admission — opera  prices.  They  make 
a  collection  at  the.  door  as  you  go  in,  and 
1^  jiecond  coUefltlon.  in  a  specially  arranged 
Interval,  about  the  middle  of  the  show. 
When  ike  orphans  are  not  exhibiting  at  a 
big  hall  in  town  they  are  perambulating 
the  province^.  They  visit  all  the  towns 
and  villages  in  England,  and  in  each  of 
them  they  give  a  show.  In  the  matter  of 
travelling,  compared  with  the  inmates  of 
some  of  our  orphan  asylums  and  children's 
homes,  a  travelling  chrcus  stays  at  home. 
What  good  this  sort  of  thbig  does  to  the 
youngsters  is  a  question  into  which  we 
must  not  too  closely  enquire.  It  is  pos- 
sibly one  which  no  one  considers.  But 
one  thing  may  be  noted.  The  people  who 
patronise  these  gruesome  exhibitions  of 
juvenile  misery  and  infant  prodigies  are 
the  very  persons  who  most  strenuously 
object  to  similar  exhibitions  on  the  stage. 
Tou  require  magisterial  permission  before 
a  child  is  allowed  to  earn  its  own  living  in 
the  theatre;  but  no  such  permission  is 
required,^  or  asked,  by  the  enterprising 
and  charitable  individuals  who  take  crowds 
of  children  about  from  town  to  town  in 
order  that,  by  the  public  exhibitions  of 
their  talents,  they — ^the  enterprising  and 
charitable  individuals — ^may  gain  not  only 
a  decent  but  an  excellent  livelihood. 

There^is  one  method  of  advertising 
which  is  adopted  by  the  managers  of  some 
of  our  charitable  institutions,  which  to  the 
ordinary  lay  mind  is  simply  a&tonishing. 
There  are  orphanages  which — it  has  been 
announced  from  the  house-tops  over  and 
over  .again— -are  run  by  means  of  (the 
word  in  this  connection  is  designedly 
placed  between  inverted  commas) 
"prayer."  Every  morning  the  manager 
"prays''  that  the  wherewithal  may  be 
forthcoming  with  which  to  keep  the 
establishment  going  during  the  next  four- 
and-twenty  hours.  In  the  case  of  an 
establishment  which  was  not  connected 
with  charity,  such  a  mode  of  procedure 
would  be  regarded  by  the  most  <<relfgious" 
person  with  more  than  doubtful  eyes.  A 
man  has  no  more  right  to  expect  to  keep 


himself'  and  five  hundred  children  simply 
by  means  of  "prayer"  than  I  have  to 
expect,  by  similar  means,  to  keep  myself 
and  my  famOy.  But  the  strangeness  of 
the  tUbg  does  not  consist  in  the  obvious 
unreasonableness  of  such  an  expectation, 
whether  on  the  part  of  the  manager  of  a 
charitable  Institution  or  of  a  private 
individual.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
expounder  of  the  beatification  of  modem 
charity  has  no  such  expectation.  Hb 
morning  "prayer"  is  his  method  of 
advertisement.  He  advertises  that  he 
"prays."  He  takes  care  that  the  story  of 
his  "prayer "finds  its  way  into  reUgiotu 
publications  the  wide  world  over.  By 
means  of  it,  he  appeals  to  the  imagination 
of  the  reUgious  public.  That  it  is  an 
effective  appeal  experience  proves.  Mrs. 
Smitii  reMs  in  -her  favourite  Sunday 
magazine  how  Mr.  Bounder  rises  every 
morning  with  the  sun  without  knowing 
where  to  lay  his  hands  upon  a  penny,  or 
upon  a  loaf  of  bread,  and  appeals  to 
Heaven  to  keep  himself  and  the  five 
hundred  children  whom  he  has  gathered 
from  here,  there,  and  everywhere  from 
starvation  for  still  another  day.  Mrs. 
Smith  thinks  how  dreadful  It  would  be  if 
Mr.  Bounder's  prayer  should  one  day 
miscarry,  so  lest  such  a  contingency  should 
immediately  arise,  she  forwards  Mr. 
Bounder  a  five-pound  note.  Mrs.  Brown, 
reading  the  same  periodical,  is  touched  by 
Mr.  Bounder's  faith,  and  to  show  that  she 
appreciates  it,  the  same  post  which  brings 
Mrs.  Smith's  contribution  brings  one  from 
her.  Jones,  of  Jones's  Emporium,  another 
reader,  thinks  it  rather  a  queer  start,  and 
wonders  what  would  happen  if  he  tried 
similar  methods  to  obtain  the  wherewithal 
with  which  to  provide  for  tiie  fifteen  or 
twenty  assistants — some  of  them  orphans, 
and  of  tender  years — ^whom  he  employs. 
He  admires  Bounder's  pluck — perhaps  has 
a  sneaking  admiration  for  his  advertising 
method,  so  his  mite  goes  too.  The 
consequence  is,  that  Mr.  Bounder  in  his 
reports  Is  able  to  announce,  and  does 
announce,  what  wonders  he  has  worked 
by  means  of  "  prayer." 

No.  Charity  has  nothing  to  do  with 
advertisement.  It  does  not  let  the  left 
hand  know  what  the  right  has  done. 
Nor  is  charity  posthumous.  The  people 
who,  in  their  wills,  leave  money  to 
charities,  are  not  charitable.  Very  often 
they  only  do  it  to  spite  their  relatives,  and 
theb*  friends,  and  their  acquaintance — 
which  is  not  charitable.    In  any  case  they 
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only  ffive   bapanse   fhey  can   no  longer 
keep. 

.Charity  abounds,  if  we  may  believe  the 
adTfirUflttnentfly  and  the  report!^  and  the 
pTDspectnaes*  'Bat,  although  there  is  pro- 
bably i^uch  more  diarity  than  justice,! 
there  ia  very  little  (  charity  after  all. 
Charity,  in  the  modem  acceptation  of  the 
term,  is  not  seldom  a  synpnym  for  in- 
jostice.  Of  the  pound  we  l^ljusily  take 
we  return  twopence  out  of  dianty.-  It  Is 
becoming  a  moot  question  if  a  millionaire 
can  be  honest. .  There  are  millionaires  who 
are  notoriously  dishonest,  and  whose  bene- 
factions are  almoet  in  proportion  to  their 
dishonesty.  The^  people  on  whom  we 
bestow  what  we  call  our  charity,  are 
frequently  the  victims  of— Although,  in 
this  ease,  we  are  loth  to  caQ  a  spade  a 
spade — our  injusiica  If  there  were  no 
{Djastice«  it  b,  at  least,  doubtful  if  tl^e 
would  be  any  need  for  charity.  Bat  ^the 
idea  of  our  common  responsibility  for  our 
common  misfortunes  is  one  which  is  only 
just  beginning  to  dawn  upon  the  world. 
Some  day,  possibly,  the  advance  of  civili- 
satioD  wUl  enable  us  to  grasp  it  fully.  On 
that  day  charity  in  the  sense  of  almsgiving 
will  not  only  not  be  required,  it  will  be.  an 
absurdity. 

If  we  can  only  get  a  good  gjrasp  of  the 
idea  that  charity,  is  sometimes,  and,  indeed, 
commonly,  but  a  synonym  for  injustice,  we 
have  not  impossibly  advanced  at  least  one 
step  towards  perfection.  To  be  unjust  to 
no  man,  that  is  not  colloquial,  but  •  it  is 
ideal  ciiarity.  To  suppose  that  an  unjust 
man  can  be  a  charitable  man  is  a  suppo- 
sition bom  of  ignorance.  The  man  who 
informs  you  that  his  are  the  only  goods 
worth  having^  and  that  Tom,  Dick,  and 
Harry's  ^oods  are  good  for  nothing,  and 
who  so  forces  tlie  hiformation  down  your 
tliroat  that  he  succeeds  ii^  crushing  Tom, 
Dick,  and  Harry  out  of  existence,  may  be  a 
good  man  of  business,  but,  though  he  gives 
thousands  away  every  year,  he  surely  can 
have  no  deaUngs  with  charity.  It  is  only 
because  he  has  succeeded  in  grasping  Tom, 
Dick,  and  Harry's  share  that  he  is  able  to 
make  a  boast  of  returning,  say,  even  ten 
per  cent,  of  each  pound.  It  seems  obvious 
that  an  age  of  competition  can  scarcely  be 
an  age  of  charity. 

There  Ui  a  book  which  used  to  be  very 
popular — I  believe  it  still  sells — called 
"  The  Successful  Merchant."  It  is  the  life- 
atory  of  ^  Mr.  Samuel  Budgett.  It  is 
written  by  a  minister,  from  a  religious 
point  of  view,  and  is  intended  for  religious 


folk.  It  even  purports  to^incailcate  practic^ 
religion.  This  Mr.^  Budgett  wapi  a  whole^ 
sale  provision  mercliant  ^e  is  dedarod 
to  have  been  the  essence  of  all  true  charity, 
fid  is  hel4,np  for  ua.to  |i|dmire»as  being 
the  type  of  a  true  Christian,  and  an  'iCb;- 
ample  Worthy  of  genei^al  imitation,  j  Tijap 
book  would  not  be  worth  mentioning  vei)e 
it  not  that, it  is.a  striking  illustration  oti^i 
almost  universal  fallacy.    .         ^  . .     v     , 

Mr.  Budgett  was.a  sharp  tradesman.  He 
had  a  keen  eye  for  a  bargain.;  Hb  rule  was 
to  buy  in  the  cheapest  mi^ket  and  to'seiB 
in  the  de«resL  ;  Ue  wiquld  put  pKessure^p]^ 
a  man  whom  he  knew  to  be  abeady  suffer- 
ing from  the; pressure  of  adverse. .circumr 
stances  to  con^el  him  to  sell^goods  at  an 
actual  loss...  By  such  means  he  made  a 
fortune — ^as  by  such  means  men  are  making 
fortunes  every  hour  of  every  day.'  His 
bic^rapher  tdb  us  that  with  the  fortune 
which  he  made  by  such  means^  Mr.  BudgeU 
was  generous.  Without  touching  on  the 
religious  side  of  the  question,  the  secular 
side  of  it  compels  us  to  ask  if  a  man  whp 
has  made  his  fortune  by  such  means  can  be 
generous  1  A  usurer  makes  his  fortune  in 
exactly  Uie  same  manner  in  which  Mr. 
Budgettmade  his— there  are  hisbiographer's 
words  to  .testify.  He  takes  advantage  of 
the  pressure  of  adverse  circumstances  upon 
those  with  w)iom  he  deals.  There  are 
usurers,  plenty  of  them,  who  have  made 
their  fortunes  by,  literally,  raining  others. 
Can  such  men  be  generous  t  Is  it  not  too 
late  1  .  If  a  man  steals  a  thousand  pounds 
and  gives  it  iJl  back,  the  fact  of  the  resti- 
tution does  not  do  away  with  the  fact  that 
he  has  been  dishonest  And  wliat  shall  we 
say  when  it  comes  to  ba  a  question  of 
Ifhe  restitution  of  ten  or  twenty  per  cent., 
and  that  not  to  his  victim,  but  to  somebody 
else  entirely  f  Again,  it  seems  plain  that  if 
a  man  by  unjust  methods  becomes  the 
possessor  pf  a  thousand  pounds,  and  by 
means  of  that  thousana  pounds  gains  a 
fortune,  when  it  comes  to  be  a  question 
of  restitution  he  must  restore,^  not  only  the 
thousand  pounds,  but  with  it  all  thAt  it 
brought  as  well.  This  is  a  lofty  standard, 
no  doubt.  But  Mr.  Budgett  is  held  up^ 
and  men  of  Mr.  Budgett's  kidney  are  con,- 
tinually  being  held  up,  as  illnstrations  of  a 
lofty  standard.  7et,  so  far  as  the  record 
shows,  to  his  original  victims  Mr.. Budgett 
returned  absolutely  nothing  at  all,  not  to 
speak  of  all  that  he  had  taken.  In  any 
correct  sense  of  the  word  qan,  theirefore^ 
such  a  man  be  said  to  be  generous  1 

It  comes  to  this,  that,  as  the  Great 
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Teacher  had  it,  we  cannot  in  this  matter 
serve  two  masters.  We  cannot  be  un- 
charitable and  charitable  both,  as  it  were, 
in  the  same  breath.  If  we  knock  down 
Tom,  it  is  no  palliation  of  the  act  to  be 
able  to  say  mat  we  picked  up  John. 
Let  as  first  of  all  refrain  from  assaulting 
Tom.  It  may  be  said  that  the  struggle 
for  life  is  so  keen  that  our  only  hope  for 
existence  consists  in  our  having  the  power 
and  the  will  to  ill-use  Tom.  There  are 
people  who  inform  you  that  life  is  a 
batde,  that  each  man  has  to  fight  for  his 
own  hand  against  the  world.  The  people 
who  preach  this  doctrine — and,  alasl 
they  are  as  the  sands  of  the  sea  for 
multitude  —  are  not  otily  under  a  de- 
lusion, but  they  cannot  have  even  the 
faintest  acquaintance  with,  or  knowledge 
of,  charity ;  no,  not  though  they  found  a 
fresh  orphanage,  or  a  fresh  hospital, 
every  day  of  their  lives. 

It  is  this  doctrine,  which,  unlike  many 
doctrines,  is  constantly  being  translated 
into  practice,  which  is  the  cause  of  much 
of  the  misery  which  the  world  has  seen, 
and  which  it  still  will  see.  Only  let  us 
clear  the  air,  and  sufficiently  realise  the 
plain  truth  that  one  man  has  as  much 
right  to  life  as  another  man ;  that,  if  we 
have  any  rights  at  all,  life  is  a  right  which 
is  common  to  all  of  us ;  and  the  suicidal 
notion  that,  in  the  sense  in  which  the 
phrase  is  ordinarily  used,  life  is  a  battle, 
will  be  classified  among  the  insanities 
that  were.  Only  let  us  have  justice, 
elementary  justice,  and  the  fallacy  of 
such  a  theory  will  instantly  appear.  Only 
let  us  begin  to  understand  that  the  man 
who  Id j ares  hfs  fellow  injures  himself, 
and  the  instinct  of  self-preservation  will 
instantly  assert  it8e]f ;  and  he  who  teaches 
us  that  life  is  a  battle,  and  acts  upon 
his  teaching,  will  soon  be  regarded  as 
what  he  is,  our  common  foe.  Thank 
goodness,  s^gus  are  not  wanting  that  that 
understanding  is  beginning  to  percolate 
through  all  the  countries  of  the  world. 
Even  those  in  so-called  high  places  are 
realising  that  their  own  safety  may 
depend,  and,  indeed,  does  depend,  not 
only  on  the  fact  that  it  is  better  to  be 
just  before  they  are  generous,  but  on  the 
plain  truth  that  it  is  puerile  to  even  talk 
of  generosity  where  there  is  no  jastice. 

But  we  have  not  attained  Utopia ;  we, 
surely,  have  scarcely  even  begun  to  move 
that  way.  Under  present  imperfect  con- 
ditions, is  there  no  such  thing  as  charity  9 
Some  of  us  are  in  positions  for  which 


we  ourselves  are  not  responsible.    Can  we 
not  show  charity,  even  that  charity  which 
consists    in    almsgiving,  and  which   yet 
shall  be  charity,  real  and  truel    Oertainly. 
Only,  when  we  begin  to  contemplate  that 
sort  of  charity  we  immediately  find  our- 
selves between  Scylla  and  Charybdis.    On 
the  one  hand,  we  are  told    that  if  we 
dispense  our  o?ni  alms  we   are   apt  to 
pauperise.    On  the  other  hand,  it  is  certain 
that  if*  we  give  our  money  to — we  will 
state   the    figure  .with,  probably,  undue 
moderation — ^say,  seventy-five  per  cent,  of 
what    are   known    as   the    great   public 
charities,  we  might  as  well  throw  it  into 
the  bottom  of  the  sea.    One  would  dearly 
like  to  know  which  of  these  monstrous 
modem  illustrations  of  the  trade  of  charity 
do  do  good;   and  to  whom.    That  they 
do  good,  of  a  kind,  to  their  innumerable 
officials  is,  no  doubt,  true.    What  these 
individuals  would  do  without  them  one 
fears  to  think.    They  cannot  dig — if  they 
could  it  is  difficult  to  believe  that  they 
would  be  where  they  are — and  though  it  is 
certain  that  to  beg  they  are  not  ashamed, 
if  what  is  often  but  a  thin  veil  of  disguise 
were  thrown  aside,  and  they  were  com- 
pelled to  confess  that  they  were  simply 
begging    for   themselves,    and    that   the 
soliciting  of  alms  was  the  trade  by  which 
they  lived — they  themselves,  first  of  all, 
whoever  else  came  aiterwards — they  would 
soon  find  themselves,  with  the  other  pro- 
fessional '*  askers,"*  within  Uie  meshes  of 
the  law.    But,  besides  their  official?,  to 
whom  also  do  these  wonderful  ''whole- 
sale "  charities  do  good !    One  wonders ! 

There  lies  in  front  of  me  a  list  of  '^  public 
charities"  which,  from  every  point  of 
view,  is  nothing  else  than  bewildering. 
The  religious  charities  predominate.  In 
such  a  religious  country  as  this  is,  that  is 
a  matter  of  course.  To  begin  with,  each 
sect  appears  to  have  its  own  particular 
"charity"  for  the  conversion  of  all  the 
other  sects,  or,  at  any  rate,  of  some  of 
them.  The  mere  idea  of  such  a  thing 
suggests  astounding  possibilities.  Next 
in  point  of  number  are  the  "medical 
charities."  One  is  reluctant  to  breathe  a 
word  against  any  of  them,  though  tales 
are  told.  And  it  is  certain  that  many  a 
struggling  practitioner  has  forced  himself 
into  notoriety  by  founding  a  hospital. 
Any  doctor  will  tell  yon  that  that  is  one 
of  the  tricks  of  ^e  trade.  Orphanages 
under  various  titles  abound.  One  cannot 
but  fear  that  the  persons  who  receive  the 
least  benefit  froni  the  average  orphanage 
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are  the  orphans.  Then  there  are  charities 
for  special  purposes — such,  for  instance,  as 
the  charities  for  the  benefit  of  the  deaf 
and  dumb.  Enquire  into  these  carefully. 
For  a  time  almost  live  upon  the  premises. 
Not  improbably  you  will  find  that  some  of 
them  deserve  support.  In  this  connection 
make  it  a  rule  never  to  give  money  to  a 
charity  on  the  strength  of  its  mere  '  'report." 
You  will  not  know  what  you  are  giving  to 
if  yon  do.  Give  nothing  to  a  charity  unless 
you  know  it  almost  as  well  as  you  know 
the  workings  of  your  own  household. 

We  need  not  go  through  the  list  Some 
of  the  charities  which  figure  on  it  as 
charities,  4ieem,  on  the  face  of  things,  to  be 
unworthy  Uie  support  of  those  whose  sole 
desize  it  is  to  dispense  true  charity.  Fore- 
moat  among  these  are  the  numerous  sub- 
sidised trading  societies  which  profess  to 
publish^  and  to  sell,  ''pure  literature." 
That  sort  of  t^g  is,  on  the  face  of  it,  a 
trade.  Mor&  The  managers  of  these 
"charities"  are  among  the  keenest  and 
most  ''cutting"  tradesmen  going.  Then 
there  is  the  question — and  it  is  not  such  a 
simple  question  as  it  seems — what  "  pure 
literature  "  really  is.  Many  of  these  "  pure 
literature"  societies  prodiLC3  cartloads  of 
trash,  to  which  no  respectable  publieher,  in 
the  ordinary  way  of  business,  would  deign 
to  put  Us  name. 

At  the  same  time,  there  are  charities  upon 
the  list^  which,  also  on  the  face  of  things, 
do  promise  well.  Especially,  for  instance, 
those  which  profess  to  give  aid  to  discharged 
prisoners.  Few  men  and  women  are  more 
in  need  of  charity — true  charity,  the 
charity  which  is  synonymous  with  justice 
— ^ihan  they.  If  you  really  do  desire  to 
become  acquainted,  practically  acquainted, 
with  charity,  you  can  scarcely  do  better 
than  to  turn  your  thoughts,  and  to  devote 
your  energies  and  your  cash,  to  the  mourn- 
ful processions^  which,  day  after  day,  issue 
from  the  gates  of  our  many  prisons. 

Charity  is  <<  twice  blcssad."  Portia 
stated  tnily  that  it  Uesses  him  that  gives 
and  him  that  takes.  But  it  must  be  the 
real  article,  bear  in  mind,  not  the  Brum- 
magem imitation  which  is  apt  to  receive 
such  wide  advertisement.  Have  you  poor 
relations?  Show  your  charity  towards 
them.  Give  them  the  lift  which  would 
be  a  godsend.  Search  your  street,  or  your 
village,  or  your  town — do  it  quieUy,  with- 
out any  sort  of  ostentation.  Don't  go  too 
far  abroad,  don't  go  to  the  Fiji  Islands,  or 
to  the  hills  and  plains  of  Mesopotamia.  So 
far  as  you  are  able,  dispense  your  own 


charity.  Do  your  own  almsgiving — as  much 
as  possible  "  under  the  rose."  Middlemen 
are  not  always  to  be  encouraged,  whether 
they  are  in  the  trade  of  charity  or  out  of 
it.  In  spite  of  all  thafr  the  advertising 
fraternity  may  tell  you  to  .the  contrary,  it 
is  much  better  that  you  should  give  your 
sovereign  to  Lazarus  direct,  than  that  you 
should  give  to  an  army  of  well-fed,  well- 
clothed,  and  well-housed  officiaki  to  sweat 
their  salary  and  commission  out  of  it  by 
the  way. 

QUITE  INEXPLICABLE. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 


CHAPTER   I. 

Certain  girls  of  the  good  town  of 
Lanford,  who  had  all  been  to  the  same 
school  together,  grew  so  fond  of  it,  and  of 
one  another,  that  when  the  time  came  for 
a  number  of  them — sdl  contemporaries — to 
leave,  they  could  not  bear  to  contemplate 
the  idea  of  separation,  nor  the  possibility 
of  allowing  their  highly  educated  minds  to 
run  to  seed.  They  therefore  formed  a 
society — *'The  Belmont  Association'' — to 
which  all  past  members  of  the  said  school 
could  belong,  and  which,  to  quote  from  the 
rules,  had  for  one  of  its  objects  "the 
improvement  of  its  members  by  the  read- 
ing of  essays  and  discussions  tiiereon,  by 
the 'encouragement  of  private  study,  and 
the  circulation  of  high-class  literature." 

This  estimable  society  proved  a  great 
success  after  it  was  known  that  the  Misses 
Blackstone — recognised  leaders  of  the 
''  haut  ton " — were  to  be  on  the  com-, 
mittoe;  and  when  it  had  been  unani- 
mously decided,  and  thereafter  notified, 
that  tea  should  be  served  at  all  meetings, 
wheresoever  and  whensoever  assembled,  a 
great  accession  to  its  strength  took  place. 
The  meetings  were  held  at  the  homes  of 
the  members  in  rotation,  and  during  six 
months  of  the  year  congregations  entirely 
feminine  assembled  on  the  first  Thursday 
in  every  month  at  three  p.m.,  and  con- 
sidered such  subjects  as  '^  The  Choice  of  a 
Profession  for  Women,"  ^'  Ancient  British 
Landmarks,"  *' Prehistoric  Art  in  Eam- 
skatka,"  and  other  matters  of  a  kindred 
nature  and  interest. 

Oa  the  particular  Thursday  afternoon 
when  this  narrative  begins.  Miss  Helen 
Kingeland  had  been  reading  a  paper  on 
the  "  Enfranchisement  of  Women,"  and  at 
the  close  of  the  meeting  the  essayist  was 
strolling  up  West  Walk  with  her  particular 


34       [July  8, 1898.] 


ALL  THE  YEAE  BOUND. 


[Oondiictod  by 


friend,  Miss  Warringtoxii  and  improving 
tiie  occasion  by  the  delivery  of  remarks 
akin  to  the  subject  which  had  been  nnder 
discussion. 

The  two  girls  were  nearly  of  an  age, 
but  Miss  Kingsland  had  slightly  the 
advantage  in  respect  of  years,  and 
immensely  the  advantage,  or  so  she 
considered,  in  respect  of  experience  of  life. 
She  was  just  twenty-three,  of  an  intellectual 
countenance,  wore  the  inevitable  "  pince- 
nez,"  spoke  with  an  almost  painful 
precision,  and  in  a  voice  refined  and 
re-refined  to  a  height  of  cultivation  which 
made  her  the  envy  of  half  the  "  Belmont " 
ladies.  Of  a  tall  figure,  she  dressed  with 
a  studied  simplicity,  walked  with  some- 
what of  an  9ir,  and  generiftlly  carried  an 
abstruse  work — Olarendon  Press  editions 
preferred — with  which  she  refreshed  her 
mental  faculties  from  time  to  time. 

Her  companion,  Lucy  Warrington,  was 
a  more  earthly  being,  somewhat  short  in 
stature,  and  of  a  dapper  build;  features 
notihing  like  so  good  as  Miss  Helen's,  but 
with  a  pretty  round  face  and  brown  hair, 
which  some  one  I  knew  of  thought  very 
charming.  This  younger  lady  constantly 
deplored  her  lack  of  intellectual  power; 
was  horrified  when  she  discovered  that  the 
andent  British  landmarks  palled  upon  her, 
and  when  she  found  her  mind  wandering 
away  from  the  prehistoric .  Eamskatkans 
to  wonder  what  sort  of  summer  hat  she 
had  better  get.  She  admired  Miss  Helen 
immensely,  and  only  hoped  that  one  day 
she  might  attain  unto  that  exalted  view  of 
life  which  characterised  her  friend. 
-  As  the  two  walked  together  it  was  the 
elder  girl  who  did  most  of  the  talking. 
'  *^  It  seems  to  me,  Lucy,"  she  said, 
in  her  clear,  sharp  voice,  pursuing  the 
subject  of  her  afternoon's  essay,  '*  that  to 
regard  marriage  as  the  ultimate  goal  is  an 
error-— a  complete  error.  That  may  have 
satisfied  women  in  the  past,  but  it  will 
not  satisfy  them  now.  l^o,  the  pursuit  of 
the  intellectual  life  should  be  all-sufficient ; 
that  passion  styled  devotion  possesses 
merely  an  evanescent  value." 

Lucy  was  not  quite  sure  whether  she 
understood  this,  but  she  ventured  "  Yes," 
rather  doubtfully. 

**  What  is  vulgarly  known  as  *  being  in 
love,'"  pursued  her  companion,  "repre- 
sents a  state  of  mind  from  which  I  pray 
the  gods  to  deliver  me ;  and,  indeed,  the 
vapid  conversation  of  most  of  the  men  I 
have  ever  met " — here  the  nostril  became 
a  thought  more  scornful  and  the  voice,  if 


possible,  a  thought  more  refined — **  appears 
to  me  a  poor  exchange  for  the  greatest 
thoughts  which  have  ever  been  given  to 
the  world,"  by  which  Miss  Eingsiand  in- 
tended to  allude  to  the  cream  of  the  '*  Best 
Hundred  Books  "  and  her  practice  of  read- 
ing them. 

"Then  shall  you  never  marry?"  said 
Lucy  shyly,  and  half  ashamed  of  the 
audacity  which  would  penetrate  the  secrets 
of  the  great  mind  beside  her. 

"  Never,"  replied  her  companion  firmly. 
"  The  only  perfect  life  is  one  of  solitary 
study,  the  cultivation  of  the  mind,  the 
intercourse  —  through  books  —  With  the 
great,  all-impdssible  in  the  turmoil  of  a 
home." 

"  But  homes'  are  nice  places,"  remarked 
Lucy,  and  then  felt  that  she  had  said  a 
weak  thing. 

"The  term  'nice'"  (with  a  touch  of 
acidity)  "  aptly  describes  the  best  of  them. 
But  surely  life  should  be  something  more 
than  '  nice.' " 

Poor  Lucy  was  crushed. 

"I  will  speak  freely  to  you,"  pursued 
Helen,  with  an  air  of  generosity  as  of  one 
bestowing  a  favour.  ''I  wish^  to  warn 
you,  Lucy." 

Miss  Warrington  blushed  in  anticipa- 
tion. 

"  Your  life  is  too  good,  too  valuable  to 
be  wasted — ^far  too  valuable  a  possession 
to  be  committed  to  the  care  of  another." 

"  But  I'm  not  going  to  commit  it,"  with 
great  energy. 

"  My  dear,  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it. 
Forgive  me  if  appearances  led  me  to  think 
otherwise.    Mr.  Frank  Newbury " 

"  Mr.  Newbury  is  nothing  whatover  to 
me,"  with  more  energy  and  a  deeper 
blush. 

"My  dear  child,  why  will  you  get  so 
warm  1  Mr.'  Newbury  has  been  very  at- 
tentive j  you  could  not  help  that  It  was 
only  the  thought  that  you  might  possibly 
give  yourself  to  one  whose  mind  appears 
to  be — shall  I  sayl — wholly  bent  on 
puerilities,  that  led  me  to  speak." 

The  ways  of  the  companions  divided 
here,  and  they  came  to  a  stand. 

Miss  Lucy  began  to  laugh. 

"Pray  let  me  assure  you,"  she  said, 
"that  monsieur  has  not  the  least  chance 
in  tUs  quarter;  and  it  is  really  absurd  to 
talk  about  him  in  this  way.  He  is  simply 
a  member  of  the  tennis  club,  that  is  all ; 
and  if  he  will  'carry  my  racquet  up  in  the 
evening  how  ^ean  I  help  it  1 " 

Helen  smiled  tolerantly;  then,  feeling 
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that  the  conversation  had  flank  in  level, 
she  strove,  before  saying  good-bye,  to 
elevate  it  once  more. 

"Your  own  most  precious  possession/' 
she  said,  "is  yoorself.  It  should  never 
pass  into  other  hands.  That  is  why,  to 
my  mind,  marriage  and  the  nsnal  pre- 
liminary frivolities  thereto  are  intolerable ; 
nor  can  they  be  defended  from  any  but  an 
on&itellectiial  standpoint  Good  afternoon, 
dear." 

And  Miss  Kingsland  sailed  off  down 
Victoria  Boad,  leaving  Lacy  to  parsae  her 
way  home  with  a  shake  of  tiie  head  at  her 
own  deficiencies ;  for  the  samm*er  hat  rose 
again  into  view,  and  there  was  that 
most  perplexfaig  question  of  ribbon  to 
consider. 

CHAPTER  IL 

All  who  knew  Mr,  Frank  Newbury 
must  be  aware  that  that  mercurial  young 
gentleman  could  never  keep  any  of  his 
affairs  to  himself;  but  always  informed  his 
friends  of  his  good  or  Ill-fortune,  and  his 
liews  on  matters  affecting  himself  generally, 
without  the  least  delay.  One  of  those 
friends  was  Mr.  George  Henley,  philo- 
sopher, misogynist,  and; — in  his  leisure 
moments — clerk  in  Lurgan's  Bank ;  and  it 
was  no  surprise  to  this  gentleman  when, 
as  he  was  leisurely  waUdng  home  one 
evening,  he  was  assidled  by  Mr.  Newbury, 
who  rushed  up  out  of  breath,  in  manner 
following,  that  is  to  say : 

''HeiUey,  old  fellow,  I  want  to  have  a 
word  with  you.'' 

"Proceed,  my  friend,  proceed,"  quoth 
the  other,  in  an  abstracted  manner. 

*'No,  but  I  really  want  your  advice 
particularly.  It's  a  most  important 
matter " 

"Of  coarse  it's  about  a  woman,"  groaned 
Henley.  "You've  fallen  in  love  again,  I 
suppose  1" 

**Why,  what  a  genius  you  are  for 
gaessbg !    That's  exactly  it." 

"I  tiiought  so,"  with  another  groan 
and  an  amiued  expression  of  countenance. 

"  Ah,  but  this  is  a  very  different  thing 
from  any  previous  affafr.  You  may  laugh, 
but  it  fa,  I  can  tell  you.  The  fact  is, 
Henley,  I'm  awfully  hard  hit,  I  am  indeed. 
I'm  really  in  such  an  awful  state  of  mind 
I  can't  work " 

"You  don't  mean  thati"  with  quiet 
irony,  which  passed  quite  unnoticed. 

^  I  can't  sleep  o'  nights ;  I'm  in  an  awful 
state  of  mind.  I  shall  go  clean  off  my 
head  if  this  state  of  things  continues." 


"Who  is  she,  sir — ^who  is  she?"  sud 
the  other,  with  an  amused  toleration  of 
Us  companion. 

"  Oh,  I  thought  I'd  told  you.  It's  Miss 
Warrington — Lucy  Warrington.  You  know 
the  Warringtons,  don't  you  1  Live  down 
the  Murton  Boad.  White  house,  with  a 
chestnut-tree  in  front.  Awfally  nice 
people  1" 

"Of  course  they  are,  my  boy.  No,  I 
don't  know  'em.  Well,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  % " 

"  Why,  that's  just  the  point,  Henley ; 
that's  just  what  I  want  to  ask  you.  What 
would  you  do,  Henley  I    Eh  ? " 

"  My  dear  fellow,  don't  put  me  in  your 
place,  if  you  please.  I  sincerely  trust  I 
shall  never  be  in  such  desperate  straits." 

"Do  you  think  they  are  desperate, 
really  1 " 

"Oh,  you  don't  understand.  It's  the 
mere  fact  of  being  in  love  I  was  alluding 
to.  Well,  you  know,  you  must  go  and 
ask  the  lady,  mustn't  you  %  Correct  thing 
to  do,  isn't  it?  I  suppose  it's  no  use 
trying  to  dusuade  you  from  such  a  mbtaken 
course  1" 

"Qcdte  useless,"  with  great  emphasis. 
"  You  really  think  you  would,  now — go 
and  get  it  over,  eh  1"   . 

"  Go  and  get  it  over  by  all  means.  You 
think  you  are  favourably  looked  upon  in 
that  quarter,  do  you  % " 

"  I — I  think  so  j  but  how  can  you  tell  1 
The  Warringtons  are  perfectly  polite,  you 
know,  and  all  that,  but,  of  course,  that's 
nothing  to  go  by." 

"  No,  I  suppose  not.  What  sort  of  gfrl, 
now,  is  Miss  W.  1 "  pursued  Henley  with  a 
languid  interest. 

Mr.  Frank's  face  lit  up.  "  Oh,  splendid, 
splendid  I  Awfully  nice  little  girl,  pretty, 
you  know,  and  an  awfully  taking  way  with 
her.  By  Jove !  a  single  glance  of  her  eyes 
is  enough  to  knock  a  fellow  over.  Then 
there's  none  of  this  'higher  education'  rot 
about  her  that  so  many  of  the  girls  are 
mad  upon  nowadays.  Hang  it  all!  I 
don't  want  to  marry  a  wife  who  knows 
more  than  I. do.  Some  of  these  learned 
girls  are  simply  unbearable.  There's  that 
Kingsland  gfrl,  fearfully  intellectual, 
simply  unapproachable.  By  Jove !  I  know 
at  the  Langleys'  I  told  that  awfully  good 
story  about  Sir  John  Gawthropp,  you 
know,  and  his  terrier  and  the  burglar,  and 
she  sat  up  as  mum  as  an  undertc^er,  and 
when  I'd  done  began  to  talk  about  some- 
thing out  of  'Plutarch's  Lives.'  I  can't 
bear  a  girl  who's  no  sense  of  humour.    No, 
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confound  it,  the  other  one's  the  girl  for 
my  money ;  that  intellectual  busineas  ain't 
in  my  line." 

"My  boy,  I  believe  you,"  said  Henley 
fervently.     "  Go,  and  joy  be  with  you." 

"  You  really  would,  then,  eh  1 " 

"Certainly,  if  you've  quite  made  up 
your  mind.  You  see,  if  you  lose  time,  you 
may  be  too  late.  Is  there  anybody  else 
in  the  field!" 

"There's  that  wretched  little  Ashley — 
you  know  him — fellow  with  a  pale-faced 
mug — awfally  solemn  chap — no  end  of  a 
bore.  He  used  to  hang  around  a  bit,  but — 
confound  it  all,  Henley  !  I'm  not  proud — 
but  I  think  I  can  cut  him  out" 

"My  dear  sir,  you  have  money.  Don't 
I  know  the  amount  of  your  little  account 


not  do  better — ^particularly  as  he  always 
looked  his  best  in  flannels — than  screw  his 
courage  to  the  sticking-place  and  make  his 
declaration  to  Misa  Warrington  without 
any  further  delay. 

Whatever  favourable  anticipations  he 
may  have  had,  I  am  not  prepared  to  say; 
perhaps  he  augured  too  well  from  Miss 
Lucy's  sweetness  of  disposition  and  in- 
variable kindliness  of  manner.  However 
that  may  be,  certain  it  is  that  he  received 
a  very  disagreeable  shock  indeed  when,  on 
the  particular  day  in  question,  the  young 
lady,  in  reply  to  his  enquiry,  gave  him, 
with  all  due  consideration  for  his  feelings 
but  still  with  great  firmness,  to  understand 
that  his  case  was  hopeless,  and  that  in 
that  particular  quarter  he  had  no  chance 


at  Lurgan's  9    You  can  have  whom  you  whatever, 

please."  I  picture  the  surprise  and  discomfiture  of 

At  this  point  the  friends  parted  with  poor  I^ewbnry.     He  rushed  in  to  Henley 

mutual  esteem,  and  Mr.  Newbury  went  on  that  evening  in  a  dreadful  state,  swore  that 


his  way  until  he  could  find  some  other  ear 
into  which  he  could  pour  his  confidences. 
Mr.  Henley  chuckled  all  the  rest  of  the 
way  home. 


CHAPTER  III. 


On  the  appearance  of  the  summer  season, 
the  labours  of  the  Belmont  Society  were 
brought  to  a  temporary  close ;  the  meetings 
were  adjourned  for  some  six  months  or  so, 
and  the  learned  associates  got  on  as  well  as 


supplied  thereby. 

The  final  day  of  the  session  was  marked 
by  a  mild  festivity  in  the  shape  of  "  tea 
and  tennis"  at  the  house  of  one  of  the 
members.  The  society  on  this  particular 
occasion  threw  off  its  exclusiveness,  and 
admitted  to  the  privilege  of  its  intercourse 
a  favoured  number  of  acquaintances. 
Among  those  honoured  with  an  invitation 
was  Mr.  Frank  Kewbury,  whose  large 
means  and  other  good  points  made  him 
welcome  at  many  gatherings  in  Linford 
society. 

Now,  although  Mr.  Frank  had  avowed 
his  intention  over  and  over  again  during 
the  last  two  months  of  asking  Miss  War- 
rington that  momentous  question,  the 
answer  to  which  was  to  either  transport 
him  with  an  angelic  bliss,  or — as  he  darkly 
hinted — drive  him  to  end  his  days  by 
suicide,  still  he  had  never  up  till  this 
moment  been  able  to  pluck  up  heart  of 
grace  in  order  to  learn  his  fate.  When, 
however,  the  young  gentleman  had  duly 
accepted  the  Belmont  Society's  "  kind  invi- 
tation for  the  — th,"  he  thought  he  could 


life  was  no  longer  worth  living,  that  he 
was  a  miserable  wretch*  for  whom  the 
world,  with  any  delights  it  might  afford, 
was  practically  ended,  and  wound  up,  after 
half  an  hour's  outburst,  by — as  usual — 
asking  Mr.  Henley  for  his  advice. 

"I  don't  suppose  for  a  moment  that 
you'll  take  it,"  said  the  elder  man  drily; 
"  but  if  I  were  you,  I  should  go  away.'' 

Newbury  groaned. 

"  And  never  have  the  chance  of  seeing 


they  could  without  the  mental  impulse   her,  do  you  mean  ? "  he  ejaculated  dolefully. 


"  Exactly,  my  bey ;  that's  just  the  point 
As  you  can'li  have  her,  what's  the  use  of 
hanging  round  miserably  1  No,  go  away 
and  forget  it  all ;  you'll  be  able  to  do  that 
in — ^let  me  see — I  should  say,  in  three 
weeks." 

"Forget  herl  Never!"  cried  Frank 
indignantly.  "  I  don't  believe  you've  got 
a  heart  inside  your  waistcoat,  Henley,  con- 
found me  if  I  do.  You've  no  conception 
of  what  I'm  suffering." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  have,"  replied  the  other, 
with  great  gravity ;  "  that's  jast  why  I'm 
advising  you  to  go  away  for  a  bit ;  it's  the 
only  cure.  Go  down  to  the  sea  coast 
somewhere ;  I  only  wish  I  could.  You'll 
come  back  in  a  month — a  few  weeks— as 
right  as  ever  you  were,  see  if  you  don't." 
Here  the  front-door  bell  rang,  and  Mr. 
Henley  hailed  the  interruption  with  a 
manifest  appearance  of  relief.  "There, 
there's  old  Butler  with  his  churchwarden's 
accounts  for  me  to  audit,  worse  luck !  Go 
along,  my  boy ;  sorry  for  you — very,  but 
you'll  get  over  it.  I've  been  through  it 
myself ;  I  know  all  about  It.    Good  night. 


uHa 
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— Ah,  Mr.  Batier,  panctaal  as  ev'er.  How 
have  the  oollectionB  tamed  oat  this 
quarter  ?" 

The  converBatlon  took  a  very  sober 
tain  indeed. 

Next  momiog  Mr.  Henley  received  a 
scribbled  line  from  his  friend  : 

"Dear  Henley  (it  ran),  — Think  I 
shall  take  yoar  advice  and  go  off  for  a 
bit^  though  it  will  do.no  good,  I  know. 
Don't  know  where  I  shall  go.  Somewhere 
down  south,  perhaps. — Yours,  F.  N." 

The  recipient  of  this  note  turned  it  over 
with  a  queer  face. 

"  Poor  beggar  1''  he  soliloqaised.  "  Hope 
he  doesn't  suffer  much.  Hope  the  girl 
didn't  lead  him  on.  Should  like  to  see  this 
Wtorrington  girl." 

CHAPTER  IV. 

The  '' Warrington  girl,"  when  she 
had  done  the  only  thing  possible,  and 
kindly  but  firmly  sent  Mr.  Newbury 
away  hopeless,  was,  I  need  hardly  say, 
greatly  in  need  of  some  friendly  ear  to 
receive  her  confidences  on  the  subject. 
Not  that  Miss  Lacy  had  any  notion  of 
boasting  that  she  had  taken  a  scalp — and 
have  not  some  fair  ones  been  known  to 
brag  on  this  subject  9 — but  she  was  of  a 
nature  and  a  turn  of  mind  that  found  it 
difiicult  to  keep  news  of  any  sort  to  herself. 

Unfortunately,   Miss  Ktngsland  —  that 
confidante-in-chief — was  away  from  home, 
having  deprived  the  Belmont  Society  of 
her  presence  and  support  for  some  month 
or  more.  She  was  staying  with  her  mother 
— a  benevolent  old  lady,  with  no  preten- 
sion to  learning,  and  whom  the  daughter 
patronised  with  an  insufferable  gracious- 
ness  —  at  a  remote  Cornish  seaport.     To 
reemit  her  health  and  seek  ''refreshment 
by  a  communion  with  Natare  in  her  wilder 
moods" — see  Miss  K.'s  own  letter — was 
her  avowed  object  in  this  isolation  at  such 
an  early  period  of  the  season.     Having 
started  with  the  declaration  that  she  could 
stay  at  Tregarven  for  ever,  enjoying  ''in 
perpetuo"  the  delights  of  that  primitive 
fiahing  village,  Miss  Kingsland  appeared 
to  have  veered    round    considerably    in 
course  of  time,  as  may  be  seen  by  the 
following  letter.     This  epistle  Miss  Lucy, 
on  returning  from  the  Belmont  affair  and 
big  with  her  secret,  found  awaiting  hor  on 
the  hall  table. 


''Mt  dear  Lucy,"  wrote  the  estimable 


Miss  K.  in  her  clear,  upright  handwriting — 
"  I  accept  your  condolences  on  the  state  of 
the  weather  j  it  rains  continuously,  and  has 
done  so  for  several  days.    Under  these 
circumstances    Tregarven   is    far  from  a 
cheering  abode.     When  I  tell  you  that 
we  have  developed  an  incurably  smoky 
chimney,  and  that  for  the  past  week  the 
weather  has  been  too  rough — the  wind 
altogether  too  violent—to  venture  out  of 
doors,  you  will  understand  the  value  I 
put  upon  the  possession  of  a  philosophic 
mind  which    can    contemplate    any   and 
every  change  of  life  with  equanimity.    I 
deplore,  however,  the  complete  absence  of 
human  interest;  we  are  the  only  visitors 
in     the     place,    and    although,    far    too 
frequedtly,    human    intercourse    is    dis- 
appointing   in    the    extreme — as   in    the 
attempt  to  associate  with  those  possessing 
minds    of   an   inferior    calibre — yet    the 
complete  absence  of  all  opportunity  even 
for  such  experiment  is  to  be  deplored.     I 
cannot  but  feel,  however,  more  and  more 
that  an  intellectual  life— Such  as  I  think  I 
may  say  is  mine— muet  ever  be  to  a  great 
extent  a  lonely  life.    I  think  of  an  ill- 
assorted  union — such  as  I  have  seen — with 
feelings  of  horror.     To  keep  my  mind 
braced  by  study  and  free  from  the  weak- 
nesses which,  alas !    beset  so  many  will 
always  be  my  endeavour.    May  I  hope, 
my  dear  Lucy,  that  even  in  a  less  degree 
that  may  be  yours  also." 

Miss  Kingsland  concluded  her  letter  with 
a  Greek  sentence  which  I  regret  to  con- 
fess that  I  am  unable  to  write  down  cor- 
rectly, and  begged  bo  remain,  etc.  etc. 

Lucy  read  this  effusion,  folded  it  up  with 
a  half-sigh  and  a  smile,  and  then,  her  mind 
reverting  to  her  own'  affairs  with  extra- 
ordinary rapidity,  ran  upstairs  to  confide 
in  the  best  of  mothers. 


When  people  are  away  at  the  seaside  the 
number  and  length  of  the  letters  they  write 
are  usually  in  inverse  ratio  to  the  extent 
of  their  enjoyment ;  and  when,  therefore, 
several  weeks  went  by  without  further 
communication  from  Miss  Kingsland,  Lucy 
judged  that  her  friend  was  enjoying  good 
weather — of  every  description — and  found 
lifeatTregarven decidedly  worth  living.  She 
was  not,  however,  prepared  to  hear  such  an 
interesting  piece  of  information  as  was 
presented  to  her  by  Miss  Laura  Richmond 
— a  School  of  Art  crony — when  they  met 
at  the  corner  of  Victoria  Boad  one  day. 
''  Now,  Lucy,"  cries    Laura,   with  her 
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fat,  good-natured  face  all  a-grin,  "I've 
got  some  news  for  youl  GaesB  who's 
engaged ! " 

Of  coarse  Lacy  can't  guess,  and,  in  any 
case,  the  other  is  too  impatient  to  wait. 

"No,  yoa'Il  never  guess,"  she  cries, 
"  though  it's  a  great  friend  of  yours.  It's 
Helen — Helen  Kingsland." 

"  Never  1"  cries  Lacy  incredulously. 
"  Why,  she  has  declared  again  and  agahi 
that  she  would  never  marry.  She  has 
told  me  so  a  dozen  times." 

"Perhaps  no  one  ever  asked  her  to 
before,"  says  Laura,  with  a  malicious 
chuckle.  "  But  now— who  to  9  That's  the 
point." 

"  Some  one  she  has  met  at  Tregarven, 
no  doubt." 

"Tes;  but  whot  Who  in  the  world 
do  you  think  ? " 

Miss  Laura  so  convulsed  here,  her  speech 
is  quite  indistinct. 

"My  dear  Laura,  how  can  I  possibly 
telll    No  one  I  know,  I  dare  say." 

"Oh,  don't  you,  indeed)"  cries  the 
other,  with  immense  enjoyment  of  her 
news.     "  Well,  it's  Frank  Newbury." 

"0-o-h!"  ejaculated  Miss  Lucy,  with 
such  a  funny  face.  Then  she  added :  "  I 
wonder  why  Helen  never  wrote  to  me." 

But  if  Miss  Kingsland  did  not  write, 
Mr.  Newbury  did.  He  sent  the  foUowing 
letter  to  his  friend  Henley.  That  gentle- 
man showed  it  some  time  afterwimls  to 
Miss  Lucy  herself ;  from  which  fact  I 
imagine  that  the  two  last  named  not  only 
became  acquainted,  but  also  that  they — 
but  thb  is  going  into  a  separate  story 
altogether. 

This  was  the  letter : 

"  Dear  Hbnley,— You  were  right  and 
I  was  wrong,  old  fellow.  I  never  did  a 
better  stroke  of  work  than  when  I  left 
Lanford.  What  good  angel  brought  me  to 
this  spot  I  don't  know,  but  there  I  found 
Miss  E. — ^you  know  who  I  mean — or  should 
it  be  whom  I  mean,  ehi  I  want  to  improve 
myself  in  grammar.  Tou  know  I  used  to 
talk  about  her,  and  crack  jokes  about  blue- 
stockings, and  all  that.  Well,  I  never 
made  a  greater  mistake  in  my  Ufe.  Now 
tliat  we're  engaged — we  are  engaged,  you 
know — ^Helen^  going  to  help  me  to  educate 
my  mind.  You  know  I'm  not  an  intel- 
lectual CUBS,  am  1 1  But  I'm  going  to  work 
hard. 

"  I've  been  reading  some  of  Browning's 
poems  which  Helen  has  lent  me.    Did  you 


ever  read  'em,  and  can  you  make  'em  out  9 
I  can't  When  I  come  back  I'll  call  in 
and  get  you  to  ezphdn  some  of  the  things 
to  me.  YHiat  a  confounded  ass  I've  been 
to  let  my  mind  run  to  seed  I  I  simply 
don't  know  how  I  had  the  cheek  to  ask 
Helen  to  have  me ;  she's  all  intellect,  you 
know,  and  all  that.  There's  a  very  good 
billiard-table  here  at  the  *  Grown,'  where 
I'm  staying.  You  see  the  Browning  comes 
rather  stiff,  and  I  have  to  relax  a  bit  now 
and  then.  At  the  same  Ume  I  do  wish  I 
was  a  cleverer  fellow. 

"  Oan  you  tell  me  what  this  Greek  means 
on  endosed  slip ) — it  is  Greek,  I  beleive — 
is  that  spelt  right,  or  is  it  iel  I  never 
can  remember.  Helen  wrote  it  and  slipped 
it  inside  one  of  the  books  she  lent  me,  and 
asked  me  if  it  wasn't  fine.  'Ob,  un- 
oominonl'  says  I  gravely;  but,  confound 
me,  Henley,  if  I  know  what  it  means ! 
Do  tell  me,  there's  a  good  fellow. 

"  Yours  ever,  F.  N. 

"  P.S.— Helen's  the  dearest  girl" 

SEASIDE  EXISTENCE. 


I  USB  the  word  "  existence"  advisedly,  as 
distinct  from  the  more  vivacious  word 
"life."  The  latter,  properly  speaking, 
belongs  only  to  the  short  speU  of  tw6  or 
three  months  when  the  season  is  on. 
Between  the  two  there  is  nearly  as  much 
difference  as  between  light  and  dark. 
There  is  certainly  as  much  difference  as 
between  a  man  drunk  and  a  man  sober. 

Those  happy  mortals  who  behold  the 
sea  when  it  is  on  its  best  behaviour,  and 
none  otiier,  are,  I  think,  to  be  congratulated. 
They  store  some  sweet  impressions  of  it  in 
their  minds  to  take  back  to  the  metropolis 
and  the  midland  towns  whence  they  have 
come.  From  that  time  forward  they  think 
of  it  only  as  they  know  it;  as  a  charming, 
bright,  glistening  surface  of  sunlit  blue 
water,  agreeably  studded — ^no  doubt  for 
the  sake  of  the  effect — with  white  sails  and 
boats  gently  rooking.  It  is  a  convenient 
locality — at  least  its  environs  are — ^for  the 
children  to  learn  how  to  use  their  spades 
witiiout  damaging  the  home  garden.  It  is 
fdso  wonderful  for  its  fish.  For  the  rest, 
it  has  no  bad  qualities,  none  whatever. 
Its  association  with  the  agreeable  time  of 
holiday  is  of  course  yet  another  reason  why 
it  gets  monstrously  idealised  in  their  some- 
what unreasonable,  not  to  say  fatuous, 
minds. 

Little   they   know  it,  however.      We 
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otheiBi  who  spend  at  leaat  ten  or  eleven 
monthis  of  the  year  by  its  "briny  marge," 
trust  the  beaatUhl  ocean  about  as  much  as 
we  wonld  a  wolf  fresh  from  its  native 
forest.  Somehow  or  other,  after  awhile, 
we  fafl  to  regard  it  as  the  channing 
attraction  it  ought  to  be.  The  monotonous 
booming  of  its  waves,  or  theb  drowsy  slip- 
shod  scraping  on  the  shingle,  gets  mortally 
tedious.  It  is  little  better  than  the  tire- 
some voice  of  the  metropolitan  hurdy- 
gurdy,  and  inasmuch  as  you  cannot  bribe 
it  to  take  its  noise  into  the  next  street, 
and  neither  prayers  nor  objurgations  can 
tranquillise  it,  it  seems  even  worse  than 
die  most  fiendbhly  persistent  of  expatriated 
Italians.  Oranted,  of  course,  willingly,  that 
in  certain  moods  it  is  sufficiently  winsome. 
But  we  dwellers  by  it  know  how  little 
these  fair  appearances  are  to  be  trusted. 
The  annual  visitor  is  not  in  the  secret. 
He,  with  Ills  wife  and  the  six  or  seven 
litUe  ones,  are  fain  to  dap  their  hands  and 
pzaisa  it  to  the  skies.  They  snuff  in  its 
breezes  and  never  weary — ^in  the  fortnight 
— of  staring  at  it  with  clasped  hands  and 
beatified  countenanGe&  They  say  all 
manner  of  foolish,  fond  things  "about  it, 
and  .strenuously  wish  that  certain  absent 
dear  ones  could  be  with  them  to  share  in 
the  felicity  It  seems  to  generate  within 
them.  It  is  all  in  all  to  them — for  the 
fortn^ht  They  bathe  in  it,  row  on  it, 
and  eat  its  shrimps.  Even  the  musical 
bands  and  the  nigger  minstrels  that  congre- 
gate (m  the  Parade  are  a  mysterious  part  of 
It,  all  contributing  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
holiday-maker.  And  so  it  often  happens 
ttiat  a  family  sheds  hot  tears  under  the 
strain  of  parting  from  it  when  the  fort- 
n%ht  lias  expired. 

It  is  reidly  exceedingly  foolidi  of  such 
peopla  They  know  not  in  earnest  truth 
what  they  weep  for.  Of  all  whited 
sepulchres,  the  beautiful  sea  is  about  the 
whitest  and  the  falsest.  It  has  been 
asked  over  and  over  again  —  by  Paul 
Dombey  and  the  picturesque  child  that 
advertises  Beecham's  PiUs — ''What  are 
the  wild  waves  saying) "  If  we  could  lay 
hands  on  a  phildogist  skilled  in  marine 
tongues,  I  warrant  we  should  learn  that  as 
a  rule  the  wild  waves  used  very  strong 
lancnasre. 

Even  in  their  mildest  moods  I  fancy 
tb&y  are  only  jeering  at  us  mortals ;  mock- 
ing us  for  paddling  bare-legged  in  them 
and  filching  the  shells,  zoophytes,  and 
other  rubbidi  which  they  have  altogether 
done  with.    How  can  it  be  supposed,  in 


any  case,  that  they  have  aught  to  say  to 
minister  to  our  own  self-importance  % 
What  profit  are  we  to  them  \  Indeed,  the 
profit  is  manifestly  all  on  the  other  leg. 
We  have  no  control  over  them,  for  the 
spilling  of  a  pot  or  two  of  oQ  upon  a  few 
square  yards  of  their  water  for  our  own 
purposes  is  not  to  be  taken  seriously. 
They  gang  their  own  gait,  and  doubtless 
think  themselves  sufficiently  complacent  for 
consenting  to  bear  so  many  of  our  vessels 
to  their  destinations.  But,  of  course, 
they  often  fail  even  in  this  respect,  jast 
to  show  how  independent  they  are.  Under 
these  circumstances  it  is  too  much  to 
expect  that  we  should  be  edified  if  we 
could  make  head  and  tail  of  the  language 
of  the  wild  waves. 

We  dwellers  by  the  sea  have  no  such 
diverting  time  of  it  for  six  or  seven 
months  in  the  year.  Have  you  not,  it  may 
be  asked,  boating  and  fresh  fish,  and  pure, 
undefiled  airt  For  the  matter  of  that,  I 
suppose  we  have  all  three;  and  preciously 
weary  we  get  of  them.  Speaking  for  mv- 
self,  there  is  nothing  t  so  much  enjoy  m 
the  dead  of  winter  as  a  journey  to  town 
to  breathe  the  dear  old  fogs — the  colour 
of  a  smoked  primrose — which  caress  the 
lamp-posts  so  lovingly  in  London's  streets. 
This  is  an  atmosphere  to  be  proud  of,  let 
the  doctors  and  invalids  say.  what  they 
will.  I  feel  as  well  again  in  it  as  when  I 
have  the  blustering,  impudent,  untram- 
melled sea-breeze  blowing  in  my  face,  with 
an  aur  pellucid  to  the  horizon.  In  a 
London  fog  —  bless  itl — ^I  am  perfectly 
happy,  and  my  imagfaxation  begets  aU 
manner  of  pretty  fancies.  Whereas  by 
the.  seaside— except  in  the  season — ^I  am 
nearly  always  in  a  state  of  simmering 
melancholy.  I  am  not  naturalist  or  psy- 
chologist enough  to  be  able  to  explain 
why  this  is  so.  Between  ourselves,  I 
imagine  it  is  due  to  my  abnormal  sensi- 
bility. I  am,  don't  you  see,  behind  the 
scenes  of  the  ocean,  know  all  its  mean- 
nesses and  brutidity,  and  am  thus  never  so 
much  on  my  guard  against  being  ensnured 
by  it  as  when  it  seems  most  seductive. 
Solomon  was  right  when  he  said  that 
knowledge  increases  sorrow. 

We  hsA  a  wreck  here  one  day  —  or 
rather,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  one  night— last 
winter.  The  man  who  has  been  present  at 
a  single  downright  thrilling  wreck — with 
the  cries  of  men  and  the  wail  of  women 
travelling  towards  him  on  the  back  of  the 
wind — idm  ever  afterwards  be  suspicious 
of  the  sea.    It  is  instant  enlightenment  for 
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him.  If  he  chances  to  be  called  oat  to 
man  the  lifeboat — the  regular  practitioners 
being  almost  excusably  loth  to  attend  — 
his  feelings  will  probably  be  yet  keener. 
That,  dear  reader,  was  my  fate  that  day, 
or  rather  that  night.  I  was  dreaming  a 
very  sweet  dream  when  they  woke  me  and 
asked  if  it  was  my  pleasure  to  volunteer  in 
this  service  of  mercy.  JS'ow,  dissimulation 
is  a  fine  and  essential  quality  in  this  life  of 
ours;  but  there  are  times  when  unre- 
generate  human  nature  revolts  against  it. 
I  do  not  mind,  therefore,  admitting  that  at 
the  outset  I  demurred  to  the  task  that 
was  asked  of  me. 

It  was  only  for  a  moment  The  bed  was 
so  warm,  and  the  wind  outside  made  such  an 
infernal  howling.  Also,  there  was  snow. 
No  wonder  one  or  two  of  the  regular  crew 
pleaded  indisposition,  or  their  wives  did 
for  them,  which  is  quite  the  same  thing. 
Then  the  nobler  part  of  me  prevailed,  and 
I  dressed  and  started  into  the  storm.  We 
got  to  the  boat,  manned  and  launched  it, 
and  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  a  pretty 
wild  time.  It  was  but  the  tosg-up  of  a 
penny  piece  with  us  whether  we  should  get 
through  the  waves  or  fail  to  get  through 
them.  In  the  meantime,  dear  reader, 
what  think  yon  had  happened  ?  The  craft 
which  had  summoned  us  to  her  aid  had 
got  the  better  of  the  tide,  with  which  she 
believed  she  was  struggling  in  vain,  and 
was  comfortably  tacking  away  from  us. 
After  about  an  hour  of  very  vigorous 
exercise,  we  returned  to  the  shore  con- 
vinced that  she  had  gone  down.  But  the 
look-out  men  told  us  otherwise.  Then  we 
went  back  to  our  cooled  beds,  trying  to 
convince  ourselves  that  valour,  like  virtue, 
is  its  own  reward. 

Now,  in  the  dear  old  metropolis,  with 
its  nice  thick  fogs — condensed  sections  of 
which  I  have  thought  of  stealing  in  a 
portmanteau — no  man  except  the  doctor 
has  his  night's  rest  thus  mutilated.  And 
the  doctor  receives  fees  for  his  pains,  in 
addition  to  the  sound  consciousness  that 
he  is  a  philanthropist. 
.  But  the  fish,  you  say  1  How  appetising 
to  have  these  toothsome  esculents  sent  to 
your  door  ere  they  have  done  flapping 
their  tails,  and  with  a  vain  look  of  appeal 
in  their  living  eyes !  In  reply,  I  beg  to 
say  that  there  is  a  fallacy  here.  It  is  not 
we  dwellers  by  the  seaside  who  have  the 
pick  of  this  market.  We  catch  it,  and  you 
in  London  eat  it.  At  least  that  is  the 
conclusion  to  which  I  am  driven  after 
being   told  three  days   running    by  my 


housekeeper  that  she  can  discover  nothing 
but  kippered  herrings  in  the  market  of 
my  little  town.  Such  fish  as  we  do  get  is 
often  of  doubtfal  freshness;  so  that  we 
are  fain  to  think  it  has  been  rejected  by 
Billingsgate,  and  thence  returned  to  us. 
However,  the  world  is  fdl  of  compen- 
sations. I  gladly  confess,  therefore,  that 
though  the  real  thing  in  a  state  of  excel- 
lence is  hard  to  obtain,  our  poultry,  by 
preying  upon  fish  offal,  lay  eggs  with  a 
fishy  flavour.  We  are  thankful  for  this 
mercy. 

Needless  to  add,  moreover,  that  though 
fresh  fish  are  not  always  available  for  us, 
we  are  never  deficient  in  the  smell  of  stale 
and  dead  fish.  I  cannot  take  my  dog  for 
a  walk  without  having  to  quarrel  seriously 
with  him  because  hb  depraved  appetite 
leads  him  to  snuffle  at,  and  even  attempt 
to  eat,  cods'  heads  and  other  half-decom- 
posed abominations  which  adorn  our  coast. 
The  tastes  of  cats  in  this  direction  are  well 
known.  I  declare  I  can  smell  my  cat  at  a 
distance  of  a  hundred  yards.  The  dainty 
creature  must  be  more  than  half  metamor- 
phosed into  a  fish  by  this  time. 

I  often  get  letters  from  metropolitan 
correspondents  which    contain    sentences 
eight  or  nine  lines  long  in  envy  of  what 
they  call  the  sweet  and  healthy  peace  of 
my  Ufa     Sweet  and  healthy  fiddlesticks  1 
It  is  thought,  too,  that  the  seaside  is  an 
admirable  locality  for  brain  work  and  the 
flow  of  imagination.  I  take  leave  to  doubt 
both   suggestions.    Schopenhauer  fancied 
noise  of  any  kind  was  death  to  the  energy 
of  great  minds,  and  said  you  could  jadge  of 
the  quality  of  the  mind  by  marking  its 
sensibility  or  insensibility  to  outside  in- 
fluences.   I  dare  say  he  was  right.     But 
be  that  as  it  may,  better  far  for  the  brain 
is  the  pleasant  roll  of  cab-wheels  and  the 
mail-carts  from  St  Martin's-le-Grand  than 
the  treacherous  singsong  murmur  of  the 
ocean,  even  on  its  best  behaviour.    Cab- 
wheels  are  honest  things — a  deal  more  so 
than  their  drivers.    They  do  not  run  over 
poor    helpless  bipeds    unless  the  bipeds 
themselves  invite  them  quite  irresistibly 
to  do  so.    The  sea,  on  the  other  hand, 
feasts  on  us  by  the  thousand  per  annum. 
For  my  part,  and  writing  with  a  flippancy 
I  do  not  feel,  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  It 
would   digest    all    the    poor    mortals    it 
swallows.   This,  however,  it  declines  to  do. 
I  remember  one  pleasant  spring  evening 
I  had  wandered  from  my  cottage  over 
the    downs.    There   were    violets    under 
the  hedgerows,  and  primroses  everywhere. 
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It  was  a  mild,  sanny  time,  and  the  golden 
wisps  of  cloud  oat  over  the  still  waters, 
with  the  sweet  song  of  thrashes  in  a 
ndghboariog  copse,  were  just  the  in- 
flaences  to  make  the  brain  think  profitably. 
Tbns  wandering,  I  descended  into  a 
granite  cove,  which  most  people  fn  my 
part  of  the  country  are  content  to  regard 
as  inaccessible.  And  here,  with  her  back 
against  a  smooth  boulder,  still  glistening 
with  water,  and  with  her  feet  half  hid 
in  a  drift  of  sand,  was  a  drowned  woman. 
Her  long  hair  had  been  lashed  about  her 
by  the  ruthless  waves,  and  there  she  lay, 
idth  parted  lips,  facing  the  sunset,  and 
with  the  melodious  babble  of  her  mur- 
derer, the  sea,  in  her  dead  ears. 

This  sort  of  thing  is  enough  to  put 
any  feeling  person  out  of  humour  with 
the  sea,  be  Its  mood  ever  so  blue  and 
confiding.  It  is  a  shark,  always  on  the 
watch  for  victims,  though  not  always  in 
the  humour  for  a  meal.  Poets  who  write 
in  pndse  of  it  seldom  have  more  than 
a  casual  acquaintance  with  it.  They  are 
like  the  traveller  who  visits  a  famous 
city,  stays  there  just  long  enough  to  see 
its  unique  attractions,  and  to  shake  hands 
with  its  most  distinguished  citizens,  and 
afterwards  composes  a  book.  In  which  he 
declares  that  all  the  buildings  of  the  city 
are  as  magnificent  as  the  few  he  saw, 
and  all  the  citizens  marvels  of  wisdom, 
courtesy,  and  grace.  The  ancients  who 
wrote  of  ocean  as  ''the  darksome  sea/' 
are  the  true  authorities  about  it.  Oae 
must  go  to  our  novelists,  not  our  poets, 
for  a  fkir  mirror  of  its  qualities.  What 
do  they  show  us?  Why,  simply  that 
for  Iniquities  and  horrors  the  earth  cannot 
hold  a  candle  to  it.  The  accomplished 
pirate  is  still  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  human 
infamy.  The  beauty  of  its  sunsets  and 
sunrises  is  but  a  diabolical  foil  to  the 
tragedies  of  which  it  is  the  very  source 
and  inspiration. 

But  to  return  from  this  larger  part  of 
my  theme  to  the  little  town  in  which  I 
dwell  It  is  a  red-roof ( d  place,  and  very 
indifferently  drained.  Daring  the  five 
years  of  my  self-exile  here  I  have  marked 
with  a  kind  of  awe  how  grave  a  change 
comes  over  the  stranger  who  consents  to 
acclimatise  in  the  town.  I  do  not  attribute 
tliis  to  merely  local  influences.  Theosophy 
itself,  as  such,  cannot  expound  the  mystery. 
At  length,' however,  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  is  due  to  the  peccant 
marine  atmosphere,  and  nothing  in  the 
world  else. 


Venice,  Tyre  and  Sidon,  Boulogne, 
Monte  Carlo,  and  many  other  cities  have 
been  ruined  by  the  sea;  and  it  is  the 
same  with  individuals  as  with  cities.  I 
refer,  of  course,  to  morals.  If  I  were 
writing  a  book  on  some  high  philosophical 
theme,  and  needed  illustrations  of  evil- 
doing,  I  should  find  them  all  to  hand  in 
extraordinary  abundance  in  tlie  little  town 
by  my  side. 

Let  me  particularise,  that  my  general  in- 
dictment may  secure  a  measure  of  justifica- 
tion. There  is  a  certain  Methodist  Ghapel  in 
the  town  which  several  years  back  welcomed 
a  pastor  of  notorious  sanctity.  His  creden-- 
ticds  were  all  they  could  possibly  be.  Last 
year,  however,  he  vanished  with  the  wife 
of  our  leading  grocer,  leaving  his  own  wife 
behind  him.  Here  is  another  case.  Need- 
ing some  small  assistance  about  my 
premises,  I  engaged  from  my  native  inland 
town  a  lad  of  exemplary  condact.  He 
looked  uncommonly  well  in  buttons,  and 
for  six  months  did  his  duty  to  my  satis- 
faction. Then,  to  my  distress,  I  convicted 
him  of  robbing  me.  He  pleaded  guilty, 
and,  with  innamerabie  tears,  confessed 
that  he  hadn't  the  faintest  idea  what 
impelled  him  to  get  at  my  desk  and  annex 
my  postage  stamps.  ''It  war  a  sort  o' 
voice,  sir,  an'  I  couldn't  help  it,  indeed  I 
couldn't." 

Then,  again,  is  not  the  seaside  lodging- 
house  keeper  a  proverb  for  her  lack  of 
integrity  9  She  may  have  been  as  upright 
as  any  of  her  sex  when  she  migrated  to 
the  Parade;  but,  little  by  little,  the  in- 
sidious atmosphere  corroded  her  virtue,  so 
that,  after  a  year  or  two,  she  is  as  brazen 
as  the  Portland  convict  jast  beginning  liis 
third  five  years'  term. 

Look  next  at  the  behaviour  of  those 
mariners  who  let  boats  on  hire  and  live, 
as  it  were,  in  the  very  lungs  of  the  oceaa 
I  hope  I  am  not  wronging  them,  but  verily 
I  believe  their  equals  for  sophistication, 
craft,  and  chicane  are  not  to  be  found  in 
any  inland  city.  Their  blasphemies,  too, 
would  make  the  red-gowned  magistrates 
of  old  Venice — who  vainly  issued  so  many 
mandates  against  fhis  form  of  self-indul- 
gence —  gasp  with  stupefaction  if  they 
could  but  hear  them.  And  yet  these  men, 
for  the  most  part,  had  worthy  mothers, 
and  were  taught  in  Sunday  schools  like 
the  rest  of  mankind. 

I  have  been  struck,  too,  by  the  very 
contemptible  tone  of  thought  in  my  little 
town.  The  word  "  progress  "  has  nothing 
to  do  with  it.    Never  were  there,  I  should 
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ihilik,  Bach  a  number  of  idloi  gossipiiig'Md 
women  in  so  email  a  oompasB.  To  f  onn  an 
idea  of  their  oonverBation,  take  Act  One, 
Scene  OnOi  of  Sheridan's  ''  School  for 
Seandal"  and  apply  it  to  them,  though 
their  speech  lacks  tiie  amusing  veneer  of 
polish  which  characteriaes  the  talk  of  Lady 
Sneerwell,  Mrs.  Gandoor,  and  the  others^ 
They  divide  ttieir  time  between  tea,  knk- 
ting,  lies,  innuendoes,  and  divine  service 
somewhat  impartially.  When  the  sun 
shines,  you  may  see  them  converging 
towards  bur  little  Parade  from  all  parts  of 
the  town  at  a  certain  hour,  and  all  at  a 
pace  like  that  of  an  impatient  snail* 
Having  united  and  peered  at  each  other 
through  their  veils  to  see  what  personal 
blemishes  their  friends  have  developed 
daring  the  last  four-and-twenty  hours, 
they  then  hie  them  to  certain  iion  seats, 
where  they  sit  and  taste  each  other's 
gossip  on  their  tongues  for  a  time.  With 
Uiem  it  is  a  case  of  "  Devil  take  the  fbre- 
most"  to  depart;  for  as  each  member  of 
the  coterie  shuffles  homewards  she  becomes 
a  prey  to  the  rest 

I  do  not  wish  to  be  uncharitable  in  my 
strictures  on  these  ladies,  but  I  must  say 
they  have  little  to  recommend  them  to  the 
rest  of  the  world.  Yet  they  are  not  likely 
to  die  out  in  a  hurry.  They  have  no 
worries,  and  they  take  life  more  than 
calmly. 

Do  they  not  read!  you  ask.  I  believe 
they  do;  their  Bibles,  and  such  ante- 
diluvian literature  as  the  subscription 
reading-rooms  can  offer  them.  But  the 
latter  is  a  terrible  collection  of  books.  It 
contains  Hannah  More's  productions  and  a 
number  of  novels  written  in  the  first  two 
decades  of  the  century.  Anything  of  the 
last  forty  or  fifty  years  that  it  possesses 
has  come  toit  by  accident  or  bequest. 

I  know  nothing  more  deplorable  than 
this  sort  of  things  In  the  name  of  recti- 
tude, what  are  present-day  writers  for  if 
not  to  be  read  by  present-day  readers) 
Ab  it  is,  I  suppose  in  my  poor  benighted 
little  town  the  works  of  the  Victorian 
novelists  will  begin  to  be  asked  for  towards 
the  middle  of  the  twentieth  century. 
People  will  not  see  that  novels  are  quite 
as  necessary  to  mankind  as  soup  kitchens, 
Bible  classes,  and  hospittds.  For  there  is 
a  salvation  of  the  body  and  the  reason  as 
well  as  of  the  soul.  And  it  is  fully  as 
absurd  to  read  old  novels  as  it  would  be 
to  go  into  Tottenham  Oonrt  Road  in  1893 
dressed  like  a  citizen  of  the  time  of  Henry 
the*  Seventh. 


In  all  these  instances  is  it  not  evident 
that  it  is  not  the  criminals  themselves 
who  are  to  blame,  bo  much  as  thetsorrupt 
air  they  inhale  \  .  i  : 

For  genuine  goodness  of  heart  and  con* 
duct  commend  me  to  the  average  Londoner, 
or  the  dweller!  in  the  remotest  of  midland 
valleys,  where  stately  heather -dad  hills 
jealously  guard  the  vQkgers  from  the  con- 
taminating breath  of  old  ocean.  It  may 
be  demurred— <loes  not  the  sea  air  blow 
up  the  valley  of  Thames  into  the  me- 
tropolis, and  try  to  defile  it  ?  Perhaps  it 
does,  but  London's  atmosphere  acts  like 
the  shield  of  an  invisible  divinity,  for  ever 
engaged  in  protecting  earth's  greatest  city 
from  this  sad  influence.  Even  as  it  is, 
Heaven  knows  London  is  not  perfect ;  but 
of  its  wickedness  mne-tentha  originates  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Docks,  and  the 
other  tenth  belongs  to  those  who  go  down 
to  the  deep  iu  big  ships  or  their  own 
yachts.  The  bulk  <S  Lcmdon  is  composed 
of  the  stalwart  middle  dass,  who  have 
fully  as  much  of  the  muscle  of  virtue  about 
them  as  had  Aristides,  Cato,  and  certahi 
other  famous  ancients  whom  we  regard  as 
types  of  human  integrity. 

There  is  a  deep,  ingrained  error  in  tnany 
minds,  by  which  the  sea  is  spared  a  par- 
ticular amount  of  discredit  that  is  its  due. 
What,  pray,  is  the  common  opinion  of 
sea-sickness  1  Is  it  not  viewed  as  a  malady 
incident  to  a  weak  stomach  or  a  weak 
head?  That  seems  to  be  the  general 
belief.  The  beautiful  blue  sea,  with  its 
curling  waves,  has  no  intentioiud  part  in 
this  microcosm  of  torture.  It  is  an  affidr 
of  chance  and  personal  inaptitude,  nothing 
more. 

Surely,  though,  this  is  not  a  view  of  the 
matter  likely  <  to  be  acceptable  to  higher 
intelligences.  I  will  not  go  so  far  as  to 
say  that  the  malady  is  due  to  the*  conflict 
of  the  astral  natures  of  the  more  noble 
among  us  with  the  invisible  essence  of  the 
ocean — a  conflict  in  which  poor  human 
beings  inevitably  go  to  the  Widl,  or,  rather, 
to  the  ship's  side.  But  to  me  it  is  as  aure 
as  anything  that  sea-sickness  is  a  mark  of 
human  excellence  in  its  victim.  The 
sufiEerer  may  not  have  developed  his  finer 
faculties.  He  may  even  be  living  a  wicked 
life,  with  his  virtues  all  overlaid  by  vices. 
Yet  the  virtues  are  there,  latent  in  him, 
nevertheless.  They  need  a  ripe  occasion 
to  bestir  them  into  activity:  such  an 
occasion  is  the  sea  itself,  in  a  measure. 
They  are  piqued  into  vitality  by  its  pro- 
digious vileness;  they  struggle  more  or 
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low  effectaally  with  the  intangible  spirits 
of  the  deepi  and  at  length — alas,  for  poor 
human  natnre  I— give  up  the*  contest  and 
admit  that  they  are  beaten.  To  my  mind 
there  is  no  moral  analyst  like  the  ocean. 
The  man  wIm)  wishes  to  prove  his  friends 
must  take  them  a  yachting  trip.  Then 
let  him  hold  in  shrewd  distrust  those  of 
them  who  pace  his  deck  with  head  erect 
and  hands  in  pocket,  loadly  averring  that 
a  Ufa  on  the  ocean  wave  is  the  life  of  all 
lives  for  them.  It  is  a  lamentable  con- 
fesdon  of  their  moral  deficiencies.  On  the 
oontraiy,  he  may  confide  in  those  who  lie 
groaning  in  the  *'  chaises  longaes/'  looking 
80  green  and  white,  and  wishing  they 
had  never  been  bom. 

If,  in  putative  opposiiion  to  my  theory, 
you  object  that  there  are  many  mariners 
of  unquestionable  nobility  of  character!  I 
am  not  to  be  daunted.  Habit  and  strength 
of  will  are  factors  in  their  case.  The  best 
of  such  men,  yon  will  find,  were  at  the 
beginning  of  their  marine  existence  as  sea- 
sick as  any  landsman.  But  they  have 
persevered  until  they  are  now  tolerably  at 
ease  on  the  malignant  water,  eveji  as  a 
magnanimous  som,  after  much  writhing, 
makes  a  compromise  with  the  base  clay 
which  enshrines  it,  and  from  which  at  the 
outset  of  its  career  it  was  wont  to  recoil  so 
strenuously. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  are  many 
patent  examples  of  the  lamentable  effect 
of  the  sea  upon  characters  which  have  been 
surrendered  unreservedly  to  its  influence.  - 

Take  the  Neapolitan  boatm^d.  Have 
they  their  equals  for  diabolical  meanness 
and  brutality  f  Perhaps  they  have,  though 
I  don't  know  where  to  find  them.  Suppose 
you  are  a  lady  in  tender  health,  and  yet 
with  an  eager  desire  to  visit  the  fascina* 
ting  little  island  of  Capii.  You  see  a 
handsome  fellow  in  a  jersey  on  the  quay 
of  Santa  Lucia,  and  learn  that  he  is  a 
ferryman  licensed  to  carry  passengers  to 
the  steamer,  which  is  already  waiting  to 
start  for  the  island.  You  are  poor  and 
pmdent,  and  therefore  you  fold  your  hands 
firmly  in  front  of  yon,  and  ask  the  boatman 
to  say  for  what  sum  he  will  transport  you 
BOOM  the  fifty  yards  of  waterway.  There 
it  a  nasty  choppy  sea  on ;  you  hope,  how- 
ever, that  the  steamer  will  be  bearable. 
The  man  says  '<  One  franc,"  and  he  calls 
you  **  Signorina,"  although  yon  are  forty- 
five.  Tma  is  moderate  and  nice  of  him, 
and  BO  you  smile  cheerfully,  wave  your 
bud,  and  say  "  Good  i ''  The  honest  man 
also   smiles— he   has    wonderfully  white 


teeth,  all  in  their  proper  places-^and  very 
methodically  he  prepares  his  boat  for  its 

journey. 

The  steamer  whistles  impatiently  for  the 
third  time  ere  he  has  got  you  afloat.  Being 
forty-five,  and  not  very  stroDg>  you  beglH 
to  be  dreadfully  nervous  lest  you  should 
be  left  behind.  With  difficulty  you  signify 
your  fears  to  the  man,  who  is  certainly 
very  handsome;  indeed,  you  don't  know 
which  to  admire  the  most  in  him^  his  * 
teeth,  his  honest  dark  eyes,  his  muscular 

Shoulders,  or  his  complexion  of  golden 
»rown.  In  response  he.seems  to  hurry. 
He  does  not  carry  yon  stn&ight  to  the 
steamer,  but  towards  an  open  part  of  th^ 
harbour,  where  the  waves  of  the  Bay 
come  tumbling  from  the  ba^e  of  Vesuvius 
in  a  very  violent  manner.  In  two  minutes 
you  feel  qualms.  The  man  watches  you, 
and  rejoices  ttiat  you  show  rigna  of  internal 
disturbance.  You  motion  towards  the 
steamer.    ^*  Go  quickly,"  you  say. 

At  these  words  the  man  draws  in  his 
oars,  smiles  with  superb  grace,  and  crosses 
his  arms. 

<<I  go  no  farther,  signorina,"  he  says, 
"unless  you  give  me  five  francs.  I  keep 
you  here,  going  so,  so" — ^he  rocks  the  beat 
violentiiy,  so  that  you  screun,  for  the  gun- 
wale was  level  with  the  water — "until  you 
give  it  me." 

"  Five  francs  ! "  you  exclaim ;  and  then, 
if  you  have  a  fair  vocabulary,  you  storm  as 
violently  as  your  'feelings  —  which  are 
worsening — will  allow  you  to. 

It  is  of  no  avail,  ^e  steamer  whistles 
once  more. 

"She  goes,"  cries  the  boatman;  "is  it 
•yes'1" 

You  groan  and  pay;  the  honest  fellow 
won't  move  till  he  touches  the  money;  and 
thus  you  arrive  just  in  the  nick  of  time,  ill 
and  despoiled. 

The  Neapolitan  boatman  is,  as  he  has 
been  called  over  and  over  agftiu,  a  true 
child  of  the  sea ;  and  I  should  think  his 
mother  Is  very  proud  of  him. 

In  conclusion,.  I  for  my  part  look  for- 
ward to  the  time  when  the  oceans  shall  all 
be  scientifically  eliminated.  It  ought  not 
to  be  a  difficult  task.  They  are  clouds  in 
dissolution,  are  they  nott  Well,  then^ 
why  may  we  not  resolve  them  into  clouds  ? 
Then,  and  not  till  then,  shall  we  be  able 
to  make  a  fair  estimate  of  the  rapacity  of 
this  beautiful  sea  upon  which  the  more 
G^ple  of  us  take  such  fond,  foolish  pride 
in  dandling  ourselves. 

The  man  who  strives  to  compare  the 
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charms  of  a  seaside  residence  with  those 
of  metropolitan  life  avows  himself  in- 
adequately civilised.  Charles  Lamb  had 
the  best  of  the  argument  with  Words- 
worth on  a  kindred  theme.  His  praise  of 
London  ought  to  be  done  in  letters  of 
gold,  and  set  in  each  quarter  of  the  city, 
where  all  eyes  may  see  it  ones  or  twice  a 
day: 

"0,  her  lamps  of  a  night;  her  rich 
goldsmiths,  print-shops,  toy-shops,  mercers, 
bardwaremen,  pastrycooks  1  Sb.  Paul's 
Churchyard,  the  Strand,  Exeter  Change, 
Charing  Cross  —  with  the  man  upon  a 
black  horse!  These  are  thy  gods,  0 
London  ...  all  the  streets  and  pavements 
are  pure  gold  ...  at  least,  I  know  an 
alchymy  that  tarns  her  mud  into  that 
metal — a  mind  that  loves  to  be  at  home  in 
crowds." 

I  could  say  much  more  on  this  subject, 
but  I  fancy  this  is  enough.  If  any  reader 
thinks  me  insincere  in  my  indictment,  I 
am  open  to  convince  him  practically  that 
I  am  serious.  He  can  have  my  cottage  on 
a  rocky  cliff — ^with  a  private  bathing  cove 
below — for  his  house  in  Grosvenor  Square 
on  a  mutual  lease  of  five,  ten,  or  twenty 
years. 


ON  KALFS  SHOULDER. 

A  STORY   IN   SIX  CHAPTERS. 
By  JOHN  AYSCOUGH. 


CHAPTER  II. 

Snelgrove,  the  Buronet,  and  I  Itft  to- 
gether, and,  as  it  happened,  we  walked 
home.  Outside  the  bungalow  Snelgrove 
had  hung  back  a  minute  or  so  to  see  Mrs. 
Second  in  Command  into  her  demesne, 
and  by  the  time  we  had  lighted  our 
cheroots,  after  doing  so,  the  Resident  and 
his  sister  had  joined  us.  The  Besidency 
bungalow  being  next  door,  of  course  they 
walked  too,  and  we  started  together.  At 
their  compouud-gate  we  said  good  night, 
and  went  on  after  the  Baronet,  who  had 
seemed  impatient  and  had  not  waited. 
He  was  a  hundred  yards  or  so  ahead,  and 
we  could  just  see  his  black  figure  against 
the  white  road;  he  was  whistling,  and 
East  and  West  seemed  met  together  in  the 
panting  silence  of  the  tropic  night  and 
the  transatlantic  cadences  of  the  "Bogie 
Man." 

Suddenly  the  whistling  ceased — stopped 
dead  in  the  midst  of  a  bar,  and  at  the  same 
time  the  stalwart  figure  in  its  evening 


blackness  was  swallowed  up  in  the  broader 
blackness  of  a  grove  of  banyan-trees. 

If  you  know  Kat^ra  you  will  remember 
the  precise  spot — ^perhaps  three  hundred 
yards  past  the  Besidency — where  the  road 
dips,  and  to  the  left  there  is  a  well  where 
the  Bheesties  come  and  fill  their  skins. 
Most  of  these  magnificent  banyan-trees 
are  on  the  left  of  the  road  also;  but 
there  are  enough  on  the  other  side  of  it  to 
make  the  road  here  a  tunnel  of  blackness 
by  night. 

That  we  shoald  see  Benjamin  no  more 
was  therefore  natural,  and  there  was 
assuredly  no  cause  for  alarm  in  his  stop- 
ping that  noise,  as,  perhaps,  he  had 
stuck  a  cheroot  in  his  mouth,  and  we 
should  presently  see  him  light  it.  But  we 
did  not,  and  now  the  shadow  swallowed 
us  up  also. 

To  tell  the  truth,  neither  of  us  was 
giving  a  thought  to  the  Baronet.  The 
Albatross  had  worn  a  new  gown,  putatively 
imported,  but  we  didn't  believe  in  it. 

"No,  my  boy,  durzi-made  in  the 
verandah  from  a  fashion-plate  and  paper 
pattern.  That  wavy  seam  never  came 
through  the  Canal.'' 

At  that  moment  we  stopped  dead,  and 
I  pointed  under  the  banyans,  to  the  right, 
where  now  a  gentle  slope  led  up  to  an 
isolated  and  irrelevant  temploi  up  which 
slope  a  white  figure  flitted  silently. 

'*  Kalbad6?i  Bao,  I  bet  you  ten  rupees," 
I  whispered;  "and  Brodie's  with  him: 
come  and  see  if  he  isn't." 

The  temple  was  not  lighted  up  for  any 
midnight  ritual,  and  the  real  priest  of  it 
was  a  very  old  Brahmin  who  would  be 
extremely  unlikely  to  come  there  for  fun 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  And  there 
was  something  youthful  about  that  flitting 
figure. 

Under  the  trees  we  slipped  and  over 
the  dry,  dewless  grass.  We  flung  away 
our  cheroots,  and  were  silent  as  we  went. 
Close  to  the  temple  is  a  low  wall,  shaded 
by  trees  at  either  end^  and  into  that 
shadow  we  passed  with  a  sneaking  sense 
of  stealthiness.  Immediately  before  the 
temple  there  is  a  break  or  gateway  in  the 
wall,  the  temple  itself  standing  on  the 
brow  of  the  little  hill,  presenting  a  blank 
wall  on  the  three  other  sides,  but  pierced 
in  front  with  pillared  doorway  and 
windows. 

The  temple  might  be  twenty  feet  square, 
with  a  heavy  pagoda  in  rear  decorated 
with  carvings,  niches,  and  statues  of  Hindu 
I  deities  of  great  "  franchise  d'aUure." 
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Very  black  against  the  steely  indigo  of 
the  s^  showed  the  temple,  sandstone-red 
by  day,  bat  blacker  yet  the  three  gaps  of 
door  and  windows,  until  a  pale  glimmer 
flickered  through  them  as  of  the  collected, 
multiplied  light  of  ten  thousand  fireflies. 
Thb  weak  glimmer  strengthened  till  it 
grew  into  a  faint  and  ghostly  limelight, 
though  whether  it  came  from  lamp  or 
candle  we  could  not  tell.  It  shone  from 
behind  the  dark  blue  image  of  the  god 
7ishnu,  whose  portentous  shadow  it  flang 
forward  on  two  figures  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
one  a  youthful,  slender  form  in  flowing 
white,  the  other  taller  by  the  shoulders 
and  upwards,  incongruously  Western,  ab- 
surdly modern  in  its  evening  black. 

They  were  speaking,  but  in  tones  much 
too  low  for  aught  save  the  faintest  murmur 
to  reach  us.  Presently  the  light  faded 
out  and  we  waited,  expecting  that  they 
would  come  out  of  the  temple  and  probably 
separate.  But  no  one  came,  and  we  stole 
out  of  our  ambush  and  walked  up  the 
knoll  to  the  temple. 

There  was  no  one  in  it  It  was  so 
small  that  the  light  of  one  match  enabled 
us  to  see  that. 

Edhind  the  statue  the  floor  was  stained 
as  by  some  heap  of  charcoal  that  had  been 
burned  upon  it  —  charcoal  steeped  in 
essences  unknown  to  us.  A  very  heavy 
and  peculiar  odonr  pervaded  the  place, 
and  it  was  full  of  smoke  that  affected  the 
lungs  powerfully.  It  caused  no  choking 
sensation  or  desire  to  cougb,  but  seemed 
to  stop  breathing  altogether. 

There  was  no. door  but  that  in  front  of 
the  temple ;  how  had  the  two  come  out, 
with  that  light  behind  them,  unseen  by  us  f 
Jost  outside  upon  the  ground  we  picked 
up  Srodie's  handkerchief — a  silk  one,  that 
had  not  been  used  or  unfolded,  and  which 
he  had  probably  slipped  into  his  sleeve — 
as  one  is  apt  to  do,  forgetting  one  has 
pockets  in  mufti — and  dropped  without 
knowing. 

But  Brodie  himself  had  vanished  as 
completely  as  if  the  ground  had  opened 
and  swallowed  him.     Had  it  ? 

••Odd,  eh r' 

«  Very  odd." 

We  tamed  homeward  down  the  slope 
of  the  hill  behind  the  temple. 

«  What  is  in  it  1" 

'*  The  devil,"  I  answered,  without  hesi- 
tation. 

"If  it  was  only  the  devil  I  wouldn't 
ndnd }  but  Kalbad6vi  Rao  ia  what  I  can't 
stand." 


Oaptain  Snelgrove  had  an  idea  that 
with  all  his  faults  the  devil  was  not  a 
native. 

Down  the  road  fn  silence.  At  the  gate 
of  his  compound  we  paused. 

''  Good  night.  Think  it  over  and  let's 
hear  your  views." 

''Better  come  in  and  have  a  peg.  I 
may  have  them  ready  by  then." 

Bat  I  wanted  to  get  home. 

"]^o,  I've  an  idea  myself.  Gome  on  to 
our  bungalow  and  I'll  tell  you." 

Of  course,  we  had  neither  of  us  the  least 
expectation  of  finding  Brodie  there.  Still, 
the  fact  that  we  did  not  seemed  to  accen- 
tuate his  disappearance  more  strangely. 

''All  the  mischief  came  out  of  this,"  I 
said,  giving  an  ill-natured  kick  to  the 
old  elephant-trunk  in  which  the  Baronet 
had  been  rummaging  on  the  afternoon 
from  which  I  dated  the  'change  in  him. 
'•Let's  investigate." 

To  my  surprise  I  found  it  locked. 

''He  must  have  locked  it,  and  whyl 
It's  not  his ;  there's  nothing  of  his  in  it." 

We  decided  to  open  it,  and  after  trying 
a  dozen  little  keys  found  one  that  unlocked 
it.  Its  contents  were  such  as  have  been 
already  described;  but  it  was  obvious 
they  were  not  in  the  same  condition.  The 
papers  had  been  carefully  sorted,  and 
many  of  the  exercise  books  had  what 
seemed  to  be  rough  plans  drawn  on  blank 
pages  and  margins  of  leaves.  And  many 
new  papers  had  been  added  in  Brodie's 
handwriting  but  in  Mahratti  character. 

"And  now  whal'd  your  ideal  And 
what  are  you  making  of  that  plan  1 " 
asked  Snelgrove. 

"  My  idea  is  that  this  is  a  plan  of  the 
temple  we've  jast  seen;  thcjr're  mostly 
plans  of  temples,  I  expect ;  but  what  ones 
I  don't  know.  Look  at  that  one,  though. 
Have  you  ever  heard  that  there  are  secret 
passages  from  the  temples  at  Towli  to  the 
Fort  ?  And  from  the  Fort  to  the  ruined 
temples  in  the  hills  r' 

He  admitted  he  had  heard  it.  "  But," 
he  added  ingenuously,  "as  the  late 
Ananias  told  it  me,  I  have  not  hitherto 
fatigued  myself  with  believing  it.  My 
medical  advisers  warn  me  against  over- 
taxing my  constitution;  and  I  have  not 
felt  justified  in  taxing  it  so  far  as  to 
believe  poor  Ananias." 

"  Well,  my  theory  is  that  Brodie  and 
that  infernal  Hindu  disappeared  into  a 
secret  passage  from  that  temple  jast  now; 
but  whether  they  have  gone  to  the  Fort, 
or  to  the  hills,  or  to  Towli,  I  can'o  say." 
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''Bat  whftt  are  they  gone  for)  Oan 
yoa  say  that  1 " 

**  No ;  bat  I  have  a  Baspieion." 

I  was  seated  on  the  tablOi  and,  as 
Snelgrove  ooorteonaly  pat  it,  making  night 
hideoas  with  my  fiddle  and  my  bow.  He 
was  still  taming  over  the  papers  rather 
carelessly,  when  a  qaick,  hard  footstep 
soanded  on  the  floor,  and  Brodie  himseU 
stood  over  against  as. 

"  May  I  ask  what  yoa  are  looking  for  in 
thattrankt" 

**  That  depends.    Is  it  yoar  trank  1 " 

The  Baronet's  blae  eyes  flashed  angrily 
as  he  pat  his  qaestion. 

Sndgrove's  small  dark  ones  by  no 
means  fell  belore  them  as  he  answered  it. 

The  Scot  drew  himself  ap  fiercely  and 
tamed  to  me : 

"  I  most  say,  Lascelles,  I  shoald  hardly 
have  Aoaght  yoa  woidd  let  any  one 
rammage  among  my  papers  in  my  absence 
and  in  yoar  presence.'' 

<'  To  tell  the  tmth,  Brodie,  I  opened  the 
tnmk  myself  with  one  of  my  own  keys; 
I  eoold  not  qoite  anderstand  why,  or  by 
whom,  it  had  been  locked.  Thefe's  no  ose 
being  angry;  yoa  know  that  those  two 
tranks  are  far  more  mine  than  they  are 
yoars." 

<'  Is  that  paper  yoors  %  " 

''Until  I  had  opened  the  tmnk  I  sap- 
posed  it  to  contain  nothing  of  yoors ;  bat, 
it  yoa  want  to  be  told  the  trath,  it  seemed 
to  me  possible  tiiat  among  the  papers  left 
by  poor  De  Yesci  in  it,  some  dae  might 
be  foand  to  yoar  recent  condact.'' 

"  My  conduct  1 "  he  said,  rather  weakly. 

"Yes,  yoar  rather  mm  behavioar  of 
late.    To-night^  for  instance.'' 

I  was  stm  seated  on  the  table,  and 
still  norsed  my  violin.  He  looked 
down  apon  me  with  an  odd  expression. 
For  the  life  of  me  I  coald  not  qoite  make 
it  oat. 

<<  To-night  r'  he  echoed,  a  veiy  slight 
flash  rising  about  the  region  of  his  cheek- 
bones. 

"  Yes ;  what  happened  to  yoa  after  yoo 
left  the  Farmer-Gopears— on  the  road  by 
the  Besidency  \ " 

The  flash  deepened,  and  yet  his  ex- 
pression was  not  easy  to  anderstand.  He 
tamed  away. 

"  What  the  devil  does  it  matter  to  yoo  1 " 
he  said  horriedly,  and  with  considerable 
heat.  '*  Since  when  has  a  sobaltem  to 
explain  to  his  captain  all  his  doings) 
Yery  soon,  I  sopposey  I  will  have  to  ask 
for  leave  to  stay  oat  longer  than  yoo." 


Now,  Brodie  and  I  had  been  very  good 
friends ;  and  between  as,  until  now,  had 
been  no  talk  of  senior  officer  and  junior. 
It  soanded  onnatural  and  unpleasant  to 
hear  him  fly  off  on  that  tack. 

"  Don't  be  an  owl,  Brodie ;  you'd  better 
scooti  Snel,  and  leave  us  to  have  it  out 
comfortably.  Finish  your  peg  and  take 
another  cheroot  with  you." 

But  littie  Snelgrove  looked  rather 
dogged. 

"  Before  I  go,  Cox,  I  think  it  would  be 
well  to  explain  the  situation  more  folly  to 
your  young  friend*  I  am  not  used  to 
being  accused  of  meddling  with  other 
people's  papers." 

The  Hi^ilander  flared  op  again. 

"  You  seem  to  be  osed  enoogh  to  ddng 
it  1 "  he  cried,  with  a  suspicious  appearance 
of  willingness  to  lose  his  temper. 

«I  think,"  pursued  Snelgrove,  with  a 
peculiar  setting  of  his  lips,  "  it  would  be 
well  to  explain  to  your  young  Mend  that  he 
has  developed  lutbits  ai^d  become  involved 
in  intimacies  that  will  probably  soon  bring 
him  into  discussion  far  more  public  than 
ours;  and  that  explanations  are  likely  to 
be  demanded  havfaig  far  more  serious 
consequences  than  any  enquiries  of  ours. 
What  were  you  doing  in  the  temple  of 
Yishnu  near  the  Besidency  to-night  t" 
he  asked,  turning  sharply  towards  the 
youth. 

His  earlier  remarks  had  been  osten- 
tatiously addressed  to  me. 

"I  have  not  been  near  the  temple 
to-night — no  nearer  than  you  have,"  the 
Scotdmian  blurted  out.    . 

Any  one  coming  from  the  Farmer- 
Copears'  bungalow  must  have  been  pretty 
near  it. 

Snelgrove  sneered  openly. 

"  We  have  been  very  near  it,  hideed ! " 
he  answered.    **  We  have  been  in  it  1 " 

"Well,  what  were  you  doing  there, 
then  ? "  retorted  Brodie,  with  a  passionate 
laugh.     "  Is  it  only  a  captains'  quarter  1 " 

«•  We  were  trying  to  see  what  you  were 
up  to,  if  you  want  to  know.  Lascelles, 
you  had  better  restore  his  handkerchief  to 
your  young  friend." 

"We  found  it  on  the  steps  of  the 
temple,"  I  explained,  giving  it  him. 

He  tumed  on  his  heel  and  went  into  his 
own  bedroom. 

"Goodnight,  gentlemen!  You  should 
offer  yourselves  to  the  Intelligence  De- 
partment. Pray  don't  hurry  away,  Snel- 
grove ;  you  will  doubtless  wish  to  discuss 
your  next  move  with  Lascelles." 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Fob  some  days  nothing  peeoliar  oceorred 
at  Eat^,  and  Brodie  was  either  more 
cautioiiB  or  he  had  really  cooled  in  his 
palatial  and  Brahminical  intimacy.  Bat 
his  manner  displayed  an  intense  and  bitter 
sense  ol.  irritation  against  myself,  and  oar 
intercoorse  was  chilly  and  constrained. 

It  was  nearly  a  week  after  the  dinner- 
party at  the  Farmer-Oopears'  before  I  left 
my  carte-de-digestion.  And  when  I  did 
call  t^ey  said  It  was  "  darw^saband "  as 
regarded  the  mem  sahib;  bat  the  doctor 
sahib  himself  was  in,  and  made  me  go  in 
for  a  smoke  and  a  talk. 

"Look  here.  Cox/'  he  said  presently, 
''it's  on  my  mind  to  ask  yon  something." 

He  seemed  rather  shamefaced  abDut 
it,  and  explained  that  it  might  seem 
unprofessional  to  do  what  he  was  aboat 
doing;  bat  he  had  looked  at  it  all  ways. 

''  And  I  think  it's  the  best  way  to  be  of 
ase  to  the  chap  himself." 

"You're  going  to  talk  about  the  Baronett " 
I  observed  calmly. 

He  nodded. 

*'  You  see,  Lascelles,  I  know  you've  been 
deaoed  kind  to  the  lad,  especially  when  he's 
had  fever,  and  it's  just  those  great  big 
hulking-looking  fellows  who  get  it  worst." 
— ^Fanner-Copear  himself  was  nothing  like 
so  long  as  his  name. — "  Well,  and  I  saw  by 
your  ftce  here  the  other  night  tiiat  you 
ahready  twigged  something  was  up  there. 
The  mischief  is,  the  whole  station  will  twig 
it  soon,  unless  there's  an  alteration ;  and 
that  kind  of  thing  marks  a  fellow  all  his 
service.  Do  you  mind  telling  me  what  you 
knowl" 

When  I  had  told  him,  he  shook  his  head. 

"  Worse,  a  darned  sight,  than  I  thought," 
lie  muttered,  looking  absently  out  idong 
the  way  to  Towli.  '<  Will  you  believe  it  if 
I  tell  you  he  himself  is  absolutely  uncon- 
sdous  of  all  this  \ " 

"All  what  I" 

"He  knows  nothing  of  the  picture  you 
saw  liim  paint,  I  woold  bet  anything.  I 
know  he  is  utterly  unaware  of  having  been 
at  Yislmu's  temple  with  Kalbad6vi  Bao 
that  night" 

"  He  has  consulted  you  1 " 

"  Yes ;  but  he  is  on  a  totally  wrong  tack. 
He  thinks  it  is  epilepsy,  or  catalepsy.  He 
only  knows  that  certain  large  gaps  occur 
in  his  memory  now ;  that,  as  he  puts  it, 
periods  of  many  hours  are  missing  out  of 
his  life ;  and  what  has  happened  to  them 
he  can't  guess." 


The  doctor  paused  to  pull  the  straw  out 
of  a  trichy  and  while  he  lighted  it. 

"  He  says  he  is  often  terribly  done  up 
after  these  gaps,  as  if  he  had  walked  miles 
and  climbed  mountains;  and  sometimes  he 
feels  as  if  he  was  coming  to  after  a  drinking 
bout.  And  he  thinks  it's  catalepsy! "  con- 
cluded the  doctor,  with  a  pitybig  smile. 

"  Have  you  any  suspicion  what  it  is,  if 
it  isn't  catalepsy  t " 

"  I  know  very  well  what  it  is,"  replied 
the  little  man,  with  some  complacence. 
"  You've  heard  of  hypnotism  ? " 

"  Mostly  bunkum,  isn't  it  1 " 

"There's  a  deal  of  bunkum,  my  dear 
Cox,  hanging  loose  on  most  subjects,  from 
theology  to  medicine.  And  the  public 
like  uie  bunkum. best,  naturally;  Hhe 
public '  being  the  biggest  bunkum  of  all. 
But  there's  a  deuced  solid  residuum  un- 
derneath hypnotism.  Fraps  it's  devil- 
ment; p'raps  it's  animal  magnetism; 
but  there  it  is.  It's  rather  a  new  idea  in 
Europe — hypnotism — but  it's  deadly  old 
here — ^in  Ajsia." 

"  Gheel  1  cheel ! "  screamed  the  brown 
kites  outside,  "  cheel  I  cheel  1 "  as  they 
swooped  through  the  utterly  dry,  utterly 
clear  and  livbig  ab ;  it  was  rather  pleasant 
in  the  verandah,  with  one's  legs  high  up  on 
the  arms  of  the  long  chair,  one's  peg  at 
hand,  and  the  cheroot^xcellent  at  twenty- 
five  rupees  per  thousand — ^between  one's 
lips.  The  shadow  of  the  great  cork-tree 
lay  cool  around,  its  fallen  tassels  of 
fragrant  snow  whitening  the  ground.  I 
settled  myself  luxiuiously  in  my  chair 
and  prepared  to  be  interested. 

"  And  jTOU  think  this  is  hypnotism  t " 

He  nodded. 

"  What  you  tell  me  makes  it  a  practical 
certainty.  But  that  doesn't  land  us  near 
the  bottom  of  the  business.  Why  should 
Kalbad^vi  Bao  suddenly  take  to  hocus- 
pocus  with  Brodie  f  Ajid  how  does  he 
workitl" 

"  Don't  they  all  set  to  work  in  the  same 
way  f " 

"Anything  but;  and  these  Orientals 
have  no  doubt  very  special  methods,  and 
very  peculiar  secrets  of  their  own.  My 
own  theory  is  that  in  such  a  case  as  this 
the  '  hypnotism '  isn't  given  neat." 

"Ehl" 

"Well,  it  isn't  solely  done  by  immaterial 
methods.  When  Kalbad^vi  Bao  presses 
his  fingers  close  to  Brodie's  nostrils,  you 
bet  there's  something  druggy  on  his  nasty 
fingers.  When  a  peculiar  powder  is  burned 
behind  Vishnu's  image,  you  needn't  believe 
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it  was  purely  to  give  light.  It  was  to 
asBist  the  hypnotic  saggestionB  of  the 
Brahmb." 

"And  the  primary  mystery  of  all/'  I 
added  intellfgently,  "is  what  first  set 
Brodie  off  f  What  brought  him  in  touch 
with  Pertab  Singh  and  the  Palace  1  Pm 
quite  certain  it  followed  instantly  on 
that  fir&t  rummage  among  poor  Dd  Vesci's 
papers." 

<<De  Vesci  was  often  delirious  before 
he  snuffed  out;  he  didn't  say  much  to 
notice ;  but  one  night  I  sat  up  with  him, 
and  he  seemed  to  bother  a  good  deal  about 
Kali's  Shoulder;  and  he  talked  of  the  pearl 
on  it.  Doctors  hear  too  much  raving  to 
be  given  to  remember  it ;  but — ^I  say,  Oox, 
it  might  be  worth  while  to  look  over  those 
.papers  of  his." 

I  reminded  him  of  the  row  Snelgrove 
and  I  had  already,  got  into  on  their 
account. 

"  Never  mind.  It's  about  our  only  clue, 
and  by  neglecting  to  foUow  it  we  may  let 
that  lad  go  to  the  bad  altogether.  And  I 
know  old  Mahratti  pretty  well.  Are  you 
dining  at  the  Colonel's  to-night  1 " 
"  No ;  but  the  Baronet  is." 
"  And  we  are.  But  I'll  get  a  call  from 
the  hospital  and  send  the  wife  alone.  You 
and  I  can  rummage  then  undisturbed." 

It  was  distinctly  a  plot ;  but  it  seemed 
die  only  way,  and  we  acted  on  it  At 
first,  however,  with  less  result  than  we  had 
hoped  for«  Toe  elephant  -  trunk  was 
empty,  ttie  Baronet  having  evidently  made 
a  clean  sweep  of  its  contents. 

*'  H'm  !  Bother  a  sell ;  but  very  strong 
negative  evidence,"  muttered  the  doctor. 
**  Didn't  you  say  there  were  two  trunks  1 
Anything  in  the  other  I " 

The  other  had  been  put  into  my  bed- 
room I  it  was  a  goodish  old  trunk,  and  my 
bearer  bad  put  some  of  my  kit  into  it. 
This  we  removed,  and  underneath  found 
much  the  same  sort  of  litter  as  had  been  io 
that  now  emptied.  A  few  old  "  Pioneers," 
a  bundle  of  "  At  Home  "  and  **  Honorary 
Member"  cards,  some  ball  programmes, 
some  band  ditto,  some  old  raUway  guides, 
and  a  few  very  crude  sketches. 

On  the  back  of  some  of  the  cards  were 
rough  plans,  here  and  there  lettered  with 
a  few  brief  explanations  and  references. 
The  sketches  were  all  of  places  in  the  hills 


towards  Mahableshwar,  and  the  doctor 
said  they  made  a  road-map  when  taken 
together  in  the  right  order.  There  were 
eleven  of  them,  and  each  of  them  bore 
what  he  said  was  the  name  of  One  of  the 
months  in  the  old  Mahratti  language. 
Now,  these  month-names  had  no  reference 
to  anything  in  the  subject  or  appearance 
of  the  sketches;  and  the  twelfth  month 
was  missing.  The  most  elaborate  of  the 
plans,  however,  bore  the  name  of  the 
twelfth  month.  It  was  drawn  to  scale, 
and  in  the  centre  was  an  oval  mark. 

"Here's  a  sum  for  you/'  I  said,  throwing 
him  a  band  programme  with  a  sort  of 
double  proportion  sum  on  it.  <' Dove's 
egg  equals  two  hundred  carats ;  Peahen's 
egg  equals  six  hundred  carats;  Mountain 
of  Snow  say  fifty  thousand  pounds;  Kali's 
Tear  equals  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
pounds." 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor,  << there  is  a 
pearl  called  Snow  Mountain  belonging  to 
the  Maharajah  of  Onddlepore — the  biggest 
in  the  world,  they  say;  but  poor  Da  Vesci 
was  quite  wrong  in  his  sum.  Granting 
that  a  pearl  of  two  hundred  carats  was 
worth  fifty  thousand,  one  of  three  tfmes 
the  size  would  be  worth  far  more  than 
three  times  as  much.  As  to  the  actuaJ 
value  of  the  Mountain  of  Snow  I've  not 
a  notion,  nor  have  I  ever  heard  its  size. 
One  would  suppose  from  this  it  was  as 
big  as  a  pigeon's  egg ;  seemingly  De  Vesci 
thought,  however,  that  it  was  not  the 
biggest  in  the  world — that  another  existed 
somewhere  called  Kali's  Tear,  three  times 
as  large." 

"And  somewhere  on  Kali's  Shoulder 
he  thought  it  lay  hidden,  eh  % " 

II    ,  —  "  I  I      - 
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CHAPTER   XXXVl. 

"We  aie  all  the  slaves  of  man,  my  dear 
Lkdj  Brwondala.  Yon  are  kept  in  town 
became  PaiUament  insUtii  on  keeping  your 
hnsbind;  ftud  I  am  kept  in  town  be- 
canae — oh,  beeanae  the  moet  caprlclons 
yonng  man  ia  London  happens  to  be  my 
■on  1 " 

Ad  afternooD  call  in  the  first  week  of 
AogtuA  18  distinctly  an  anomaly,  and  leems 
to  partake  somewhat  of  the  nature  of  a 
viidt  of  Dondolenoe.  Parliament  was  sitting 
lato  this  year,  and  those  hapless  wires 
who  oonsideTed  it  their  dnty  to  wait  in 
town  ontii  their  legislating  hnsbands  were 
released,  visited  one  another,  and  were 
Tiaited  by  the  one  or  two  acquaintances 
detained  in  London  by  other  causes,  in  a 
manner  which  betrayed  a  combination  of 
martjidom  and  shamefaced ness. 

Lady  Braeondale,  who  was  nobbing  if 
not  a  personification  of  duty  done,  or  in 
the  act  of  doing,  was  being  condoled  witb, 
or  called  npon,  on  this  purticnlar  August 
tftemoon,  by  two  distinct  seta  of  sympathi- 
dng  acqoaintances — two  sete,  which,  In 
spite  of  placid  words  and  pretty  speechsp, 
■eemed  to  be  entirely  inoapable  of  amalga- 
mation— Ifrs.  Somayne,  and  Mn,  Pomeroy 
and  her  daughter,  who  had  arrived  a 
few  minntes  hter.  And  it  was  to  Mrs. 
Fomeroy  that  Lady  Braeondale — who  had 
a  peculiar  gift  for  saying  in  a  stately  and 
condescending  manntr  Uie  things  which 
quicker  perceptions  would  have  reoognised 
M  not  behig  precisely  the  beat  things  to 
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be  laid  under  the  oirenmstancas — turned, 
aa  Urs.  Bomayna  stopped  speaking. 

"I  suppose  Mrs.  Bomayna  looks  upon 
yon  as  the  exception  that  proves  her  rale," 
she  Bud.  "  For  it  is  not  a  case  of  manty 
compnluon  with  you,  I  believe }  I  hope 
your  sister  goes  on  welll" 

Mra,  Pomeroy,  having  neither  husbuid 
nor  aoTT,  was  detained  In  town  by  the 
praienca  in  bar  house  of  the  slater  whom 
she  hod  visited  earlier  in  the  year,  and 
who  had  apent  the  lost  month  under  the 
care  of  a  London  doctor.  But  her  t  ne 
was  aa  placid  as  ever  as  she  replied  : 

"Thank  you,  I  believe  they  consider 
her  nearly  recovered,  for  the  time  being. 
She  hopes  to  go  home  this  week.  And 
then  Maud  and  I  will  go  and  pay  some 
eonntry  visits.  We  don't  think  of  going 
abroad  this  year.  I  shouldn't  feel  eaey  to 
be  out  of  England  while  my  sister  remains 
in  this  state." 

"  But  that's  not  compulsion  at  all  I " 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Bomayna  gaily.  "You 
are  acting  entirely  on  your  own  Impulse, 
]^ow,  just  consider  my  hard  ease.  We 
were  going  to  Pontresina ;  you  know  I'm 
very  fond  of  Ponlieaina ;  it's  such  a  dear, 
bright,  amusing  place.  And  we  were 
to  nave  started  yesterday,     ^ow,  imsgioe 

;  my  feelings  when,  two  nights  ngo,  that 

I  boy  of  mine  came  home,  and  said  that,  on 
the  whole,  he  thought  he'd  rather  not  go 
abroad    this    year ;    he's  taken   with    an 

!  enthusiasm  for  his  profession,  if  you 
please,  and  he  must  needs  stay  somewhere 

,  quiet — so  he  saye — and  work  at  ib  I 
must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  he  waa 

lawfully  apologetic,  dear  fellow!"     Mrs. 

I  Bomayne  laughed  her  little  afieoted, 
maternal  langb.     "  He  waa  very  anxioua 

I  that  I  should  go  without  him,  and  even 
offered  to  give  up  his  own  plan  when  he 
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foond  how  preposterous  I  thought  that 
part  of  his  idea." 

There  was  not  the  faintest  difference  in 
Mrs.  Bomayne's  voice  by  which  it  would 
have  been  possible  to  tell  that  her  last 
statement  was  even  less  veracious  than 
any  otiher  part  of  her  speech,  and  that 
Julian's  proposal  to  give  up  his  plan  was 
a  figment  of  the  moment  only. 

"And  tiien  of  course  I  gave  in/'  she 
continued  with  affected  self-mockery.  ''Of 
course,  he  knew  I  should — ^the  wretch  1 
And  we're  to  have  a  cottage  on  the  river, 
and  spend  six  weeks  there." 

She  finished  with  a  little  grimace,  and 
Lady  Bracondale  observed  politely : 

"I'm  afraid  you  will  find  it  rather 
dull." 

"I  shall  find  it  very  dull,"  returned 
Mrs.  Bomayne  with  inffenuous  fnuiJmess. 
"I  shall  be  bored  to  death.  But,  then, 
you  all  know  that  I  am  really  a  very 
ridiculous  woman,  and  if  my  lord  and 
master  is  content,  there  is  notldng  more  to 
be  said.  He's  kind  enough  to  assure  me 
that  there  are  lots  of  nice  people  about ! 
I  don't  know  what  kind  of  nice  people  one 
is  likely  to  find  about  the  river  in  August 
and  September,  but  I  take  his  word  for 
it." 

"  I  believe  the  Oomptons  have  a  house- 
boat somewhere,"  observed  Miss  Pomeroy. 

It  was  her  first  contribution  to  the  con- 
versation, and  it  was  made  apparently 
rather  because  conventionality  by  this  time 
demanded  a  remark  of  some  sort  from  her, 
than  from  any  interest  in  the  subject. 
Before  any  reply  could  be  made,  the 
door  opened,  and  Marston  Loring  was 
announced. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  had  been  looking  rather 
sharp-featured  and  haggard,  and  there  was 
a  great  restlessness  in  her  eyes.  It  seemed 
to  leap  up  and  then  settle  suddenly  into 
comparative  repose  as  they  rested  on 
Marston  Loring,  and  as  hie  turned  to 
shake  hands  with  her  she  greeted  him 
gaily.  It  was  their  first  meeting  since 
the  night  of  the  Academy  soiree,  but 
Loring's  manner  was  absolutely  unmoved. 
His  greeting  to  her  differed  fai  nowise  from 
his  greeting  to  the  other  two  ladies,  and  if 
that  fact  in  itself  involved  a  subtle  change 
in  his  demeanour  towards  her,  the  change 
was  observed  by  one  pair  of  eyes  only — a 
pair  of  demure  brown  eyes.  Miis  Pomeroy 
had  been  a  good  deal  interested  in  Marston 
Loring's  oomiogs  and  goings  during  the 
fortnight  she  spent  in  Queen  Anne  Street. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  seemed  to  have  something 


on  her  mind  which  preoccupied  it  to  the 
exclusion  of  any  personal  consideration  of 
Loring  or  Us  demeanour. 

"  I  thought  you  were  gone,"  she  said 
lightly.  "What  are  you  doing  in  town 
to-day,  may  one  ask,  when  you  were  booked 
to  start  for  Norway  yesterday  1 " 

"  Business,"  he  returned  in  a  tone  which 
addressed  the  whole  company  rather  than 
any  member  of  it  individually.  "  I  am  in- 
vesting in  a  Scotch  moor,  and  I  can't  leave 
I^ndon  till  I  have  signed  and  sealed." 

There  was  a  delicate  implication  of 
wealth  about  the  statement  which  seemed 
to  dve  a  curious  fillip  to  the  conversation ; 
and  an  animated  little  discussion  ensued 
on  Scotland,  its  charms  and  its  disadvan- 
tages. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  held  her  part  in  the 
discussion  witii  unfailing  readiness  and 
vivacity,  and  as  the  subject  exhausted 
itself  she  rose  to  take  leave.  She  said 
good-bye  in  her  usual  charming  manner  to 
her  hostess,  and  to  Mrs.  Pomeroy  and 
her  daughter,  and  then  she  turned  to 
Loring : 

*'  By-the-bye,"  she  said  carelessly,  **  I've 
a  piece  of  property  of  yours  in  the  carriage. 
Did  you  know  you  had  lost  something 
when  you  called  the  other  dayl  No,  I 
shan't  tell  you  what  it  is,  you  very  careless 
person  1  But  I'll  give  it  you  if  you  like  to 
come  down  for  it." 

She  turned  away  with  a  little  laugh,  and 
went  out  of  the  room.  Loring  followed 
her  perforce ;  and  there  was  an  ugly  smile 
on  his  face  as  he  did  sa  At  the  foot  of 
the  stairs  she  paused ;  then  with  a  quick 
glance  towards  an  open  door  which  led  into 
a  dining-room,  she  went  rapidly  towards 
it,  signing  to  him  to  follow  her.  Once 
within  the  room,  she  turned  and  faced 
him.  She  was  smiling  stDl,  but  the  smile 
was  stiff  and  mechanical,  and  her  eyes,  as 
she  fixed  them  on  his  face,  were  desperately 
anxious.  There  was  a  curious  ring  of  con- 
scious helplessness,  and  reliance  on  the 
man  to  whom  she  spoke,  about  her  voice 
as  she  began  to  speak^ 

"  I  If  anted  to  speak  to  you,"  she  said. 
"  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you.  I'm  rather  per- 
plexed. Julian  has  taken  it  into  his  head 
to  stop  in  town,  or,  rather,  close  to  town. 
He  won't  go  abroad ;  he  won't  visit.  Oan 
you  tell  me  the  reason  t  Will  you  try  and 
find  out  the  reason  1  May  I  rely  on  you  1 
But  of  course  I  know  I  may." 

There  was  a  tone  almost  of  relief  in  her 
voice,  as  if  in  the  mere  making  of  the 
confidence,  in  the  sense  of  companionship 


I 


GharloB  Diokaofl.] 


A  VALIANT  IGNOEANOE. 


IJlllS  15. 1888.]       51 


and  support  it  gave  her,  she  f  onnd  some 
lort  of  ease. 

And  Loring  smiled  again  as  he  met  her 
eyte. 

*'  Tm  sorry  to  have  to  dispel  an  illusion 
which  is  so  flattering  to  me,"  he  said,  idth 
the  slightest  possible  aoeentaation  of  his 
naoal  quiet  cynicism  of  manner.  '<  But  it's 
useless  to  assume  that  I  can  be  of  any 
further  service  to  you." 

He  stopped,  watchmg  with  keen,  relent- 
less eyes  the  effect  of  his  words.  A  startled 
look  came  to  the  face  turned  towards  Um, 
so  strange  in  its  combination  of  anxiety 
and  artificiality.  The  eyebrows  were 
lifted  and  contracted  with  a  quick  move- 
ment of  perplexity.  Evidently  she  believed 
that  she  had  not  fuUy  understood  him,  for 
she  did  not  speak,  and  he  went  on : 

''  Your  son  and  I  have  quarrelled.  He 
has  insulted  me  grossly.  For  the  future 
we  are  strangers  to  one  another.  Conse- 
quently you  will  see  that  I  shall  be  no 
longer  able  to  keep  him  out  of  mischief." 

There  was  an  indescribable  tone  in  his 
voice  as  he  spoke  the  last  word,  ominous 
and  vindictive.  And  as  he  spoke,  Mrs. 
Somayne's  face  seemed  to  grow  haggard 
and  old,  and  her  eyes  dilated. 

"  It  can  be  put  right/'  she  said,  in  a 
quick,  uncertain  voice.  '*He  will  apolo- 
^se.    You  will  forgive " 

Loring  interrupted  her,  very  coldly  and 
incisively. 

"He  will  not  apologise  1"  he  said. 
"  And  I  should  not  acc4>t  any  apology.  I 
needn't  suggest,  of  course,  tut,  under  the 
drcumstances,  our  acquaintance,  much  as  I 
regret  this,  had  perhaps  better  cease." 

They  faced  each  other  for  another 
moment,  and  into  Mrs.  Bomayne's  eyes 
there  crept  a  sick  despair  strangely  incon- 
gruous with  the  surface  appearance  of  the 
position.  Then  she  seemed  to  recover 
herself  as  if  with  a  tremendous  effort  of 
wilL  She  drew  herself  up,  bowed  .her 
head  with  grave  dignity,  and  moved  to 
leave  the  room.  He  held  the  door  open 
for  her  witib  an  absolutely  expressionless 
eountenance.  She  passed  down  the  hall  to 
where  the  servant  was  waiting  at  the  door, 
went  out,  and  got  into  her  carriage  idone. 

Loring  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs 
watching  her,  and  then  turned  with  a 
vindictive  contentment  in  his  eyes,  and 
went  upstairs  again  to  the  drawing-room. 

The  two  elder  ladies  were  sitUng  with 
their  heads  very  close  together  as  he 
<q^ed  the  drawing-room  door,  evidently 
deep  in  some  question  of  domestic  im- 


portance. And  standing  by  a  conservatory 
window  at  the  other  mid  of  the  room,  a 
rather  bored-looking  figure ;  in  its  solitary 
girlishness,  was  Maud  Pomeroy.  The 
occasion  being,  as  has  been  said,  something 
of  an  anomaly,  conventions  were  not  so 
strict  as  usual.  Lady  Bracondale  just 
glanced  up  with  a  vague  smile  as  Loring 
reappeared,  and  then  became  absorbed  in 
conversation  as  he  strolled  across  to  Maud 
Pomeroy.  She  looked  up  at  him  with  a 
faint  smile. 

**  Has  Mrs.  Bomayne  gone  1 "  she  said. 

He  signified  a  ciureless  as(ient|  and  then 
said: 

"  You  are  looking  rather  bored,  do  you 
know,  Miss  Pomeroy  1  Suppose  we  go  and 
look  at  the  flowers  until  we  re  wanted  I " 

She  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then 
moved  idly  into  the  conservatory,  looking 
back  at  Loring  with  a  pretty  smile  as  he 
followed  her. 

**I  was  a  little  bored,"  she  confessed. 
'*  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  come  and  amuse 
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me. 

For  the  next  moment  or  two  Loring 
could  hardly  be  said  to  prove  himself  very 
amusing.  He  sauntered  round  the  little 
conservatory  at  his  companion's  side,  his 
eyes  fixed  keenly  upon  her  impaissive 
profile  with  something  very  calculating  in 
their  depths.  Miss  Pomeroy  also  was 
apparently  absorbed  in  thoughti  and  did 
not  notice  his  silence. 

''You  are  a  great  friend  of  the 
Bomaynes,  are  yon  not  1 "  she  said  at  last, 
in  her  thin,  even,  very  "proper"  tones. 

Lorbg  fflanced  at  her  again. 

''  Well,'^  he  said,  "  that's  not  a  question 
that  it's  particularly  easy  for  me  to  answer 
to-day.  I  have  been  on  fairly  intimate 
terms  with  them,  as  you  know.  But  do 
you  know  what  that  kmd  of  thing  some- 
times leads  to ) " 

Miss  Pomeroy  shook  her  head. 

"  Well,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  knowing 
people  too  well,"  said  L9ring  deliberately. 
« Ajid  then  you  find  out  little  traits  that 
don't  do.  To  tell  vou  the  truth,  Bomayne 
and  I  have  quarrelled." 

"  I'm  glad  of  that^"  said  Miss  Pomeroy 
softly. 

He  looked  at  her  quickly,  but  he  was 
not  quick  enough  to  catch  the  spiteful 
gleam  in  her  eyes. 

"Would  it  be  inquisitive  to  enquire 
why  t "  he  said. 

''  I  don't  think  Mr.  Bomayne  is  a  nice 
young  man,"  was  the  answer.  "  I  would 
rather  people  I  like— »"  ;  She  broke  off 
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in  pretty  confiuion.  "  I  would  father  yoa 
weren't  a  friend  of  hi^,  Mr.  Loring.  I 
think  there's  a  great  deal  about  him  that 
nobody  knowp." 

(<  Indeed  1  '  said  Loring,  interrogatively 
iqid  quietly. 

"You  see/'  she  said,  with  charming 
seriou&ness,  "  I  think  a  girl  can  often  feel 
whether  a  man  is  nice  or  nasty  quicker 
than  another  man  can.  Mr.  Loring,  has 
Mr.  Bomayne  ever  said  anything  to  you — 
Oh,  please  don't  think  it's  very  odd  of  me 
to  say  fiuch  things  to  you  1  HaiT  he  ever 
said  anything  that  •  made  you  think  he 
might  be  married  i  " 

There  was  a  hardly  perceptible  pause — 
a  hardly  perceptible  flash  of  comprehension 
on  Loxing's  face,  and  the  vindictive  satis- 
faction in  his  eyes  deepened. 
^  ''What  makes  yon  aik  me  that?"  he 
said,  in  a  tone  which  seemed  to  fence 
gravely  with  the  suggestion  rather  than  to 
repudiate  it. 

Miss  Pomeroy  responded  with  growing 
conviction. 

'*  Because  I'm  quite  sure  that  he  is 
married.  And,  of  course,  as  he  doesn't 
own  it,  there  must  be  something — some- 
thing not  nice  about  it.  And  it  does  seem 
to  me  so  wrong  that  people  should  like  him 
so  much  when  he  isn't  a  bit  what  they 
think  he  is." 

The  man's  eyes  and  the  girl's  eyes  met 
at  that  moment  for  the  first  time.  The 
girl's  were  perfectly  clear,  mild,  and  ex- 
pressionless, and  into  the  man's  there  stole 
a  cynical  tinge  of  admiration. 

*'By  Jove,"  he  said  to  himself,  "she is 
clever  I " 

At  that  instant  Mrs.  Fomeroy's  voice 
was  heard  from  the  drawing-room  calling 
placidly  for  her  daughter.  And  Miss 
Pomeroy  moved  forward  with  graceful 
promptitude  into  the  drawing-room. 

'*  We  shall  meet  in  Scotland  by-and-by, 
I  believe,"  said  Loring  pleasantly,  as  he 
shook  hands  wiih  Miss  Pomeroy.  "Tou 
were  to  be  at  the  Stewarts',  I  believe,  in 
the  last  week  of  August,  and  so  am  I.  I 
shall  look  forvrard  to  it.  Good-bye,  Miss 
Pomeroy." 

"  Good-bye,  Mr.  Loring." 

A  few  minutes  later  Loring  also  took 
leave  of  Lidy  Bracondale  and  went  away. 
The  satisfaction  was  stronger  than  ever  in 
his  eyep.  Maud  Pomeroy's  words  had 
somehow  or  other  carried  instantaneous 
conviction  to  his  mind,  and  in  the  fact  he 
believed  them  to  contain  he  saw  certain 
social  ruin  for  Julian  Bomayne. 


"He's  done  for  himself  all  round,"  he 
said  to  himself  as  he  let  himself  into  his 
rooms  half  an  hour  later.  "That^nice 
little  house  in  Chelsea  will  be  to  let  next 
season." 

At  that  same  moment,  in  the  manager's 
room  at  the  offices  of  the  Welcome  DIa- 
mond  Mine  Company,  Julian  Bomayne 
was  standing  by  the  table,  looking  down 
at  Bamsay  as  the  latter  sat  leaning  back 
in  his  chair,  indifferent  enough  in  attitude, 
but  with  a  hard  intensity  of  expression  in 
his  dull  eyes.  Julian  had  evidently  just 
risen,  pushirg  back  his  chair,  the  back  of 
which  he  was  gripping  almost  convulsively. 
His  face  was  ashen,  his  eyes  were  dilated 
with  an  expression  of  desperate,  intolerable 
temptation. 

"Pll  do  it,"  he  was  saying  in  a  harsb, 
unnatural  voice.  "I'll  do  it,  Bamsay. 
Shake  hands  on  it." 


BOYAL  KISSES. 


It  is  a  fact,  though  not  generally  known, 
that  kissing  was  first  introduced  into  this 
country  by  Boyalty.  The  British  monarch, 
Yortigem,  gave  a  banquet  in  honour  of  his 
Scandinavian  allies,  at  which  Bowena,  the 
beautiful  daughter  of  Hengist,  was  present. 
During  the  proceedings  the  Princess,  after 
pressing  a  brimming  beaker  to  her  lips, 
saluted  the  astonished  and  delighted  King 
with  a  little  kiss,  **  after  the  manner  of  her 
people."  * 

llie  giving  or  withholding  of  a  kiss  by 
Boyalty  has  often  been  fraught  with  great 
issues.  Thus  when,  in  1169,  Henry  the 
Second  refused  to  give  Becket  the  kiss  of 
peace,  the  usual  pledge  of  reconciliation  in 
vogue  at  that  time,  it  was  accepted  as  fatal, 
and  so  it  subsequently  proved. 

The  most  honourable  Boyal  kiss  on  record 
was  that  which  Queen  Margaret  of  France 
imprinted  in  the  presence  of  the  whole 
Court  on  the  lips  of  the  ugliest  man  in  the 
kingdom,  Alain  Chartier,  whom  she  one 
day  found  asleep.  To  those  around  her  she 
said: 

"  I  do  not  kiss  the  man,  but  the  mouth 
that  has  uttered  so  many  charming 
things." 

Amongst  the  serious  kisses  may  be 
mentioned  those  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 
and  Henry  the  Eighth  and  Anne  Boleyn. 
Both  of  these,  it  is  said,  shook  an  empire 
and  destroyed  a  reUgion. 

It  is  not  often  that  a  maiden  refuses  the 
kiss  of  her  monarch,  but  there  are  instances 
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of  such  an  honour  being  declined.     Thus, 

in  1209,  when  the  German  Emperor,  O&ho 
the    Fourth,    visited    Florence,    he    was 

present  at  a  ceremony  in  the  baptistery  of 
San  Giovanni.     Among  the  ladies  present 
was  the  wife  of  a  certain  Messer  Berto, 
with  her  daughter,   Gaaldrada,   who  at- 
tracted all  eyes  by  her  singular  beauty. 
The  Emperor  asked  Messer  Berto,  who 
happened  to  be  near  him,  the  name  of  the 
lady.    The  father  replied  that  she  was  the 
daughter  of  one  who  would  give  him  leave 
to  kiss  her  if  he  so  desired.     Gaaldrada 
overheard  the  words,  and  rising  from  her 
seat  blushing  with  indignation,  she  turned 
to  her  father  and  requested  him  to  make 
no  such  promises  for  her.    The  Emperor 
was  so  much  struck  with  the  courage  and 
modesty  of  the  young  lady,  that  he  im- 
mediately called  up  a  noble  youth,  named 
Gvddo  Beisangue,  on  whom  he  bestovred 
her  in  marriage,  with  a  large  territory  in 
the  Casentino  as  her  dowry,  and  the  title 
of  Count     A  chamber  in  the  Castle  of 
Poppi,  in  the  Casentino,  is  still  shown  as 
the  room  of  the  good  Gualdrada,  and  her 
name  is  still  more  honourably  transmitted 
to  posterity  by  Dante. 

Kiflsbg  is  reduced  to  an  absurdity  some- 
times by  Royalty,  as  when  our  monarchs 
used  to  debase  themselves  by  kissing  the 
feet  of  beggars  on  Maunday  Thursday. 
But  even  this  was  outdone  by  Queen 
Matilda^  the  wife  of  Henry  the  Second, 
who,  according  to  Matthew  Paris,  filled 
her  house  with  lepers,  and  washed  and 
kissed  their  feet,  to  the  horror  of    her 

I  brother,  King  David,  when  she  summoned 
him  to  her  presence  in  the  hope  of  per- 
suading him  to  do  likewise.  The  King 
very  wisely  declined. 

Kissing  appeanrto  have  formed  part  of 
the  marriage  service,  an  allusion  to  which 
is  made  in  ''  King  Richard  the  Secon'),'' 
where  the  Duke  of  Northumberland  an- 
nounces to  the  King  that  he  is  to  be  sent  to 
Pontefract,  and  his  wife  to  be  baniehed  to 
France.  On  hearing  the  unwelcome  news, 
the  King  pathetically  addressed  Umself  to 
Northumberland : 

Doubly  divorced !    Bad  men,  you  yiolate 
A  twofold  marriage,  'twixt  my  crown  and  me, 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me 
And  yet  not  so,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. 

Going  farther  back  in  history,  it  is 
related  tliat  on  one  occasion  Charlemagne 
caught  his  secretary  kissing  the  Emperored 
daughter  at  midnight.  The  lady,  that  her 
lover's  footsteps  might  not  be  traced  in  the 
snow,  carried  him  home  on  her  back.    The 


Emperor  heard  of  it,  and  made  her  take 
the  secretary  for  the  rest  of  her  life,  which 
she  was  nothing  loth  to  do. 

A  quaint  story  is  told  of  Whitelocke^ 
Cromwell's  Ambassador  to  the  Court  of 
Qaeen  Christina,  of  Sweden,  that  her 
Majesty  one  day,  accompanied  by  her 
ladies,  dined  with  him.  At  the  same 
time  she  requested  him  to  teach  her 
suite  the  common  English  mode  of  salu- 
tation. Wfaitelocke  at  once  complied 
with  her  wish,  and  soon  found  his  pupils 
apt  scholars,  in  spite  of  a  little  shy  reserve 
on  their  part,  when  first  following  his 
instructions. 

When  Cardinal  John  of  Lorraine  was 
presented  to  the  Duchess  of  Savoy,  she  gave 
him  her  hand  to  kiss,  greatly  to  the  indig. 
nation  of  the  irate  Churchman.  ''  How, 
madam!''  exclaimed  he;  '* am  I  to  be 
treated  in  this  manner  1  I  kiss  the  Queen, 
my  mistress,  who  is  the  greatest  queen  in 
the  world,  and  shall  I  not  kiss  you,  a  dirty 
little  Duchess  %  I  would  have  you  know 
I  have  kissed  as  handsome  ladies,  and  of 
as  great  or  greater  family  than  yours  1" 
Without  more  ado  he  made  for  the  Hps 
of  the  proud  Portuguese  Princess,  and, 
despite  the  resistance,  kissed  her  thrice 
on  her  mouth  before  he  released  her,  with 
an  exultant  laugh. 

A  very  interesting  story  Is  told  of 
Edward  the  Fourth,  who  sometimes  ap- 
plied personally  to  the  rich  for  pecuniary 
aid.  He  is  said  to  have  been  one  of 
the  handsomest  men  of  his  age,  until  worn 
out  by  debauchery,  and  was,  moreover, 
a  particular  favourite  with  the  ladies. 
On  one  occasion  he  called  upon  a  rich 
widow,  and  asked  for  a  benevolence. 
She  ^at  once  gave  him  twenty  pounds, 
saying,  ''By  my  troth  1  for  thy  lovely 
countenance  thou  shalt  have  even  twenty 
pounds."  The  King,  who  had  looked 
for  scarce  half  that  sum,  *' thanked  her, 
and  lovinglie  kissed  her,"  thereby  gaining 
her  heart  and  purse;  for  she  doubled 
her  benevolence,  paying  another  twenty 
pounds,  "  because  she  considered  the  kiss 
of  a  King  so  precious  a  jewele." 

A  King  can  give  a  Judas  kiss  as  well 
as  any  one  else.  An  instance  of  this  is 
found  in  the  treacherous  kiss  which,  in 
French  fashion,  James  the  First  imprinted 
on  either  cheek  of  his  ox-favourite,  the 
infamous  Earl  of  Somerset,  implicated  in 
Overbury's  mysterious  murder  in  .the 
Bloody  Tower,  when,  under  Chief  Justice 
Coke's  warrant,  Somerset  was  arrested. 
I  James,    who    had    secretly    ordered    the 
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arrest,  kissed  Somerset  in  seeming  friend- 
liness, muttering,  however,  as  the  door 
closed  behind  the  Earl :  '<  Go  thy  ways ; 
ril  see  thy  face  no  more." 

King  Charles  the  Second  was  partial 
to  kisses  from  the  fair  sex,  and  it  is 
recorded  that  when  he  was  making  his 
triumphal  progress  ^oogh  the  land, 
certain  ladies  who  were  presented  to  him, 
instead  of  kissing  the  Soyal  hand,  in 
their  simplicity  held  up  their  own  heads 
to  be  kissed  by  the  King.  The  King 
excused  the  blunder,  and  accepted  the 
new  form.  His  father  is  credited  with 
having  been  the  author  of  the  following 
lines : 

Hy  heart  hath  ached 
With  the  vaiD  agony  of  longing  love, 
To  look  upon  those  blooming  cheeks,  to  kiss 
Those  red  and  innocent  lips. 

Some  historic  interest  attaches  to  the 
famous  salute  offered  in  Continental 
fashion  to  her  Majesty,  Queen  Victoria, 
when  she  went  to  France,  after  the 
Crimean  War,  and  iN^apoleon  the  Third 
kissed  her  on  the  cheek. 

Here  is  an  incident  which  happened 
to  Mra  C.  A.  Wilkinson  on  her  pre- 
sentation to  William  the  Fourth,  and 
which  is  recorded  in  the  '*  Eeminiscences 
of  the  Court  and  Times  of  King  Ernest 
of  Hanover."  Mrs.  Wilkinson  was  a  very 
pretty  girl,  and  had  been  asked  by  the 
noble  editor  to  have  her  portrait  taken 
for  the  "  Book  of  Beauty."  Shcwas  duly 
presented  at  the  Drawing  Boom  by  her 
mother,  and  was  handed  by  her  grand- 
father, General  Sir  Thomas  Dallas,  a 
great  friend  of  William  the  Fourth. 

'< Halloa!"  said  his  Majesty:  << what's 
that,  Dallas  1" 

"  That's  my  grand-daughter,  sir.". 

''Here,  here,  come  back,  my  dear!" 
said  the  King.  "I  must  have  another 
kiss.  It's  only  you  and  I,  Dallas,  who 
have  such  grand-daughters,"  and  the 
blunt  old  sailor  King  gave  her  no  mere 
salute  of  ceremony^  but  a  real  good 
smack. 

Mrs.  Papendick  states  that  King  Q^orge 
the  Third  and  Queen  Caroline  witnessed 
the  Lord  Mayor's  Show  in  1761  from  the 
balcony  of  Mr.  Barclay's  house,  opposite 
Bow  Church,  Cheapsida  The  hearty  old 
man,  an  octogenarian,  had  entertained  in 
the  same  house  the  two  earlier  Georges. 
Without  abandoning  earlier  Quaker  sim- 
plicity, he  went  beyond  it  a  little  in  order 
to  do  honour  to  the  young  Qaeen,  hanging 
his  balcony  and  room  with  a  bril&ant 
crimson   damask   cloth.     The    King,  on 


arriving,  fluttered  all  the  female  Friends 
and  set  their  tuckers  in  agitation  by 
kissing  them  all  round.  The  Queen  smiled 
with  dignity,  the  King  laughed,  and  on 
their  passing  into  another  room,  the  King's 
young  brother  followed  the  example,  the 
young  Quakeresses  nothing  loth. 

Coming  down  to  more  modem  times,  a 
Paris  paper  a  few  years  ago  stated  that 
when  the  King  of  Sweden  visited  the 
Pope,  instead  of  taking  his  Holiness's  hand 
and  kissing  it,  he  kissed  him  on  both 
cheeks.  The  same  paper  added  that  the 
last  infraction  of  the  Papal  etiquette  oc- 
curred when  General  Grant  went  to  see 
Pius  the  Mnth,  and  shook  hands  with 
him,  saying:  "Very  glad  to  see  you, 
sir." 

There  are  many  anecdotes  told  of  the 
young  King  of  Spate,  and  his  kisses. 
When  Adeltea  Patti  had  the  honour  of 
singing  before  the  Queen  Begent  of  Spain, 
and  the  Boyal  lady  had  complimented  her 
on  her  singing,  Patti  asked  permission  to 
see  the  little  King.*  The  great  singer 
remarked  that  he  was  the  only  SQvereign 
in  Europe  with  whom  she  was  nqt  person- 
ally acquainted.  Alfonso  the  Thirteenth 
was  brought  into  the  room  in  Bis  nurse's 
arms.  Patti  made  a  deep  curtsy  to  him, 
and  pressed  his  little  dimpled  hand  to  her 
lips.  But  the  Queen  interposed,  saying: 
'*My  son  shall  not  be  the  first  Spaniard 
who  is  so  ungallant  as  to  permit  a  lady  to 
kiss  his  hand.  Allow  him  to  revenge  him- 
self with  a  kiss."  Obediently  Alfonso 
threw  his  fat  little  arms  round  the  neck  of 
the  prima  donna,  and  bestowed  upon  her 
a  most  warm  and  unKugly  kiss. 

Another  story  told  of  the  <*  Youngest 
Kteg "  is  that  on  Smdays  the  thirteenth 
Alfonso  is  '* At  Home"  to  the  little  sons 
and  daughters  of  the  Spanish  Court 
dignitaries.  Part  of  the  entertamment 
consists  of  dancing.  One  afternoon  the 
four-year-old  King,  after  dancing  with  a 
senorita  of  his  own  aee,  tried  to  kiss  the 
damsel,  accordteg  to  the  custom  at  these 
juvenile  entertainments.  The  little  one, 
however,  retreated  before  the  Boyal  salute. 
Next  Sunday  the  two  danced  together 
agate;  but  when  the  lady  tried  to  make 
up  for  her  sins  of  omission  of  the  previous 
dance,  and  offered  to  kiss  her  monarch, 
the  latter,  instead  of  givteg  her  his  cheek, 
offered  her  the  back  of  his  baby  hand, 
saying:  "I  am  the  King." 

One  more  anecdote  of  the  same 
monarch.  On  the  occasion  of  his  second 
birthday  a  grand  party  was  given  to  all 
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fthe  chfldren  in.  Madrid.  In  ordisr  to 
prevent  his  ftubjeots  from  behaving  in  an 
andaly  familiar  manner  towards  his 
Majesty,  the  children  were  warned  that 
any  child  who  committed  the  serious 
offence  of  attempting  to  kiss  the  King 
wonld  be  liable  to  ondergo  the  penalty  of 
being  kept  in  for  eight  days.  By  this 
threat     tiie     King     escaped     numerous 


A  most  amusing  jest  was  played  one 
day  on  the  Sultan  Haroun  al  Baschid  by 
his  Court  jester,  Abu  Nawas.  The  two 
had  been  dUscussing  the  correctness  of  the 
assertion  of  the  jester  that  an  apology  was 
often  worse  than  the  offence.  The  jester 
undertook  to  furnish  proof  of  the  correct- 
ness of  his  assertion  before  daybreak. 
The  Caliph,  who  was  in  one  of  his  savage 
moods,  swore  that  he  would  have  his 
jester's  head  struck  off  if  he  failed  to 
perform  his  promise.  Shortly  afberwards, 
Haroun  al  Baschid  retired  to  his  harem, 
where  the  first  greetbg  he  received  was  a 
kiss  from  a  rough-bearded  face.  Calling 
Instantly  for  a  Ught  and  the  ever-ready 
executioner,  he  found,  to  his  no  small 
astonishment,  that  it  was  Abu  Nawas, 
who  had  waylaid  and  kissed  him  in  the 
dark.  « 

« Wliat  on  earth  '  does  this  conduct 
mean,  you  miserable  scoundrell"  asked 
the  enraged  monarch. 

''I  most  humbly  beg  your  Majesty's 
pardon,"  replied  the  jester,  making  a  pro- 
found obeisance,  "I  thought  it  was  your 
Majesty's  favourite  wife." 

"  What  i "  shrieked  Haroun  al  Easchid. 
'<  Truly  this  apology  is  worse  than  the 
offence ! " 

<*  That  is  precisely  what  I  undertook  to 
prove  to  your  Majesty  before  the  night 
was  out." 

And  with  that  the  jester  hurried  out  of 
the  door  as  fast  as  he  could,  while  one  of 
the  Sultan's  slippers  flew  after  him. 

UP  ETNA  IN  XHE  DOGDAYS. 


The  little  rocky  speck  of  Ustica,  with  its 
colony  of  convicts,  is  sinking  fast  under 
our  starboard  quarter  in  the  soft  sea  haza 
of  early  dawn.  Over  the  bows^  across  a 
dozen  miles  of  blue  and  silver,  stretches 
the  rugged  north  Sicilian  coast,  from  Gap 
Orlando  to  Mount  Pellegrino  in  the 
west,  which,  with  a  film  of  ethereal 
drapery  on  its  broad  brow,  keeps  watch 
over  the  beautiful  city  of  Palermo.    With 


every  throb  of  the  propeller  towers  and 
domes  take  clearer  shape,  catching  new 
gleams  from  the  orient,  and  ranging  them* 
selves  in  fantastic  outline  above  the  rock- 
girt  throne  on  which  for  a  score  of 
centuries  Palenno  'Ma  felice''  has.  sat  a 
queen. 

It  is  the  end  of  July,  and  the  last 
breath  of  air  that  I  felt  was  in  Naples 
twelve  hours  ago,  since  which  the  good 
ship  under  me  has  steadily  done  her 
fourteen  knots  an  hour  through  a  tepid, 
waveless  sea.  I  am  no  stranger  to  the 
delights  of  the  torrid  zone,  or  to  melting 
moments  in  low  latituder,  but  I  can  recaU 
few  hotter  nights,  even  in  India  or  Fiji, 
than  this  night  has  been  on  board  the  "Marco 
Minghetti,"  three  thousand  two  hundred 
tons  burden,  bound  vi^  Porti  for  Odesaa, 
The  vessel  is  of  Scottish  build,  like  many 
others  of  the  Florio-Subattino  fleet,  with 
everything  of  the  best,  from  the  patent 
steam  wmch  on  the  forecastle  to  the 
steering-wheel  on  the  quarterdeck,  which 
bears  unblushingly  to  this  hour  the  homely 
name  of  "  Loudon  Castle,"  over  which'used 
to  float  the  red  ensign  in  the  Clyde.  The 
boats  are  well-found  and  well  managed, 
commander,  cooks,  and  cabins  being  all 
excellent,  with  but  two  drawbacks:  the 
very  "  mixed  "  company  of  passengers,  and 
a  conspicuous  lack  of  civility  on  the  part 
of  the  stewardiei.  It  is  a  custom  in  this 
and  other  Italian  lines  for.  second-class 
passengers  to  have  the  run  of  the  quarter- 
deck; the  heavy  first-class  fare  of  forty 
lire  from  Naples  to  Palermo,  as  against 
twenty-five  lire  second-class,  entitling  the 
passenger  only  to  what  is,  or  is  supposed 
to  be,  a  more  elaborate  dinner  and  a  more 
highly-decorated  cabin.  The  result  is  that, 
with  an  inadequate  supply  of  deck  seats,  one 
usually  finds  every  resting-place  '<  rushed  " 
by  a  medley  mob  of  noisy,  garlicky,  second 
class  traveUers,  in  defiance  of  the  "  riser- 
vato  al  Prime  posto,"  displayed  con- 
spicuously at  the  gangway.  For  roomy 
manners^  refined  rudeness,  and  general 
odoriferous  unpleasantness  it  would  be 
hard  to  beat  an  Italian  deck-load  bound 
for  the  Levant  in  the  dbg-days.  However, 
many  years  of  vagabond  Ufe  have  dulled 
the  fine  edge  of  an  overwrought  squeamish- 
ness,  and  an  ''al  fresco^  dinner,  with 
draughts  of  delicious  iced  Lilibeo  and  a 
beaker  of  Malmsey — grown  in  Lipari— 
drove  away  all  discontent,  and  set  my  soul 
atune  with  the  supreme  tranquillity  of  the 
glorious  summer  night. 

And  now  that  those  six  weary  hours 
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between  decks  have  rolled  away,  and  a 
cool  breath  from  the  gatee  of  morning 
brings  back  a  sense  of  Ufe,  if  not  of  elas- 
ticity, I  forget  the  heavily  npholstered 
coach  that  set  sleep  at  defiance;  the 
gruff,  corpulent  commercial  traveller 
over  whose  multifarious  collection  of 
baggage  I  was  forced  as  best  I  could 
to  climb  to  my  bed,  and  whose  sole 
response .  to  any  suggestion  I  had  to 
offer  in  the  matter  of  ventilation,  etc.,  was 
a  surly  snarl  of  "  Facci  come  place '' ;  the 
onslaught  of  what  iPliny  or  somebody 
euphemistically  calls  "animalia  ssitiva"; 
these  and  such-like  motes  in  the  sunbeam 
may  wqII  be  banished  from  one's  memory 
in  presence  of  the  glorious  beauty  that  lies 
outspread  before  me  as  the  ship  comes 
slowly  round  the  end  of  the  mole,  and 
with  a  roar  and  a  rattle  her  anchors  rush 
down  into  the  liquid  marble  of  the  harbour. 
In  half  an  hour  I  am  treading  the  streets  of 
Palermo,  before  the  trams  are  up,  and 
while  as  yet  the  morning  journals  are  wet 
and  sticky. 

Surely  there  is  not  a  more  beautiful 
home  of  men  on  earth  than  this  old 
Phcenician  city  of  Panormos,  with  her 
stretch  of  fields  and  fruit-gardens  clothing 
the  broad  plain  of  the  Oonca  d'  Oro  right 
up  to  the  feet  of  her  noble  mountain  walls. 
Where  are  there  brighter,  busier  quays  j  a 
nobler  shrine  than  the  Cappella  Palatlna ; 
a  more  exquisite  garden  than  the  palm- 
shaded  Flora ;  a  merrier,  madder  highway 
than  the  loqg  Gassaro  that  goes  winding 
out  like  a  wide,  dust-covered  riband 
through  the  stately  Porta  Nuova  to  the 
base  of  Moureale  f  It  is  the  notable  festa 
of  Sant'  Anna,  and  the  light-hearted 
Palermitans  have  given  themselves  over  in 
a  body  to  a  right  honouring  of  the  mother 
of  the  Mother-Mafd.  Bands  of  musicians 
are  parading  the  streets.  From  end  to  end 
the  Toledo  is  filled  by  a  dense  moving 
throng  of  chattering,  laughing  holiday- 
makera  Every  one,  man,  woman,  and  child, 
who  is  not  gnawing  a  colossal  water-melon, 
Is  quaffing  <<granitod'arancia" — a  celestial 
frozen  orange  compound — or  sipping  "  sor- 
betti "  from  one  of  the  long  line  of  ice  and 
syrup  and  sweet-stuff  vendors  whose  trays 
block  up  the  narrow  footways,  and  whose 
strident  accents,  as  they  cry  their  wares, 
lend  an  added  terror  to  the  babel  of  sounds. 
..Water-carriers,  with  their  long-drawn, 
agonising  '^  Acqua-a-a-a,"  like  the  cry  of  a 
mortal  perishing  for  want  of  a  drop ;  bawl- 
ing newspaper  boys ;  hawkers  of  toys,  and 
fruit,  and  matches ;  strapping  sunbrowned 


girls  with  armf als  of  exquisite  yellow  roses 
and  natty  little  clumps  of  strawberries  tied 
posy-like  round  the  end  of  a  slip  of  wood, 
and  daintily  decked  with  a  spray  of  leaf  or 
fern ;  acolytes  at  every  church  door  ringing 
in  wandering  souls  to  mass  with  a  hand- 
bell, suggestive  of  an  auction  inside ;  cabs 
in  slow  procession  with  the  drivers  carrying 
a  fan  or  an  umbrella,  and  the  horses  in 
cock-feathers  and  snnhelmets ;  swarms  of 
untidy-looking  soldiers  in  every  species  of 
gear  and  garb,  and  their  officers  in  light 
blue  trousers  of  such  miraculous  fit  as  to 
suggest  that  their  nether  limbs  have  been 
poured  into  them  in  a  molten  state ;  groups 
of  dark-eyed  saucy  maidens  with  attendant 
mashexs  in  wide-breasted  pink  shirts  and 
blue  neckties ;  an  old  mummy-faced  shoe- 
black, who  insistently  raps  his  box  with 
his  blacking-brush,  and  to  whom  a  still 
mummier  old  lady,  bent  in  body  but  with 
the  air  of  a  grande  dame,  offers  in  passing 
a  pinch  of  rappee,  of  which  the  rapper, 
with  a  grin  that  would  make  a  horse  shy, 
thrusts  half  into  his  nostrils  and  the  other 
half  drops  with  tender  solicitude  into  the 
recesses  of  a  doubtful  pocket;  strings  of 
wooden  mule-carts  painted  from  shaft-tip 
to  backboard  in  all  the  hues  of  the  rain- 
bow, with  blood  and  thunder  battle-pieces 
on  their  side  panels,  or  S^.  Lorerz*)  on  his 
gridiron,  or  the  tortures  of  saintly  Agata, 
or  the  glorious  horrors  of  the  Sicilian 
Vespers,  when  the  soil  of  what  is  now 
yonder  cypress-shadowed  Campo  Santo,  a 
mile  away  under  the  hill^  was  drenched 
with  Gallic  blood,  and  all  Sicily  leapt 
from  the  yoke  of  the  hated  Angevin. 
Surely  it  would  be  hard  to  match  in  any 
other  city  so  gay  a  scene !  Palermo 
is  beyond  question  the  talkiest  town  on 
earth;  every  man  speaks  as  if  he  were 
hailing  a  ship  at  sea  in  the  roaring  forties ;. 
it  must  be  in  the  air,  for  the  very  donkeys 
bray  more  acutely  and  with  slighter  •pro- 
vocation than  any  four-footed  ones  I  know. 
It  is  either  Cicero  or  Baedeker — or  both — 
who  has  said  that  no  Sicilian,  young  or 
old,  is  ever  at  a  loss  for  a  bon  mot  or  a 
repartee.  The  Trinaerian  vernacular  has 
so  little  in  common  with  the  mellifluous 
Tuscan  speech  that  I  am  not  in  a  position 
to  assay  the  quality  of  the  wit  that  flies 
from  lip  to  lip;  but  judging  from  the 
ripples  of  laughter  and  vivacious  merri- 
ment that  fill  the  air,  there  is  plenty  of  it 
about. 

After  two  or  three  days  devoted  to  the 
dubious  pleasures  of  sight-seeing  in  a 
scorching    sciroccOi   I    sank  gasping  and 
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weary  on  my  bed  at  the  "H6'el  de  France" 
to  Bnatch  an  hoar'a  rest,  and  make  np  my 
mind — an  exertion  to  which  since  landing 
I  had  been  wholly  unequal — as  to  the  next 
step  in  my  wanderings.  It  was  the  sacred 
hour  of  "Siesta/'  and^Palermo  was  slumber- 
ing from  end  to  end.  Not  a  sound  stirred 
the  sultry  atmosphere  save  the  cicadas 
among  the  pepper-trees  in  the  piazz%  hard 
by.  I  was  in  the  pleasant  borderland 
between  waking  and  sleeping,  too  lazy  to 
lilt  my  cigar  to  my  lips,  when  suddenly  a 
deafening  explosion  rent  the  air  and  shook 
the  crockery,  and  sent  sharp  echoes  crack- 
ling and  pealing  among  the  mountain- 
tops.  Again  and  again  the  ear-splitting 
din  was  repeated,  and  I  wondered  whether 
the  firework  factory  next  door  was 
blowing  up,  or  whether  I  was  doomed 
to  fall  a  victim  to  a  hated  tyrant  foe,  as 
did  scores  of  the  innocent  Ptilermitans  but 
thirty  years  ago  under  a  storm  of  B  >urbon 
shot  and  shell.  I  crept  to  the  window, 
and  peeping  fearfully  out  through  the 
"jalousies,"  looked  down  to  where  half-a- 
dozen  coffee-coloured  urchins  were  placidly 
playing  *'mora"  in  the  shade  of  the  old 
Palace  of  the  Viceroys.  Encouraged  by 
their  evident  disregard  of  impending  peril, 
I  grew  bolder,  and  turned  my  eyes  to 
where  the  end  of  the  narrow  lane  gave  on  to 
the  blue  waters  of  the  bay ;  and  there — so 
near  that  I  seemed  to  sniff  the  sulphurous 
fames — lay  a  Biitish  battle-ship,  vomiting 
forth  a  pealing  salute  to  the  naval  au- 
thorities, while  the  dear  old  red-cross 
ensign  gleamed  white  against  the  turquoise 
sky. 

It  was  the  passing  scare  of  the  noisy 
arrival  at  Palermo  of  a  division  of  the 
Mediterranean  Fleet  on  that  quiet  Sunday 
afternoon,  that  fired  my  soul  to  pay  a  visit 
to  that  scene  of  real  terror  from  which 
hourly  messages  of  disaster  were  coming 
along  the  wires ;  with  no  lack,  you  may  be 
sure,  of  those  superlatives  which  are  as  the 
breath  of  life  to  an  Italian  newsmonger. 
When  I  had  skimmed  the  froth  from  the 
latest  telegram,  there  was  left  a  residuum  of 
solid  fact  on  which  to  base  the  reality  of  an 
undoubtedly  formidable  outbreak  at  Etna, 
and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  go  and  see  it 
for  myself.  In  a  couple  of  hours  I  was 
being  whirled  along  the  stretch  of  coast 
washed  by  the  Tyrrhenian  sea,  at  the  speed 
of  at  least  twenty-five  miles  an  hour,  in 
what  with  exquisite  pleasantry  is  officially 
dedgnated  as  a  "  treno  lampo  "  or  ^<  flash- 
train."  The  shades  of  night  were  falling 
BM  after  a  run  of  eighty  miles  we  came  to  a 


halt  at  the  straggling  village  of  Santa 
Catarina,  a  mile  or  two  from  the  j auction 
for  Girgentl  Another  half-hour,  and  I 
caught  the  first  glimpse  of  the  great  burn- 
ing mountain  some  forty  miles  away, 
over  the  crest  of  which  hangs  a  vast 
canopy  of  lurid  smoke;  and  as  there 
are  still  ninety  odd  miles  of  circuitous 
rail  between  me  and  my  bed  at  Catania,  I 
may  as  well  jot  down  a  few  items  anent 
the  past  performances  of  the  wayward 
giant,  whose  disturbances  during  the  last 
thousand  years  have  made  him  no  mean 
rival  to  his  younger  Campanian  brother. 

Taere  is  no  lack  of  trustworthy  records, 
going  back  at  least  as  far  as  b  c.  476, 
when  a  great  eruption  of  Etna  took  place, 
of  which  Pindar  has  sung  in  an  ode  which 
YirgU  imitated.  It  is  interesting  to  com- 
pare the  recurrent  outbreaks  of  Etna  with 
those  of  Vesuvius  in  historic  times.  In 
the  five  centuries  before  the  Christian  era 
the  former  broke  out  ten  times,  while  the 
lattei^  made  no  sign  of  response.  In  a.d  79 
came  the  catastrophe  that  obliterated 
Pompeii  and  her  neighbours,  after 
which  for  a  thousand  years  Vesuvius  was 
guilty  but  of  eight  eruptions,  and  Etna  of 
three,  none  of  them  of  importance  as 
regards  their  destructive  effect. 

Then,  however,  came  a  period  of  growing 
Etnean  activity  between  the  twelfth  and 
seventeenth  centuries,  culminating  in  the 
eruption  of  1669,  one  of  the  most  terrible 
ever  known,  when  the  Monti  Rossi — ^three 
thousand  feet — ^were  upheaved  and  thou- 
sands of  lives  lost.  During  the  scarcely 
less  disastrous  outbreak  of  1538,  although 
Vesuvius  was  quiescent  —  the  Mjute 
Nuovo,  however,  at  Pozzaoli  a  few  miles 
off  being  thrown  up,  and  the  whole  face 
of  the  Solfatara  district  changed — the 
Campanian  mountain  made  up  for  it  a 
century  later.  In  December,  1631,  "a 
huge  cloud  of  smoke  and  ashes  rose  in  a 
conical  form,  casting  a  profound  gloom 
over  Naples  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  and 
extending  with  incredible  rapidity  over 
the  south  of  Italy  as  far  as  Tarentam," 
two  hundred  miles  away ;  three  thousand 
persons  lost  their  lives.  Since  that  date 
both  mountains  have  been  in  almost  con- 
tinual rivalry,  during  the  following  two 
hundred  years  no  fewer  than  thirty  distinct 
outbreaks  being  recorded  in  Sicily,  and 
forty-three  from  Vesuvius.  It  is  to  be 
noted  that  while  in  a  general  sense  there 
has  been  a  correspondence  of  phase 
between  the  two  systems,  there  has  but 
seldom  been  any  approach  to  an  exact 
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agreement  of  dates,  the  nearest  being  in 
1694  and  1811,  when  eruptions  ocenrred 
in  eaeh  mountain  within  a  month  of  each 
other;  on  eight  other  occasions  there  was 
an  interval  of  less  than  six  months.  It 
can  be  shown  that  Etna  has  passed  from 
an  active  state  through  a  long  period,  say 
two  thousand  years,  of  depression  to  a 
second  and  more  remarkable  maximum 
condition  of  energy ;  while  in  the  case  of 
Vesuvius  the  depression  has  extended  to  a 
longer  period.  It  was  Dr.  Daubeny  who 
first  proved,  what  few  persons  perhaps 
have  realised,  that. in  recent  times  both 
volcanoes  have  been  in  a  eondiUon  of  greater 
eruptive  excitement  than  at  any  former 
known  period. 

Palmieri,  the  distinguished  seismologist 
and  observer,  has  given  it  as  his  opinion 
that  during  the  last  haif-century  the  two 
volcanoes,  which  seemed  previously  to 
have  had,  so  to  say,  an  independent 
existence,  have  been  establishing  some  sort 
of  unison.  Certainly,  during  this  recent 
Sicilian  outbreak,  I  can  testify,  from 
personal  observation  during  many  weeks, 
that  Vesuvius  had  been  in  a  state  of  un- 
wonted excitement. 

It  is  as  yet  early  dawn  when  I  sally 
forth  from  Oata^i  bent  upon  the  ascent 
of  yonder  vast  "Pillar  of  heaven  and 
nourisher  of  snows";  knocking  off  one- 
fourth  of  the  climb  by  taking,  aecordicg 
to  custom,  a  carriage  through  the  long 
Strada  di  Etna  as  far  as  Nicolosi,  at  the 
present  moment  scared  out  of  its  wits  by 
the  near  approach  of  the  on-flowing  lava, 
at  the  same  time  that  it  is  reaping  a  not 
insignificant  harvest  of  golden  grain  from 
the  purses  and  pockets  of  swarms  of 
foreigners  who  have  gone  forth  to  see  the 
parturient  mountaia  I  follow  in  their 
track  out  along  the  white  and  dusty  road, 
through  groves  of  pale  lemons  and  tangled 
masses  of  heavy-fruited  vines,  on  which 
the  green  of  the  grapes  is  just  taking  here 
and  there  a  fleck  of  purple ;  out  between 
interminable  rows  of  glistening  villas,  the 
homes  of  Oatanian  merchants  and  citizens; 
out  through  bright  but  distinctly  tumble- 
down Gravina,  with  its  great  genista 
dumps,  and  Mascaluda  emlMlded  in  the 
thick  of  an  old  lava  stream ;  out  between 
the  ruddy  walls  of  Monte  Bosso  blushing 
in  the  eastern  rays,  past  the  little  Bove 
crater,  on  to  Torre  Grifo,  surely  the 
hottest  place  on  all  this  great  hot  mountain- 
side. Then  at  the  end  of  a  two  hours'  drive 
my  vehicle  disgorges  me  in  front  of  a 
vme-clad  hosteliy  at  Nicolosi,  where  I  find 


an  amount  of  excitement  that  is  quite  at 
variance  with  the  wonted  tranquillity  of 
the  Uttle  mountain  village.  I  have  taken 
a  hundred  and  twenty  minutes  to  do  the 
nine  miles  from  the  "  H6bel  Oriental,"  but 
then  I  am  a  couple  of  thousand  feet  higher 
than  I  was,  and  in  the  excessive  heat  more 
haste  means  worse  speed.  A  cool  seat 
under  a  spreading  beech,  a  dish  of  melting 
"costdette  divitdlo,"  superb  bread,  a  water- 
melon, and  a  bottle  of  Bavarian  beer,  put 
me  in  good  heart  for  the  work  before  me, 
and  as  the  dock  strikes  nine  I  throw  away 
the  stump  of  my  cigar  and  summon  my 
guide  to  the  presence.  With  his  assist- 
ance I  find  mysdf  presently  astride  on  the 
summit  of  a  gaily  caparisoned  mule,  the 
hardness  of  whose  mouth  is  equalled  only 
by  that  of  his  saddle.  The  track  mounts 
rapidly  round  the  dopes  of  Monte  Bosso, 
among  glades  of  oak  and  diestnut,  ferns, 
copper  beeches,  and  white  birchi  and 
vines  running  riot  in  the  midst  of  slaggy 
lava  beds,  streaked  here  and  there  br%ht 
yellow  with  iron  and  sal  ammoniac.  In 
half  an  hour  I  am  at  the  edge  of  an  actual 
running  stream  of  fiery  matter,  which  has 
been  steadily  flowing  for  the  last  fortnight, 
and  has  now  just  touched  with  its  ruddy 
finger-tips  the  poor  doomed  vineyards  at 
the  foot  of  Monte  San  Lia 

There  are  experiences  in  the  life  of  a 
vagabond  which  can  never  repeat  them- 
selves ;  the  moment  in  which  he  first  smelt 
a  durian,  or  put  his  trembling  lips  to  a 
turtle's  egg,  or  stood  for  the  first  Ume  face 
to  face  with  some  scene  in  nature  that  from 
boyhood  has  been  an  object  of  wonder  and 
fascination ;  the  moment  in  which  he  first 
floated  placidly  past  the  terrors  of  the 
maelstrom,  or  drank  in  the  somewhat 
fraudulent  beauty  of  the  Southern  Cross, 
or  watched  the  gyrations  of  a  waterspout, 
or  caught  the  glitter  of  a  far-off  glacier. 
Such  a  moment  is  that  in  which  my  mule 
now  comes  to  a  halt  almost  at  the  brink  of 
a  molten  mass  of  rubbishy-looking  liquid 
that  is  running  at  a  rate  of  twenty-five 
yards  an  hour  at  a  temperature  of  two 
thousand  degrees  Fahrenheit  Beautiful  it 
is  not)  but  terrible  it  undoubtedly  is,  as 
with  an  angry  kind  of  growl  it  laps  into 
and  submerges  a  broad  bouldered  water- 
course, and  with  lank  fineers  outspread 
goes  slowly  on  its  inexon^le  downward 
path.  Desolation  and  deaib  wait  upon  its 
touch,  a  desolation  that  for  ages  to  come 
must  reign  supreme,  but  which  one  day,  if 
the  earth  last  so  long,  will  give  place  again 
to  beauty  and  fertility.  For  it  will  be  here 
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as  it  has  been  on  that  smiling  tract  that 
lies  xoand  the  lower  slopes  of  Yesavios.  As 
the  years  go  by,  the  soif ace  of  that  fierce 
mass  will  cool  slowly  and  snrely  through 
the  subtle  agency  of  radiation  and  at- 
mospheric influences;  gases  will  arise, 
metallic  substances  be  deposited,  various 
salts  wDl  crystallise  in  the  cracks  and 
croYices,  and  fashion  themselves  in  beau- 
tiful stalactites  within  the  recesses  of  the 
lava  caves.  By  little  and  little  the  work 
of  disintegration  and  decomposition  wiU  go 
on  through  the  mysterious  action  of  air  and 
water.  The  carbonic  acid  of  the  atmosphere, 
aided  by  a  constant  supply  of  gaseous  agents 
and  the  perpetual  decay  of  surrounding 
vegetation,  will  operate  irresistibly  In 
breaking  the  chemical  bonds  of  union 
among  the  elements  of  which  it  is  com- 
posed. The  iron  oxide  will  become  a 
hjdiate^  the  alkalis  will  be  separated, 
the  entire  mass  of  now  seething  rock  will 
be  reduced  to  the  most  fertile  soil  on  the 
face  of  the  globe. 

Who  can  say  what  are  the  constituent 
parts  of  this  fierce  muddy  torrent  which 
geologists  tell  us  is  projected  out  of  the 
bowels  of  the  earth  from  a  depth  of  one- 
and-twenty  miles  1  It  has  been  analysed 
again  and  again,  but,  after  all,  the  question 
comes  back  like  an  echo,  in  an  age  that  b 
very  fond  of  asking  questions  that  it  can- 
not answer,  What  is  it,  and  Whence  does 
it  come  9 

From  many  different  points  of  view  the 
theoiy  of  volcanic  energy  has  been  ap- 
proached, but  who  shall  say  the  truth  has 
been  reached)  Our  forefathers  were  for 
ages  content  with  the  belief,  familiar  to 
every  schoolboy  who  has  read  the  "  Pro- 
metheus Yinctus,"  of  the  thunder-stricken 
Typhon  stretched  helpless  and  hopeless 
beneath  the  load  of  Etna;  a  far  motd 
picturesque  explanation  than  the  matter- 
of-fact  fires  of  sulphur  and  bitumen  that 
in  the  Middle  Ages  supplanted  the  grand 
old  legend.  All  I  know  is  that  standing 
here — on  uncomfortably  warm  S9les — ^by 
the  fiery  demon  as  he  curls  and  twists  from 
his  mountain  fastness,  it  is  hard  to  avoid 
the  conclusion  that  he  trails  his  slow  length 
along  in  obedience  to  the  inexorable 
pressure  of  some  secret  elastic  agency. 
Bising  now  in  sudden  jets,  now  sinking  in 
sullen  overflow,  subject  ever,  as  it  seems, 
to  a  certain  periodical  pumping  process — ^I 
know  not  what  else  to  call  it — the  stream 
g^ves  me  tlie  impression,  as  at  StromboU, 
of  bdng  compelled  to  yield  to  some 
process  governed  by  a  natural  law  of  ener- 


getic growth  followed  by  recurrent  periods 
of  exhausted  effort. 

A  little  distance  from  San  Lio,  in  the 
Immacolatelb,  the  memorable  spot  where, 
in  1886 — or  so  people  say — the  lava 
torrent^  which  had  been  slipping  along  at 
a  speed  of  three  feet  a  minute,  was  suddenly 
checked  by  the  clergy,  with  the  Archbishop 
of  Catania  at  their  head,  who,  carrying  in 
procession  the  holy  veil  of  Sant'  Agata, 
averted  the  certain  destruction  that  was 
threatening  Nicolosi.^  ''Tiuree  days  later 
the  lava  reached  the  Altarelli,  but  divided 
at  the  eminence,  and  gradually  dackened 
its  speed.  Another  stream,  however,  on 
the  east  side  of  Monte  Bosso,  made  straight 
for  Nicolosi.  At  midday  on  the  thirty- 
first  of  May,  the  prefect  ordered  the  village 
to  be  evacuated,  and  guarded  the  approach 
to  it  with  soldiers.  On  the  third  of  June 
the  lava  ceased  flowing,  within  three  hun- 
dred and  seventy  yards  of  the  first  houses, 
andnextday  theeruption  ended  withanother 
earthquake.''  That  one  lava  flow  devastated 
a  thousand  hectares  of  cultivated  land,  and 
did  damage  to  the  amount  of  five  million 
lire. 

Three  hours'  weary  jogging  along  an 
ever-mounting  track,  with  my  mule  at  every 
six  paces  either  on  his  nose  or  his  haunches, 
brings  me  to  several  houses  entirely  isolated 
by  impassable  lava,  and  through  groves  of 
blasted  chestnut-trees,  which  a  few  hours 
ago  were  flourishing  in  noble  luxuriance, 
to  the  margin  of  a  green  plateau,  known 
locally  as  the  *'  Frutteto,"  at  the  foot  of 
Monte  Binazzl  Here  the  scene  is  one 
which  I  am  utterly  unable  to  give  any  idea 
of,  so  strange  is  the  mingling  of  smiling 
fruitf nlness  and  pitiful  desolation,  as  the 
lava,  like  a  hundred-headed  serpent  in  its 
death-throes,  writhes  and  twists  about 
between  two  broad  wings  of  untouched 
cherry  and  almond-trees,  while  overhead  the 
sapplijre  sky  is  cut  by  the  wooded  crests  of 
Sona,andGrosso,and  Zacchinello,thatstand 
like  sentinels  over  the  Bosca  Ferrandina, 
the  property  of  the  Conte  Alvarey  de 
Toledo,  studded  a  week  ago  with  lordly 
oaks  and  magnificent  chestnuts,  but  now, 
together  with  the  neighbouring  municipal 
forest,  utterly  and  for  ever  burnt  up  and 
blotted  out. 

It  was  now  noon,  and  fairly  exhausted 
by  heat  and  the  excruciating  nodosities  of 
my  saddle,  I  hailed  with  rapture  the 
welcome  shelter  of  the  Casa  di  Bosco, 
where  I  had  leisure  to  indulge  the  inner 
man  with  warm  sandwiches  and  such 
oranges  as  can  be  eaten  only  in  Sicily. 
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Thas  refreshed,  I  pushed  forward  in  the 
lengthening  shadows  towards  my  sleeping 
quarters.  Ttie  way  stretched  upwards 
through  a  throng  of  small  extinct  ciateri, 
with  here  and  there  a  clump  of  piuec. 
Step  by  step  vegbtition  grew  scantier; 
there  were  a  few  patches  now  and  again 
of  forlorn  beeches,  but  the  soil  is  so  con- 
stantly shifting  that  but  little  flora  can 
flourish.  With  each  hundred  yards  of 
ascent  there  was  less  and  less,  until  at 
seven  thousand  feet  I  was  well  within  the 
sterile  domain  of  King  Lava,  in  what  is 
aptly  called  '*  regione  deserta/'  a  gloomy, 
silent  waste  of 'carbonised  trees,  ropy  lava 
rivulets,  and  cake-like  beds,  with  not  a 
trace  of  life,  either  animal  or  vegetable. 
Three  hundred  years  ago  these  giant  slopes 
were  clothed  from  crown  to  base  with 
superb  plane  and  chestnut  woods,  but  by 
his  own  act  and  deed  Enceladus  has  stripped 
himself  of  nine-tenths  of  his  covering,  and 
lies  for  the  most  part  naked  and  open  to 
all  the  winds  of  heaven. 

Under  the  chilly  shadows    of   Monte 
Ci»priolo,  nine  thousand  feet  above  C^itania, 
I  dine  like  a  lord  on  a  fatty  mixture  of 
water,  bread,  and  greenstuff^,  known  here- 
abouts   as    '*zapp'    alia    sant^' — health 
broth — ^with  sardines  for  an  "antepasto," 
and  a  copious  draught  of  genuine  "  vino 
d'  Etna ''  from  a  handy  spring ;  and  having 
dismissed  my  mule  to  the  lower  regions,  I 
am  soundly  asleep  before  the  clatter   of 
his    departing    feet     has     died    in    the 
distance.     My  couch  was    uncanny  and 
uncomfortable,  and  it  was  with  a  grumble 
that  I  woke  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning 
nipped  with  cold,  and  after  a  <*  nip ''  of  a 
warmer  sort — for  Gigi,  my  guide,  is  no 
more  a  teetotaler  than  I  am — ^I  make  a 
start  for  the  top    by  the  light  of   the 
westering  moon.    There  are  yet  eighteen 
hundred  ftet  to  be  climbed — eighteen  hun- 
dred feet  that  look  nothing  from  where  I 
stand,  but  are,  in  reality,  a  steep  and  un- 
stable via  dolorosa  of  backsliding  volcanic 
sand  and  scorfae,  along  the  brink  of  blood- 
curdling precipices,  giving  me  an  excuse 
now  and  then  to  halt  and  watch  the  weird 
effect  of  the  volumes  of  black  smoke  that 
roil  heavily  along    through    the    purple 
night,    lightened    ever  and    anon  by    a 
sudden,  swift  flash  of  fire  from  the  great 
heart  of  Etna.   The  spectacle  on  the  upper 
side  of  the  Observatory,  as  I  rest  upon  a 
warm  little  hill  of  scoriaceous  blocks,  is 
such  as  neither  the  moat  imaginative  of 
poets  nor  the  most  daring  of  artists  could 
conceive.    Two  cascades  of  molten  lava, 


apparently  of  the  consistency  of  the  slaggy 
product  of  a  copper  furnace,  glow  duUy 
through  the  gloaming  from  their  cradle  of 
fire;   now  surging  upwards  in  fantastic 
knolls  and  heapy  ridges,  now  divbg  into 
the  nooks  of  the  crannied  rock',  an  ever 
restless,  cruel,  seething  fl^od.    From  the 
lips  of  a  newly-formed  crater  not    two 
hundred  yards  away,  tongues  of  violet-red 
fiime   leap  upwards,  minsling  with  the 
light    of   the    breaking   dawn    and   the 
volumes  of   smoke  which    wreathe    the 
whole  summit,  and  through  which  I  catch 
a  glimpse  of   the  head  of  Monte  Nero 
away  to  the  south,  touched  by  the  first 
golden  gleams  of  day.    Doubt  has  been 
often  expressed  as  to  the  reality  of  the 
fl<imes  that  appear  to  issue  from  a  volcano. 
It  is  quite  possible  that  they  are  rare,  and 
that  in  many  instances  the  glare  is  but  an 
emanation    from    incandescent    and    not 
flaming  bodies.    But  there  is  no  mistake 
about  the  reality  of  these  fires  that  I  am 
now  looking  at,  while  far  overhead  darting 
flashes   of  cloud   lightning  stab  and  rive 
the  dense  volumes  of  vapour;  the  sdr  is 
heavy  with  dinning  explosions — '^boati" 
the    Italians    call    them — and  a  sudden 
shower  of  sand,  and  scorfse,  and  burning 
pebbles,  belched  forth  from  the  nearest  of 
thred  vigorous  young  craters,  falls  in  such 
unpleasant  contiguity  that  I  am  glad  to 
beat  a  hasty  retreat  with  no  worse  damage 
than  a  smashed  alpenstock.    I  have  come  a 
long  way  by  a  hard  road  to  see  the  sight 
and  to  tell  others  about  it,  but  now  that  I 
stand  face  to  face  with  it  all,  deafened, 
blinded,    and    bewildered,   I.  realise   my 
powerlessness  to  sketch  even  in  faintest  out- 
line the  colossal  sublimity  of  the  spectacle. 
The  central  cone  of  Etna,  which  is  not 
the  actual  summit  of  the  mountain,  has 
undergone  frequent  changes  in  form  and 
elevation  as  the  result   of  eruptions.     I 
need  not  say  that  when  undergoing  such 
phenomenal  disturbance  as  the  one  I  am 
describing,  it  is  impossible  for  any  living 
being,  who  is  not  emulous  of  the  fate  of 
Empedocles,  to  do  more  than  approach 
within  a  short  distance  of  it.    The  highest 
point    is    given   as    ten   thousand    eight 
hundred  and  thirty-five  feet,  more  than 
twice  the  height  of  Vesuvius,  and  should 
be  a  magnificent  spot  from  which  to  see 
the  sun  rise  out  of  the  sea,  and  to  watch 
the  phenomenon  of  the  purple  shadow  which 
at  dawn  the  mountain  casts  over  the  whole 
western  part  of  the  island.     In  my  case 
there  is  every  probability  of  my  going  to 
my  grave  without  having  seen  the  sight. 
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for  though  the  small  hours  promised  fair, 
when  the  time  came,  the  wind,  which  was 
high  and  cold,  had  shifted,  and  a  farther 
ascent  was  impossible  on  acconnt  of   the 
suffocating  smoke.      Bat  as  the  morning 
wore  on,  even  from  my  lower  resting-place 
the  panorama  was  a  superb  one,  spreading 
round  me  for  a  distance  of  three  hundred 
miles  from  point  to  point.    The  faithful 
but  inexact  Gigi  pointed  to  a  thin  strip  of 
haz*)  that  he  assured  me  was  the  coast  of 
Africa,  but  I  inwardly  wrote  it  down  as 
Malta;  on  the  north  was  a  curl  of  faint 
smoke  from  the  Liparis,  and  all  the  fair 
Calabrfan  coast  stretchiog  far,   and  the 
Punta  del  Faro  beyond  Messina,  and  all 
Sicily  to  the  west  lyiug  like  an  open  map, 
to  where  the  eye  caught  the  sharp  barriers 
of  the  Gonca  d'  Oro  round  Palermo.   Truly 
a  wonderful  and  an  entrancing  scene  is  it 
that  lies  round  this  mountain;  a  land  of 
corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  where  life  is  for 
the  happy-hearted  a  long  toy-symphony, 
but  a  limd  whose  smiling  face  has  been 
scarred  again  and  again  by  the  insurgent 
demons  of  flame,  and  whose  soil  has  been 
made  fat  by  the  stricken  bodies  of  her 
children!  a  land  whose  sons  to-day  may 
have  better  knowledge  than  their  sires  how 
to  foretell  or  how  to  interpret  the  recurring 
agonies  of  Mother  Earth,  but  are  as  power- 
less to  guard  against  them  as  was  the 
Pelasgfan  or  the  Phoenician  who  tempted 
Scylla  when  the  world  was  young. 

FATE. 

Far  across  the  broad  leagues  heaving,  'twixt  old 

England  and  her  home, 
liike  a  bird  the  sunshine  seeking,  to  the  southern 

lands  she'd  come ; 
From  his  quaint  old  palace  lying  in  the  great 

Sierra^s  shade. 
Careless  of  the  fate  that  drew  him  to  the  fair 

paJe  northern  maid, 
Tiie  haughty  Spaniard  came  to  woo  her,  and  the 

sweet  blue  Saxon  eyes    ' 
Sank  beneath  the  glances  fired  by  the  glow  of 

Seville  skies  f 
Where  the  Daphne  buds  were  growing, 
And  the  soft  west  winds  were  blowing, 
There  they  stood,  and  hands  and  lips  met  in 

youth's  frank  faith  together, 
There  their  faith  and  troth  they  plighted,  in  the 

blue  Biacayan  weather. 

Home  she  went,  where  English  dawnings  crept 

about  the  world  of  boughs, 
Where,  all  grey,  and  still,  and  stately,  stood  the 

old  time-honoured  house ; 
Home  he  went,  where  crimson  sunsets  dyed  the 

mountain's  snowy  crest. 
And  the  Vega  glowed  beneath  them  as  the  hot 

hours  sank  to  rest ; 

While  the  Daphne  buds  were  growing. 
And  the  soft  west  winds  were  blowing, 
And  fate  with  her  cold,  sneering  smile  drew  ever 

more  apart 
The  linka  that  fearless  youth  had  sworn  should 

bind  each  restless  heart. 


An  April  day  in  England  saw  a  bridal  party 

pass, 
To  reach  the  church's  hoary  porch,  across  the 

dewy  grass ; 
An  April  day  in  Seville  heard  the  great  cathedral 

chimes 
Ring  o'er  the  giant  orange-trees,  and  through  the 

flowering  limes. 
The  bride  looked  up  with  blush  and  smile  to  her 

Yorkshire  bridegroom's  face — 
The  bridegroom  o'er  Madrid's  fair  child  bent  in 

his  stately  grace — 
Daphne  buds  again  were  growing. 
Soft  west  winds  again  were  blowing ; 
Those  scents  and  sounds  for  ever,  though  those 

two  no  more  may  meet, 
Will  make  one  proud  lip  quiver,  will  make  one 

hushed  heart  beat. 


MY  FRIEND'S  CONTRIBUTOR 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

It  is  strange  to  me  novr  to  remember 
how  melancholy  I  was  in  my  early  youth. 
I  think  I  must  have  made  a  luxury  of 
grief.  I  know  at  least  that  I  resented  any 
suggestion  of  the  possibility  of  cheerfulness. 
My  friends  would  not,  indeed,  take  me  at 
my  own  valuation ;  but,  then,  one's  friends 
never  do.  It  is  one  of  the  blessed 
privileges  of  friendship  to  be  told  that  one 
doesn't  know  one's  own  affairs  or  under- 
stand one's  own  feelings.  Bat  that  didn't 
make  any  difference.  I  bore  hidden  in  my 
heart  all  die  sorrows  that  I  hadn'c  felt — 
and  these  were  many.  , 

By-and-by  things  changed.  The  troubles 
I  had  only  imagined  bore  down  on  me  in 
grim  reality,  and  threatened  to  overwhelm 
me.    The  ficst  real  shock  that  was  dealt 
me  was  my  love  affair  with  Miss  France. 
She  didn't  turn  out  what  I  had  expected 
in  any  way.    I  tliought — to  begin  with — 
that    she  would  be  sweet,  sympathetic, 
tender,  and  melancholy.    I  had  ]>idged  so 
from  her  contribution  to  the  "Meltown 
Gazette."     I  myself  lived  in  Meltown  in 
those  days,  and  I  believed — when  I  read 
her  poetry — that  I  had  found  a  kbdred 
spirit.     I  knew  nothing  of  literary  people 
and  their  ways,  and  I  took  their  statements 
very  literally.    In  fact,  I  did  so  again,  long 
afterwards — as  I  am  about  to  tell  you — 
when  I  ought  to  have  learnt  better.   Some 
persons  never  will  become  wiser  by  ex- 
perience.   I  am,  apparently,  one  of  those 
persons;   but  I  cannot  regret  the  result 
of  the  last  mistake  that  I  have  made  in 
this  direction. 

The  first  mistaka  was  a  severe  blow  to 
me.  Miss  France — the  author  of  the 
melancholy  poetry — turned  out  to  be 
young,  pretty,  sprightly,  and  good- 
tempered.    These  things  did  not,  in  spite 


62      [Jnly  16, !«».] 


ALL  THE  YBAB  BOUND. 


[Ckmdnoted  by 


of  my  original  disappointment  about  the 
kindred  spirit  I  thought  I  hi^L  discovered, 
prevent  me  from  falling  in  love  with  her. 
I  might — even  in  those  early  days — ^have 
forgiven  her  for  her  airy,  happy  views  of  life 
if  she  had  consented  to  take  me  seriously, 
and  not  laughed  when  I  proposed  to  her. 
She  did  laugh,  however,  and,  as  I  thought 
at  the  time,  broke  my  heart  completely. 

I  never  expected  to  get  over  that  trouble. 
If  life  had  been  a  howling  wilderness  before 
she  disappointed  me,  what  was  it  likely  to 
prove  afterwards  1  I  fled  from  the  scene 
of  my  trial ;  but  it  was  only  to  carry  my 
woes  to  another  part  of  the  country.  This 
shock  I  knew  that  I  should  never  get  over. 
And  it  was  followed  by  others  of  various 
sorts — ^pecuniary  shocks,  domestic  shocks, 
legal  shocks.  Enemies  attacked  me ;  friends 
deserted  me;  speculations  went  wrong; 
property  deteriorated ;  somebody  slandered 
me ;  somebody  else  accused  me  of  slander- 
ing him^  and  I  had  to  pay  damages.  Old 
acquaintances  quarrelled  with  me;  new 
acquaintances  snubbed  me;  my  favourite 
sister  married  a  man  I  hated ;  the  aunt  I 
couldn't  endure  Insisted  on  keeping  house 
for  me ;  my  chosen  companion  turned  out 
a  scamp  and  was  sent  to  penal  servitude ; 
my  own  character  was  damaged  by  his 
misdoings.  I  had  five  bad  accidents  in 
succession;  in  •  sixth  my  uncle  Joseph 
was  drowned  before  my  eyes.  He  left  me 
nothing  but  the  privilege  of  paying  for  his 
funeral.  In  fact,  the  arrows  and  slings  of 
outrageous  fortune  assailed  me  on  every 
side,  until  I  began  to  feel  at  home  with 
trouble,  and  disposed  to  sing  with  the  poet, 

Oh,  sorrow,  wilt  thou  live  with  me« 
No  casual  mistress,  but  a  wife  ? 

All  the  same,  I  felt  sometimes  indignant 
with  that  poet  for  monopolising  more  than 
his  share  of  the  sympathy  of  the  nineteenth 
century.  His  troubles  were  by  no  means 
equal  to  mine./  "You  lost  a  particular 
friend  unexpectedly,"  I  felt  inclined  to  say 
to  him;  "well  and  good;  so  did  I.  But 
did  yours  owe  you  any  money  1  Mine 
did." 

Years  rolled  on.  I  have  never  happened 
to  meet  any  rolling  myself ;  but  I  know, 
from  the  evidence  of  many  respectable 
people,  that  it's  a  habit  years  have;  no 
doubt  they  mean  no  harm  by  it. 

Thev  left  me  older  than  before — a  nasty 
trick  that  they  have  played  on  other  people 
as  well  as  me — but  at  last,  when  I  was 
well  on  in  the  thirties,  there  came  a  pause 
in  my  misfortunes.  Fortune  had,  I  sup. 
pose,  emptied  her  quiver  for  the  moment 


or  was,  perhaps,  weary  of  turning  me  into 
a  perpetual  target  She  took  a  short 
holiday,  and  I  had  time  to  feel  myself  all 
over,  and  to  consider  whether  I  was  much 
hurt. 

I  ouffht,  of  course,  to  have  been 
shattered;  but  I  wasn't.  I  had  gone 
through  enough  to  justify  me  in  becoming 
a  mere  wreck  of  my  former  self;  but  I 
hadn't  made  the  most  of  my  opportunities. 
I  found  myself,  in  fact,  more  cheerful  than 
in  the  days  before  Fortune  the  outrageous 
riddled  me  through  and  through  with  her 
miscellaneous  shot.  I  couldn't  understand 
how  it  was  at  first ;  until  I  began  to  realise 
that  it  was  better  to  have  your  troubles 
outside  than  inside  you.  Sorrow,  the 
physician,  had  applied  to  me  so  many 
blisters  and  irritating  plasters  that  my 
diseases  had  been  worked  out,  and  I  felt 
myself  quite  cheerful,  and  inclined  to  make 
the  best  of  things. 

I  wondered  why  I  had  never  married. 
The  a£Eair  with  Miss  France  was  not 
enough  to  account  for  it.  My  feelings 
about  her  had  long  worn  themselves  out. 
I  thought  now  that  a  well-chosen  wife 
would  be  a  pleasant  companion,  a  satis- 
factory housekeeper,  a  nurse  ready  for 
sickness  and  old  age. 

Miss  France — now  Mrs.  Scholes — ^was,  I 
knew,  at  liberty  again.  She  had  been  a 
widow  for  some  years.  Bat  my  thoughts 
did  not  turn  to  her  readily.  I  felt  that 
she  had  gone  through  too  much.  I  wanted 
some  one  who  was  cheerful — ^like  myself — 
and  inclined  to  be  optimistic  and  hopeful. 
Miss  France  had  been  a  very  lively  girl, 
but  that  was  long  ago,  and  Tom  Scholes 
had  led  her  a  sad  life  since  then.  He  had 
served  her  up  sorrow  for  breakfast,  dinner, 
and  supper,  until  she  must  have  swallowed 
many  a  bushel  of  it.  I  had  got  copies  of 
her  poems — poems  that  she  wrote  before 
her  marriage,  when  she  didn't  know  what 
trouble  meant,  except  from  hearsay ;  and 
I  began  to  think,  after  a  time,  that  she 
had  made  a  mistake  in  writing  them. 
There  wasn't  a  sorrow  that  she'd  described 
in  verse  that  her  husband  didn't  take  her 
through.  There  seemed  a  fate  in  it,  as  if 
he'd  seen  them  idl  in  a  magic  mirror 
beforehand;  yet  she  had  written  them 
with  a  light  enough  heart,^  and  without 
any  forebodings.  I  got  in  the  habit  of 
ticking  off  one  of  her  poems  whenever 
news  of  some  fresh  villainy  on  Tom's  part 
came  to  me.  I  felt  a  morbid  sympathy 
with  her,  and  used  to  count  the  verses  that 
were  left  in  a  sort  of  terror. 
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Tom  didn't  harry  her  through  her 
troableB;  he  took  her  downhill  slowly, 
with  time  to  feel  everything  by  the  way ; 
he  was  considerate  as  regards  that,  very 
oonfiiderate.  It  was  as  if  he  had  said, 
"Take  your  time,  my  dear — ^sare  yon 
realise  it  % "  and  then,  when  she  was  getting 
over  it  nicely  he  gave  her  another  blow, 
rather  bigger  than  the  one  she  had  before. 
He  was  an  ingenious  fellow,  was  Tom.  I 
had  always  known  that. 

It  was  a  relief  to  me  that  she  did  not 
write  any  more  poems  after  her  marriage. 
I  Bupposed  that  she  did  mot  dare  to  add  to 
the  Ust.  At  last  Tom  died^  as  he  had 
lived ;  that  is  to  say,  he  got  himself  killed 
in  a  manner  most  likely  to  shock  and 
disturb  her.  One  couldn't  suppose  he  did 
it  on  purpose,  because  it  must  have  been 
so  unpleasant  to  himself,  but  the  habit  of 
being  a  torment  to  his  wife  got  somehow 
in  his  way,  to  his  own  disadvantage  at  the 
end. 

I  was  sorry  for  Mrs.  Scholes.  I  pictured 
her  as  a  mournful  widow  clad  in  sombre 
weeds,  with  a  low,  complaining  voice  and 
shattered  health.  I  felt  sure  that  a  black- 
bordered  liandkerchief  was  always  at  hand 
with  its  suggestion  of  woe.  I  didn't  like 
suggestion^  of  woe,  and  I  determined  not 
to  seek  her  out. 

This  was  wise  of  me.  I  knew  now  that 
I  wanted  as  a  companion  somebody  cheer- 
ful, ignorant  of  evU,  believing  in  goodness 
and  happiness  because  she  knew  of  nothing 
else.  I  was  convinced  that  there  were 
such  women  in  the  world.  Indeed,  I  had 
read  a  story  by  one  of  them  in  the  last 
Christmas  number  of  the  ^^Meltown 
Gazette." 

I  was  well  aware  that  I  had  made  a 
mistake  once  before  when  I  interpreted 
character  by  literary  productions — in  the 
case  of  Miss  France  herself— :but  this  very 
mistake  assured  me  of  the  correctness  of 
my  deductions  now.  If  the  poetess  who 
had  written  the  saddest  of  verses  had 
tamed  out  to  be  sprightly  and  happy,  what 
must  this  woman  be  whose  every  word 
breathed  of  love,  peace,  and  innocent  joy) 
Her  story  was  idyllic,  a  settbg  of  sweet 
emotion  fai  happy  circumstances.  Sin  was 
with  her  an  unknown  quantity;^  wrong 
and  sorrow  were  unguessed-at  realities. 

Tom  Scholes  had  at  one  time  held  the 
office  of  editor  of  the  *'  Gazette,"  but  that 
had  fallen  out  of  his  fingers  like  everything 
eke.  and  one  of  my  old  friends  had  taken 
it  np.  He  liad  persuaded  me  to  invest 
money  in  it — ^I  have  met  a  good  many 


friends  of  that  sort  in  my  time — and  so 
far  I  hadn't  had  any  returns.  Perhaps 
that  was  why  he  sent  the  Christmas 
number  to  my  address,  which  he  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  for  other  purposes;  or 
it  might  be  that  he  wanted  me  to  see  how 
the  paper  was  improving  in  literary  tone. 
Anyhow,  the  attention  had  been  un- 
expected. 

"Bob  must  know  the  girl  who  wrote 
that  story,"  I  said  to  myself.  ''I'll  get 
him  to  introduce  me." 

My  thoughts  went  back  to  a  memorable 
picnic,  when  I  had  hoped  for  another 
introduction  to  another  authoress.  Bat  I 
wasn't  warned  by  the  recollection.  I 
wrote  to  Bob,  and  he  promised  to  arrange 
the  thing,  but  he  did  not  tell  me  the 
name  of  his  contributor.  He  invited  me 
to  stay  with  him,  and  said  he  would  give 
a  dinner  at  which  I  should  meet  her. 

I  had  not  visited  Meltown  since  I  fled 
from  it  as  the  disappointed  suitor  of  Miss 
France.  I  thought  the  town  seemed 
black  and  ugly  as  I  entered  it,  but  Bob's 
house  was  comfortable  enough.  The 
dinner-party  was  appointed  for  the  next 
day.  Bob  refused  to  tell  me  a  word  about 
the  lady  beforehand. 

When  I  entered  the  room  on  the 
momentous  occasion  she  was  already  there. 
There  were  other  women  in  the  room, 
but  nobody  else  seamed  of  any  conse- 
quence. Two  or  three  men  were  grouped 
round  the  authoress,  and  they  laughed 
delightedly  as  she  said  things  to  them  in 
a  low,  sweet  voice. 

What  was  there  about  her  that  was 
familiar  to  me )  She  was  a  mature  woman, 
and  not  the  girl  I  had  expected  to  see. 
She  was  charmingly  dressed;  she  had 
beautiful  armis  and  a  splendid  head  of 
hair.  Bob  spoke  my  name  in  introducing 
me,  but  he  did  not  mention  hers.  She 
bowed  her  head  in  acknowledgement,  and 
went  on  talking  to  the  gentlemen  behind 
her.  It  was  only  when  she  rose  from  her 
low  chair — I  was  to  take  her  in  to  dinner 
— that  she  turned  her  eyes  full  upon  me 
and  smiled. 

"  I  think  we  have  met  before,"  she  said. 

It  was  Miss  France  herself,  the  authoress 
of  all  the  miserable  poems,  and  poor  Tom's 
widow. 

"  You  see,  it  was  to  be,"  I  said  to  her 
later.  ''However  you  disguise  yourself 
in  print,  what  you  write  brings  me  to 
your  feet.  It  did  so  before.  It  has  done 
so  now.  It  is  a  case  of  Kismet,  and  you 
had  better  yield." 


I 
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''I  am  not  what  you  expected,"  she 
xeplted.  * 

*<Yoa  are  far  bstter.  Bat  how  could 
yoUj  having  known  so  much  sorrow,  write 
80  delidoasly  of  happiness  and  love  i  ** 

«  Do  we  not  write  most  readily  of  what 
we  have  not  1  Does  not  oar  imagination 
fly  for  relief  to  that  1 "  she  asked.  "  With 
great  writers  it  may  not  be  so,  but  with 
very  little  ones,  like  me,  I  think  it  is. 
Wiien  I  did  not  know  what  trouble  was,  I 
seamed  to  revel  in  descriptions  of  it." 

"I  should  like  to  see  you  revel  that  way 
again,"  I  answered.  "Mttrry  me,  and  I 
will  give  you  the  chance." 

She  did  marry  me;  but  she  has  not 
revelled.  She  still  writes  of  love  and 
happiness;  but  she  tells  me  that  all  her 
pictures  now  are  drawn  from  real  expe- 
rience. I  find  it  pleasantest  to  believe 
her. 


SOME  ITALIAN  G0UEMET3. 


With  the  civilisation  that  perished 
among  the  ashes  of  K:)me,  in  the  fifth 
century,  passed  away  for  a  time  that 
fine  gastronomic  art  which  had  been  its 
outcome.  The  rich  odours  of  the  feasts 
of  Grimalcio,  of  Luculius,  of  Domitian,  of 
Elagabalus,  which  had  stimulated  the 
appetites  of  the  warriors  of  the  Nortb^ 
of  Alaric  the  Goth,  and  Attila  tiie  Hun, 
were  blown  afar  oy  the  cold  winds  that 
came  down  from  their  remote  forests  and 
mountains.  And  when  the  world  was 
without  cookery  and  cooks  it  was,  as 
Oai^me  put  it,  without  Literature,  without 
Intellectual  Movement,  without  the  Social 
Idea. 

Happily,  some  wafts  of  these  fugitive 
odours  found  their  way  into  the  monastic 
cloisters.  As  in  the  scriptorium  the  monk 
preserved  the  art  of  writing,  so  in  his 
refectory — says  Damas — he  preserved  the 
art  of  dining.  In  an  eloquent  passage  in 
his  "  Moines  de  TOccident,"  Montalembert 
expatiated  on  the  enormous  debt  which 
society  owes  to.  the  monastic  fraternities, 
who  relighted  the  torch  of  civilisation, 
cherished  the  flickering  flame  until  it 
grew  Btrong  and  full,  and  handed  it  down 
from  generation  to  generation.  L9t  it 
not  be  forgotten  that  they  revived  the 
vitflkl  forces  of  the  cuisine.  This  is  no 
insignificant  part  of  the  debt. 

Is  was  natural  enough  that  the  Italian 
citiea  should  be  the  first  to  feel  the 
impulses  of  art  and  letters;  and  it  was 


natural  also  that  Venice,  Gonoa,  Milan, 
Florence,  and  Pisa,  with  their  opulence 
and  their  love  of  things  gracious  and 
becoming,  should  be  the  first  to  imitate 
and  to  surpass  the  culinary  sumptuous- 
ness  of  Imperial  Eome.  But  in  K)me 
itself — in  Papal  Bome — the  laxuries  of 
Hortensius  and  Luculius,  of  Tiberius  and 
Domitian,  were  continued  by  a  long 
succession  of  Popes  and  Cirdinals  and 
ecclesiastical  dignitaries.  The  great 
Italian  artists  consecrated  them  by  the 
magic  of  genius.  Who  could  despise  the 
gastronomic  pleasures  which  they  shared 
with  Titian  and  Tintoretto,  with  Paolo 
Veronese  and  B%ffaelle,  with  Baccio  Bon- 
dinelli  and  Gufdo  Een^  1 

We  maj  infer  from  hid  controversy 
with  •*  John  the  Faster,"  that  Pope  Gregory 
the  Great  was  not  insensible  to  the  modest 
satisfactions  of  the  dinner-table,  nor 
Ignorant  of  their  hygienic  properties. 
When  Charles  the  Great  paid  his  first 
visit  to  Eome,  he  was  nobly  feasted  by 
Pope  Adrian  the  First,  and  aga^n,  when 
crowned  Emperor  of  the  West,  by  Leo  the 
Third.  John  the  Twelfth  was  a  voluptuary 
who  did  not  eat  to  live,  but  lived  to  eat. 
He  did  not  dine,  he  simply  indulged  his 
grosser  appetites.  Casting  off  all  the 
decencies  of  his  priestly  character,  he 
drank  wine  "  to  the  love  of  the  devil,"  and 
gave  luxurious  dinners  at  which  the  prin- 
cipal guests  were  courtesans  and  buffoons. 
The  famous  Hillebrand — Gregory  the 
Sdventh,  one  of  the  greatest  of  the  Soman 
pontiffs — kept  a  noble  though  always  a 
temperate  and  well-ordered  tabl  *,  at  which, 
in  1077,  he  entertained  the  Emperor 
Henry  the  Third,  after  his  submission  to 
the  Church  at  Canossa.  Pope  Benedict  the 
Twelfth — I  have  leaped  over  nearly  two 
centuries  —  had  many  merits;  but  his 
enemies  attributed  to  him  an  excessive  love 
of  a  good  dinner,  and  of  its  concomitant, 
good  wine.  Indeed,  the  phrase  "bibamns 
papaliter" — let  us  drink  like  a  pope — 
alludes  to  Benedict's  partiality  to  the  wine- 
cup.  Petrarch  gives  a  bad  character  of 
this  successor  of  the  Apostles;  he  calls  him 
ill  names,  "  potorem  illam  et  senio  et  sopore 
et  mero  gravidum,''  and  ''vino  madidus, 
8370  gravis,  ac  soporifero  rari  perfuaus." 
And  he  teUs  us  that,  having  received  a 
present  of  eels  from  the  Lake  of  Bolsena, 
the  Pope  distributed  all  but  a  few  among 
the  Cardinals,  and  tiiiat  aftorwards,  when 
they  warmly  praised  the  qualitv  of  the 
fish,  he  said  discontentedly :  "  Had  I  tasted 
them  first,  and  known  how  good  they  were, 
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I  Bhould  not  have  given  them  away  so 
freely ;  bat  I  never  thought  that  each  fish 
could  be  bred  in  Italy."  Ffamma — bat  as 
he  was  a  Dominican  he  may  have  been 
prejudiced  against  the  Pope,  who  was 
originally  a  Cistercian — condemns  him  as 
a  very  great  eater  and  an  egregious  toper, 
which  no  one  who  wisely  understands  the 
art  of  dining  will  ever  be ! 

There  was  more  splendour  and  less 
grosaness  about  the  dinners  of  Pope 
Clement  the  Sixth,  who,  at  Avignon, 
maintained  a  lazurious  pomp,  and 
encouraged  his  Cardinals  to  imitate  his 
BomptuouB  example ;  so  that  his  Court  was 
probably  "  the  gayest  and  most  festive 
in  Europe."  He  loved  to  have  hand- 
some and  elegant  young  men  about  him, 
who  appreciated  his  cook's  performances, 
and  brightened  the  feast  by  their  witty — 
and  I  fear  not  too  decent— chatter.  When 
Sienzfj  who  has  been  idealised  as  the  last 
of  the  Soman  Tribunes,  visited  Aidgnon, 
partly  in  the  character  o!  a  prisoner,  one 
can  fancy  that  it  was  his  repute  as  a 
"bon  vivant"  which  had  attracted  Pope 
Clement's  curiosity.  And  here  I  may  say 
a  few  words  about  Bienzi,  who,  during  his 
brief  spell  of  favour,  gave  two  or  three 
memorable  dinners.  As,  for  instance,  on 
that  historical  occasion  when,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Lateran,  having  proclaimed 
the  restoration  of  the  Holy  Eoman  Empire 
"to  Kome  and  Home's  people,  and  the 
whole  of  Italy,"  he  proceeded  to  his  palace 
and  entertained  his  numerous  guests  at  a 
gorgeous  banquet.  Nor  did  he  forget  the 
Boman  citizens,  for  whom  countless  tables 
were  spread  in  the  courts  and  chambers  of 
the  libteran,  while  streams  of  red  wine 
jBowed  from  the  nostrils  of  the  Brazen  Horse 
of  Constantino.  And  on  that  other  occasion, 
when,  having  invited  his  most  strenuous 
opponents  —  the  heads  of  the  great 
patrician  houses  of  Colonna,  Ursini, 
Savalli,  Frangipani  —  to  a  gorgeous 
banqaet  at  the  Capitol,  he  ordered  their 
immediate  arrest  on  a  charge  of  having 
plotted  his  assassination,  and  held  them 
during  the  night,  each  in  a  separate 
chamber,  strongly  guarded.  With  the 
first  rays  of  morning  came  a  confessor  and 
the  fatal  peale  of  the  death-belL  The 
great  hall  of  the  Capitol  was  draped  with 
blood-red  curtains,  relieved  by  rugs  of 
white.  The  Tribune,  with  a  gloomy  and 
frowning  countenance,  sat  in  his  chair  of 
state.  Before  him  stood  the  executioners 
with  drawn  swords.  Not  a  single  detail 
was    omitted    that    could    enhance    the 


solemn  horror  of  the  scene.  Then,  when 
the  prisoners  silently  and  hopelessly 
awaited  the  doom  of  death,  Bienzi 
suddenly  announced  to  them  that  they 
were  pardoned,  and  that  they  might  trust 
in  his  friendship.  To  the  splendid  dinner 
which  followed  upon  this  farcical  ending 
of  a  tragical  drama,  I  fear  they  would  do 
scant  justice  in  their  great  revulsion  of 
feeling. 

When  Bienzi,  after  his  captivity  at 
Avignon,  returned  to  Bome  with  the  title 
of  Senator,  he  displayed  an  extraordinary 
propensity  for  excess  in  eatins  and  drink- 
ing. His  dinners  degenerated  into  orgies 
of  gluttony  j  he  was  continually  cramming 
himself  with  comfits  and  sweetmeats;  at 
all  hours  the  wine-cup  was  at  his  elbow. 
It  was  pitiful  to  see  this  whilom  heroic 
figure  degraded  into  a  swollen  and 
corpulent  toper,  with  a  belly  "  like  a  tun," 
and  his  face  covered  with  carbuncles. 

Pope  Urban  the  Sfxth  offered  a 
striking  contrast  to  Clement  the  Seventh 
in  his  manner  of  living.  A  single  dish 
satifified  him  at  dinner ;  and  he  provoked 
the  anger  of  the  Cardinals  by  threatening 
to  reduce  their  bills  of  fare  to  an  equal 
simplicity.  It  is  to  the  honouif  of  Nicholas 
the  Fifth  that  he  observed  the  same  golden 
law  of  moderation.  He  was  a  man  of 
cultivated  tastes,  and  loved  the  company 
of  scholars  and  men  of  letters;  though 
such  guests  were  rare  enough  at  the  Vatican. 
Nor  did  he  neglect  the  artists  —  Fra 
Angelico  enjoying  his  special  favour.  In 
1452  the  Emperor  Frederick  visited  Bome. 
Pope  Nicholas  received  him  with  all  the 
pomp  and  splendour  an  Emperor  could 
expect  or  desire,  and  lodged  him  in  the 
Palace  of  the  Lateran. 

The  crusade  proclaimed  during  his 
pontificate  was  enthusiastically  taken  up 
by  Philip  Duke  of  Burgundy — one  of  the 
most  splendid  Princes  of  his  time — the 
Prince  with  whom  Comines  has  made  us 
so  familiar.  At  a  magnificent  dinner 
which  he  gave  at  Lille — a  banquet  which 
astonished  his  contemporaries  by  its  pro- 
fuseness — a  beautiful  woman,  personating 
*'  Ecclesia/'  or  the  Church,  was  seated  on 
an  elephant^  and  being  led  by  a  giant 
into  the  banqueting-hall,  there  and  then 
delivered  a  poetical  address,  invoking 
assistance  against  the  Paynim.  Imme- 
diately afterwards  the  herald  of  the  Golden 
Fleece  set  upon  the  board  a  live  pheasant, 
glittering  with  jewels.  To  him  the  Duke 
delivered  a  paper  containing  a  vow  ''to 
God,  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  ladies,  and 
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the  pheasant " — sarely  a  carions  combina- 
tion 1 — that  he  would  hasten  to .  the  relief 
of  the  Chnrch.  And  the  vow  was  re- 
peated by  his  son  CharleSi  Count  of 
Gharalois,  by  the  Doke  of  Cleves,  and  by 
all  his  chivalry. 

Pius  the  Second — ^aeas  Sylvius  Picco- 
lomini,  famous  for  his  literary  culture  and 
cUplomatie  capacity,  his  eloquence,  and 
many  accomplishments  —  maintained  the 
gracious  and  refined  hospitality  which 
might  have  been  expected  from  a  man  of 
his  calibre ;  but  he  loved  best  to  dispense 
it«t  his  country  residencCi  where  he  could 
separate  himself  for  a  while  from  the 
trappings  of  pontifical  state.  More 
sumptuous  was  the  table  kept  by  the 
handsome  Yenetiani  Peter  Barbo,  who,  on 
being  elected  Pope,  assumed  the  name  of 
Paul  the  Second;  though,  in  allusion  to 
his  personal  comeliness,  he  would  have 
preferred  that  of  Formosus.  He  was  fond 
of  display  and  show^  and  his  meals  were 
served  with  an  infinity  of  ceremonial  It 
is  to  be  feared  he  ate  not  wisely  but  too 
well,  his  sudden  death  being  attributed  to 
a  fit  of  indigestion,  consequent  upon  his 
devouring  at  dinner  "two  hares  —  and 
those  very  large  ones  " — *'  duos  lepores,  et 
quidem  prsegrandes  comederat."  There 
may  be  deaths  more  terrible  and  shameful, 
but  hardly  any  more  vulgar  than  those 
which  result  from  gluttony. 

It  is  needless  for  me  to  dwell  on  the 
<(  sumptuosity "  of  the  banquets  of  Sixtus 
the  Fourth,  the  first  Pope  who  ruled  rather 
as  a  temporal  prince  than  as  priest  and 
ponti£f,  and  treated  the  Papacy  as  "  a  great 
secular  power  to  which  the  spiritual 
character  was  merely  attached  as  an  acci- 
dent." EUs  profligacy  was  the  scandal  of 
the  age,  and  helped  on,  by  the  disgust  it 
excited,  that  movement  for  the  purification 
of  the  Church  which  culminated  in  the 
Lutheran  reformation.  As  much  may  be 
said  of  the  excesses  of  Pope  Innocent  the 
Eighth,  and  certainly  not  less  of  the 
Borgia,  Pope  Alexander  the  Sixth, 
notorious  in  himself  and  as  the  father  of 
the  infamous  Caesar  Borgia  and  the  beauti- 
ful and  frail  Lucrezia.  The  vices  of  this 
Pope  are  an  historical  commonplace.  The 
Borgias,  from  the  Pope  downwards,  were 
skilled  in  poisons,  and  it  was  dangerous 
for  any  who  had  excited  their  cupidity 
or  provoked  their  revenge  to  dine  at 
their    tables.      Death,    not    immediate, 

Serhaps,  but   inevitable,  lurked    in   the 
aintiest  dishes  and  the  rarest  wines.    On 
August  the  twelfth,  1503,  the  Pope  dined 


at  his  vineyard  near  the  Vatican  palace 
with  his  son  Caesar  and  Cardinal  Adrian, 
Bishop  of  Hereford.  AU  three  were  taken 
with  a  sudden  illness,  and  the  story  runs 
that  the  Pope  and  his  son,  through  a 
servant's  mistake,  drank  of  poisoned  wine 
intended  only  for  the  Cardinal,  whose 
wealth  had  excited  the  cupidity  of  the 
Bofgias.  Another  version  asserts  that 
Adrian,  suspecting  treachery,  bribed  the 
Pope's  cook,  who  thereupon  served  up  a 
poisoned  dfsh  of  confections  to  Alexander. 
That  all  three  were  ill  seems  certain.  Adrian 
suffered  for  a  long  period,  during  which 
the  whole  skin  of  his  body,  it  is  said,  was 
changed.  Caesar  recovered,  through  the 
immediate  use  of  antidotes,  assisted  by 
his  youth  and  robust  eonstitution,  but  the 
Pope,  a  man  of  seventy-two,  died  in  less 
than  a  week. 

The  next  Pope,  Julius  the  Second,  was 
an  excellent  judge  of  wine,  and  exercised 
his  critical  faculty  much  too  ofben.  His 
successor,  Leo  the  Tenth,  gave  admirable 
dinners.  Previous  to  his  pontificate,  he 
had  resided  in  Rome,  and  his  palace  had 
been  the  favourite  resort  of  artists,  men  of 
letters,  musicians,  travellers,  whom  he  en- 
tertained so  liberally  that  his  expenses  often 
exceeded  his  resources,  and  on  one  occasion 
he  was  reduced  to  pledge  his  silver  plate 
before  he  could  procure  the  materials  for 
an  intended  banquet  His  hospitality  was 
not  less  splendid  as  Pope  than  as  Cardinal, 
and  his  table  was  crowded  with  all  the 
luxuries  of  the  cuisine.  He  munificently 
rewarded  novelties  in  the  culinary  artj 
welcomed  experiments  on  the  flesh  ol 
monkeys  and  crows,  and  other  unusual 
dishes;  and  hailed  with  intense  satisfac- 
tion the  discovery  of  peacock  sausages. 
But  he  was  of  too  cultivated  an  intelligence 
to  confine  himself  to  tiliese  physical  grati- 
fications. He  sought  the  brilliant  company 
of  men  of  wit  and  humour;  nor  did  he 
disdain  that  of  indifferent  poets,  whose 
little  vanities  and  absurd  pretensions  were 
a  constant  source  of  amusement.  Hii 
favourite  companions  were  gay,  well-born, 
and  clever  young  Cardinals.  Card-playing 
for  heavy  stakes  usually  wound  up  th< 
papal  banquet ;  and  Leo,  whether  he  los 
or  won,  was  wont  to  fling  a  largesse  o 
gold  pieces  among  the  spectators  of  th< 
game. 

At  Bologna,  in  December,  1514,  h< 
received  Francis  the  Firsts  the  brilllan 
sovereign  of  France,  and  propitiated  hin 
with  entertainments  so  costly  and  magni 
ficent  that  they  greatly  assisted  his  diplo 
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macy.  He  knew  that  men  are  never  so 
pliable  as  wben  they  have  greatly  dined. 

Let  me  glance  a  moment  at  Italian  poets 
and  men  of  letters  in  connection  with  my 
sabject. 

The  austere  temper  of  Dante  foond  no 
enjoyment  in  gastronomic  luxuries ;  and 
places  on  the  sixth  terrace  or  crevice  of 
the  Purgatorial  Mountain  the  souls  of 
gluttons  and  gourmets  to  drink  **  the  sweet 
wormwood  of  tiieir  torments,"  and  through 
the  puns  of  hunger  cleanse  themselves  of 
their  sin.  Among  them  Dante  names  the 
Lnccese  poet,  Buonaggianta ;  Simon  of 
TonrSy  Pope  Martin  the  Fourth,  who,  in 
his  lifetime,  had  fed  grossly  upon  "Bolsena's 
eels  and  cups  of  muscadel";  Boniface, 
Archbishop  of  Eavenna;  and  the  Marchese 
de'  Bigl<^io8i,  of  Forti,  who,  when  his 
butler  told  him  the  common  report  in  the 
city  that  he  did  nothing  but  drink, 
answered,  "  And  do  you  tell  them  that  I 
am  always  thirsty." 

Petrarca  was  less  severe  than  the  poet 
of  the"Divina  Oommedia,"  and  though 
blamelesdy  temperate,  did  not  despise  the 
more  innocent  pleasures  of  life — ^viands 
well-dressed  and  wines  good  and  old.  But 
he  did  not  throw  himself  into  their  enjoy- 
ment with  the  zest  and  vigour  of  Boccaccio, 
which  appear  so  plainly  in  the  brighter 
pages  of  the  '^Decamerone,"  just  as  Pnlci's 
relish  for  them  may  be  traced  in  his 
"Moraante  Maggiore,"  and  Boiardo's  in 
the  **  Orlando  Innamorato."  To  Sannazzaro 
we  owe  the  "Piscatory  Eclogues."  Bembo, 
idmoet  equally  distinguished  as  ecclesiastic, 
poet,  and  historian,  was  an  accomplished 
diner-out.  Then  we  know  that  Ariosto 
was  acquabited  with  the  elements  of  a  good 
dinner,  and  understood  how  to  enjoy  that 
gift  of  the  gods  in  moderation.  Bembo  was 
one  of  hb  friends ;  Leo  the  Tenth  one  of  his 
patrons.  He  sat  at  the  table  of  both ;  and  I 
have  no  manner  of  doubt  that  each  host  was 
proud  of  his  guest  "  To  judge  rightly  of 
Ariosto,"  says  Ginguin6,  "  the  reader  most 
figure  to  himself  the  Court  of  Ferrara,  one 
of  the  most  frequented  and  most  polished 
that  could  be  found  in  Italy  during  the 
sixteenth  century.  He  must  consider  it 
aa  forming  every  evening  a  brilliant  circle, 
of  which  Cardinal  Ippolito  and  Alfonzo 
d'  Este  were  the  centre.  In  this  noble  and 
festive  assembly  he  must  imagine  the  bard 
to  be  riveting  the  attention  of  all  eyes  and 
ears  during  an  hour  or  more  for  forty-six 
evenings."  This  was  a  *< symposium"  of 
a  novel  and  delightful  character.  Oh,  the 
pleasure  of  it  1    A  choice  and  well-served 


dinner,  and  then  an  hour  of  beautiful 
poetry  read  by  the  poet  himself— and 
poetry  fredi  and  newly  coined  —  direct 
Irom  the  mint,  as  it  were,  with  all  its  gloss 
upon  it  1  I  think  I  should  prefer  it — ^if 
one  had  the  poet — to  the  accomplishments 
of  the  Sodety  Clown  or  the  Whistling 
Lady. 

There  existed  in  Florence,  in  the  open- 
ing years  of  the  sixteenth  century,  a 
learned  and  convivial  society  called  the 
Accademia  do'  Vignaiuoli,  or  *'  Club  of  the 
Vine-Dressers,"  the  members  of  which, 
according  to  Uie  strange  aflPectatlon  of  the 
time,  assumed  names  bearing  some  refe- 
rence to  the  plant  blessed  by  Bacchus; 
such  as  II  Mosta,  or  Must ;  L'Agresto,  or 
Sour  Grape;  II  Cotogno,  or  Quince. 
They  met  periodically  at  the  house  of 
Uberto  Strozzi,  where  they  dined  mode- 
rately, and  over  the  wbie  and  olives  im- 
provised verses  on  all  manner  of  subjects 
which  were  not  worse  than  impromptus 
generally  are.  Among  these  boon  com- 
panions were  Fireczuola  Molza,  Delia 
Gasa,  and  Bemi  —  Francesco  Bemi  de 
Bibbiesca,  the  great  master  of  Italian 
humorous  poety.  Bemi  was  a  bon  vivant, 
and  in  later  life  enjoyed  the  good  cheer 
supplied  alternately  by  Cardinal  Ippolito 
de'  Medici  and  Dake  Alessandro.  In  his 
exquisite  burlesque  of  the  ''Orlando  In- 
namorato,"  his  love  of  "the  gifts  of  a 
bountiful  Providence"  is  sufficiently  con- 
spicuous, and  he  depicts  liimself  as  a  man 
who  liked  to  take  life  easily,  on  the  "  eat, 
drink,  for  to-morrow  we  die"  principle. 

Nor  music,  hunting-match,  nor  mirthful  measure, 
Nor  play,  nor  other  pastime,  moved  him  aught ; 

And  if  'twas  true  that  horses  gave  him  pleasure. 
The  simple  sight  of  them  was  all  he  sought. 

Too  poor  to  purchase ;  and  his  only  treasure 
His  naked  bed ;  his  pastime  to  do  naught 

But  tumble  there,  and  stretch  his' weary  length, 

And  so  recruit  his  spirits  and  his  strength. 

This  bed  was  six  yards  across,  with 
sheets  and  curtahis  bleached  by  wear  and 
breeze,  a  silken  quilt,  bolsters  and  pillows 
fair — ^four  of  them,  one  at  each  comer. 
By  clumce,  one  day,  a  Frenchman — a 
renowned  cook — was  introduced ;  for  him 
a  similar  bed  was  prepared,  and  in  the 
space  between  the  two  a  fair  table  was 
placed,  and 

Upon  this  table,  for  the  ^air  to  dine, 

Were  savoury  viands  piled,  prepared  with  art; 
All  ordered  by  this  master-cook  divine. 

Boiled,  roast,  ragouts  and  jellies,  paste  and  tart ; 
But  soups  and  svrups  pleased  the  Florentine, 

Who  loathed  fatigue  like  death,  and,  for  his  part. 
Brought  neither  teeth  nor  fingers  into  play, 

But  made  two  varlets  feed  him  as  he  lay. 

But  from  Berni,  with  just  this    brief 
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taste  of  his  quality,  I  mast  harry  on  to 
Bedi,  passing  over  Alessandro  Tassoni, 
whonti  jadge,  however,  to  have  belonged 
to  the  goodly  company  of  bons  vivants 
from  his  flattering  allasion  —  in  ''La 
Secchia  Eapita  " — to  Brano,  "  whose  fertile 
thought^'  the  "long  small  sausage"  of 
Modena  ''to  perfection  brought."  Francesco 
Eedi  was  one  of  the  most  "  moderate  "  men 
of  his  day,  and  never  drank  wine  without 
diluting  it ;  yet  in  his  dithyramb  of  "  Bacco 
in  Toscana,"  he  has  sung  the  praises  of 
wine  with  a  fertility,  a  graphic  vigour,  and 
a  warmth  which  have  never  l^en  sur- 
passed. 

The  poem  will  be  known  to  English 
readers  by  Leigh  Hunt's  admirable 
translation.  After  passing  in  review  the 
various  kinds  of  Tuscan  wines — denouncing 
beer  and  water,  and  recommending  ice  to 
cool  the  cup — he  ends  by  pronouncing 
Montepulciano  "  the  king  of  all." 

Hearken,  all  earth ! 

We,  Bacchus,  in  the  might  of  our  ^eat  mirth, 

To  all  who  reverence  us,  and  are  right  thinkers. 

Hear,  all  ye  drinkers  1 

Give  ear,  and  give  faith,  to  our  edict  divine— 

Montepulcianas  the  king  of  all  wine. 


ON  KALI'S  SHOULDER. 

A  STORY  IN  SIX  CHAPTERS. 
By  JOHN  AYSCOUGH. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

*'  Where's  the  Baronet  1  Any  one  seen 
him  since  tiffin?" 

Apparently  no  one  had.  I  wanted  him 
about  a  company  matter,  and  was  not 
best  pleased  at  having  to  ran  over  half  the 
cantonment  to  find  him. 

Coming  out  of  the  mess  I  met  Snelgrove 
and  Farmer-Oopear.  No,  they  had  not 
seen  him. 

''  He's  off  to  that  confounded  palace,  I 
expect." 

"Or  the  hills,"  suggested  the  doctor. 
He  led  me  aside  and  said  :    *' How  about 

Soing  after  himi  I've  thought  a  good 
eal  about  those  sketches.  I  should  like 
to  see  where  they  lead  to;  are  you  on) 
It  would  be  a  bit  of  an  expedition,  and 
we  might  find  out  something  further." 

Snelgrove  thought  he'd  come,  too,  and 
off  we  went,  drivfog  as  far  as  the  bridge 
in  my  cart,  and  then  taking  to  our  feet 
and  the  mountain  path  up  Kali's  Shoulder. 

"  When  I  was  at  Eton,"  said  Snelgrove, 
whose  reminiscences  were  rather  apt  to 
open  thus,  <'  I  used  to  regret  occasionally 
not  having  been  an  ancient — ^it  was  very 


easy  getting  to  heaven  by  that  route 
The  gods  set  one  such  a  jolly  example. 
Bat  what  I  wish  to  say  is  that,  by  all  I 
can  hear,  this  Kali,  whose  shoulder  we  are 
about  to  prospect,  could  have  given  all 
the  lot  of  them  points.  She  was  a  real 
bad  'un." 

"  Tes,  but  her  amorosities  were  nothing 
to  her  badness  in  other  ways.  The  Thugs 
were  her  devoted  clients." 

**  She  seems,"  pursued  Snelgrove,  whose 
mind  was  painfully  modem  and  Anglo- 
Saxon,  'Ho  have  been  well  known  to 
the  police;  she'd  a  lot  of  aliases,  I 
fancy." 

•*Yes;  Pdrwatf,  Parbiitty,  D^vi,  Kali, 
and  so  on.  She  has  more  temples  than 
all  the  three  hundred  million  other  gods 
together." 

<*  Cox,"  interposed  the  doctor,  "  read 
that." 

And  he  handed  me  some  sheets  of  paper 
on  which  was  written,  in  his  own  hand- 
writing, what  proved  to  be  a  lengthy 
translated  extract  from  the  "Bride  of 
Siva." 
"  Aloud  1" 
"  If  you  like." 

So  I  read,  as  we  climbed  higher  and 
higher  up  the  hill-path,  with  the  shadow  of 
the  mountain  lying  over'  us  and  falling  far 
down  beneath  us  towards  the  plaia 

"'It  fell  on  a  day  that  the  god  Siva 
slept,  and  while  he  slumbered  the  Lady 
Pdrwati  came  walking  through  the  Ghauts, 
laughing  as  she  went.  And  she  thought 
of  Ganesh,  her  son,  whose  four  hands 
hold  the  comers  of  the  world,  whose  head 
is  an  elephant's,  and  who  is  a  most  wise 
god,  watching  the  portals  of  the  earth. 
And  she  laughed  to  think  how  she  had 
gotten  him  by  her  own  desire,  and  how 
the  Lord  Siva  had  been  angered  seeing 
him.  For  the  Destroyer  had  stamped  in 
his  fury  so  that  the  Kootab  waved  to  and 
fro  like  a  reed  when  the  Wind -God 
breathes  upon  it  by  Holy  Jumna;  and 
Kinchin  Jingl  shook  his  head  and  his 
white  hair  fell  down  Himalyan  to  the 
valleys. 

"  *  But  loudest  of  all  laughed  Kali,  to 
think  how  she  had  wept,  and  how  Siva 
had  ceased  in  his  acger  at  sight  of  her 
tears,  and  had  become  gentle.  'The 
tears  of  a  woman  are  like  fire,'  she 
laughed,  as  she  came  dancing  through 
the  mountains;  'but  the  tears  of  a 
goddess  are  like  lightning.'  Lender  and 
louder  laughed  the  Queen  Kali  as  she 
wandered     through    the     mountain^   so 
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that  the  people  said  it  thandered;  bat 
the  priests  —  where  Jena  and  Krishna 
meet  at  Towl! — knew  it  was*  Kalf,  and 
flang  flowers  before  her  faoe  in  the  great 
Bed  Temple  that  the  Rani  built  on  the 
river-gb^ts ;  and  the  Holy  Monkeys,  that 
are  Vishnu's,  chattered  together  as  they 
played  in  the  peepul-trees  growing  in  the 
court  of  the  Temple.  Then  of  a  sudden 
awoke  Siva,  whom  the  laughter  of  Kali 
awakened,  as  she  danced  on  the  gld.tB 
where  the  Deccan  goes  down  by  steps 
to  the  Konkan;  and  in  his  rage  he 
followed  her,  and  with  his  scourge  he 
chastened  her,  that  she  wept  as  the  rain 
weeps  when  the  monsoon  breaks  among 
the  mountains.  And  her  tears  fell  among 
the  hills,  and  rolled  into  the  nullahs ;  and 
her  tears  were  pearls — like  eggs  of  the 
peahen — and  at  sight  of  them  the  Lord 
SiFa  ceased  him  horn  his  scourging,  and 
was  appeased  from  his  anger;  but  the 
pearls  were  lost  in'  the  deep  nullahs,  save 
one  that  the  Peishwa  had  in  the  Palace 
Temple  on  the  hill  at  Pdrwati — over 
against  Kirkee  by  Poena — and  one  that 
the  Rani  Saraswati  gave  to  the  Red 
Temple  at  Towli,  having  found  it  in  the 
mountains  as  one  goes  by  the  hill-road 
to  Poena.' " 

The  doctor  laughed  when  I  had  finished 
reading. 

''The  'Tear  of  Kali'  was  long  gone 
from  P^rwati  when  the  Peiehwa's  power 
fell  at  the  Battle  of  Kirkee,  at  least,  one 
has  never  heard  of  it.  And  I  should 
foe  sorry  for  any  one  whose  valuables 
reposed  in  the  Red  Temple  at  Towli." 

"  Even  if  it  had  been  kept  there  before, 
the  Rajah  of  Ka'dra  would  not  have  been 
fool  enough  to  leave  it  there  when  Lord 
Dalfaousie  annexed  his  kingdom*  Per- 
haps in  the  confusion  then  it  got  lost 
or  stolen." 

The  doctor  nodded. 

"And  by  some  queer  accident  a  real 
or  supposed  clue  to  its  whereabouts  may 
have  got  Into  the  hands  of  De  Vescf,  and 
afterwards  of  Brodie,"  he  said  quietly. 

CHAPTER   V. 

We  had  come  now  to  a  point  where 
the  path  was  carried  by  a  narrow  bridge 
across  a  little  nullah  that  came  steeply 
down  from  the  left. 

''Here  we  branch  off,"  said  the  doctor, 
eUmblng  down  into  the  nullah,  and 
leadbg  the  way  up  towards  the  recesses 
of  the  hills. 

It  was  steep,  and  the  path  was  by  no 


means  apparent.  Xeverthtles?,  it  had — 
in  places  where  it  was  soft  and  damp — 
recent  footprints,  and  some  of  these  were 
unmistakea)  ly  a  sahiVs.  Then  up,  through 
quite  a  thick  jangle  :  thea  a  halt. 

"  There  are  no  boot-prints  in  this  mud." 

"  We've  overshot  the  mark,  somehow." 

"  I  don't  think  so ;  I  think  he  has  left 
them  behind,  and  put  on  native  shoes." 

Snelgrove  was  much  pained  at  this 
suggestion  of  the  doctor's. 

"Very  mean  of  him.  'Native  com- 
munications corrupt  good  manners.' " 

The  doctor  was  examining  a  sketch. 

"  This  way,"  he  said. 

"  How  do  you  know  1 " 

*'  By  the  way  the  bird  in  the  picture  is 
filing,"  he  replied,  and  we  meekly  followed 
him. 

So  by  many  twists,  across  open  spurs  of 
mountain,  down  very,  rugged  nullahs,  up 
others,  until  we  came  to  a  kind  of  amphi- 
theatre in  the  heart  of  the  hills.  High 
overhead  towered  Kali's  Shoulder,  really, 
like  a  woman's  shoulder  from  here. 

"  And  this  is  *  Ki»li's  Lap,' »  said  the 
doctor  calmly.  "Just  lie  down,  you  chaps, 
behind  the  scrub  and  look  over  there." 

We  peered  stealthily  out  across  the 
valley  where  he  pointed,  and  .there  we 
saw  Brodie ;  up  the  steep  hillside  he  was 
clambering,  holding  on  by  his  hands  very 
often,  and  close  at  his  heels  was  Kalbad^vi 
Rao,  the  Brahmin.  Of  course  the  distance 
was  too  great  for  us  to  see  that  it  was  the 
priest;  but  we  knew  it.  For  some  time 
we  watched  in  silence ;  the  awful,  ancient 
silence  of  those  weird  Deccany  hUh. 

The  valley  was  full  of  temples,  aU  ruined 
and  standing  round  on  spurs  of  the  hills 
like  sentries ;  the  approach  to  each  on  the 
valley  side  was  nearly  precipitous,  and 
their  rocky  bases  were  garlanded  with 
green. 

"  Now,  you  fellows,  what  steps  do  you 
propose  1 " 

(*  We've  taken  a  good  many,"  replied  the 
frivolous  Snelgrove,  with  every  appearance 
of  lighting  a  cheroot. 

*'  You  can  stay  here  and  smoke  if  you 
like,"  observed  the  doctor,  "  but  L^scelle) 
and  I  didn't  come  for  that.  We  came  to 
circumvent  that  devil  yonder,  and  to  look 
after  poor  Brodie." 

'*  He  certainly  values  my  interest  in  his 
affairs  very  much,"  said  the  incorrigible 
Snelgrove,  "  doesn't  he,  Cox  1 " 

<<My  good  fellow,"  said  the  doctor, 
'Mon't  you  budge  if  you  don't  want  to. 
Only,  it  is  right  to  tell  you  that  in  my 
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opinion  there  is  every  probability  the 
Baronet  has  not  the  least  sospioion  that 
that  fellow  is  dogging  his  steps — ^that  the 
reid  Brodie — look ! " 

By  a  most  difiSictilt  ascent  Brodie  had 
reached  the  plateau  of  one  of  the  temples, 
the  most  minons,  the  least  important- 
looking;  and  by  his  side  stood  the 
Brahmin.  There  was  something  odd  in 
their  relative  positions — something  that 
seemed  best  explainable  by  supposing 
that  it  was  as  the  doctor  said,  and  that  the 
Scotchman  knew  nothing  of  that  other 
haunting  presence. 

For  a  moment  or  two  it  seemed  as  if 
Brodie  reeled  and  would  have  fallen; 
hurriedly  the  priest  laid  something  white 
against  his  face  and  the  staggering  ceased. 

Then  into  the  gloom  of  the  temple  they 
disappeared  together. 

'*  Qood  Heaven  I  what  time  we  have 
wasted  1  It  will  take  us  twenty  minutes 
at  least  to  get  there — and  Heaven  knows 
what  that  scoundrel  is  up  to." 

It  took  us  half  an  hour  to  reach  the 
temple ;  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  valley 
and  up  by  that  crumbling  steep ;  and  now 
we  too  gained  the  worn  and  ruined  terrace 
in  front  of  the  temple  into  which  they  had 
vanished. 

It  was  deathly  stiU ;  no  silver  squirrels 
frisked  about  the  court,  or  peeped  at 
us  from  the  carvings  of  the  pagoda;  no 
monkeys  chattered  in  the  naked  branches 
of  the  huge,  dead  peepul-tree  that  cast  no 
pleasant  shadow  now. 

The  temple  was  larger  than  it  looked ; 
for,  though  narrow  enough,  it  was  tunnelled 
back  into  the  hillside,  and  consisted  of 
several  chambers,  of  lessening  size,  each 
one  raised  above  the  one  in  front  of  it. 
In  the  foremost  of  these,  under  a  howdah, 
stood  the  great  scarlet  image  of  Kali, 
girded  with  skulls.  Even  this  place  was 
far  from  light;  to  the  other  chambers  could 
penetrate  only  such  glimmerings  of  the  day 
as  found  their  way  through  the  narrow 
doorway  that  joined  each  one  to  that  bor* 
hind  it.  And  these  doorways  were  left 
and  right  alternately,  as  if  with  the  express 
purpose  of  securing  total  darkness  without 
wholly  excluding  the  outer  air;  or  perhaps 
of  preventing  the  egress  of  any  light  by 
night  from  tne  penetralia  of  the  temple. 
The  floors  were  deep  in  dust  or  sand,  of 
which  we  were  glad,  as  it  enabled  us  to 
move  in  perfect  silence. 

The  doctor  led  the  way,  I  followed,  and 
Snelgrove  brought  up  the  rear;  and  so 
out  of  the  broad  afternoon  light,  we  passed 


into  the  ever-deepening  gloom  that  fitlj 
surrounded  the  shrine  of  the  foul  and 
cruel  Kail. 

We  had  passed  through  four  rooms  and 
mounted  four  flights  of  steps  since  leaving 
the  actual  shrine;  on  entering  the  fifth 
we  were  met  by  a  strip  of  pale,  rosy 
light  shining  through  the  doorway  of  the 
sixth  chamber. 

To  this  we  crept  with  noiseless  step 
and  inward  wonderment  as  to  what  we 
should  see. 

Our  surprise  was  considerable  that  we 
saw  neither  Brodie  nor  the  priest;  only 
another  chamber  like  the  rest,  but  large, 
and  in  its  way  magnificent. 

The  walls  were  richly  carved,  and  the 
roof  was  gaudily  painted;  but  the  principal 
object  was  a  statue  of  the  goddess  Devi, 
enclosed  within  gilded  gates  of  trellis  work. 
Within  similar  gates  to  right  and  left  were 
the  images  of  Qanesh  and  Siva. 

All  this  was  visible  by  the  light  of  a 
hanging  lamp  that  burned  with  a  ruddy 
flame  and  a  heavily  aromatic  odour. 

Where  were  Brodie  and  Kalbad^vil 

There  was  absolutely  nowhere  in  that 
chamber  where  they  could  be  hidden.  The 
floor  was  quite  bare  save  for  sand  and 
dust;  there  were  no  projections  behind 
which  they  could  stand  in  shadow,  and 
the  space  between  the  trellis-gates  and  the 
images  was  not  more  than  four  feet — ^and 
through  that  narrow  space  our  view  of  the 
three  gods  was  quite  unobstructed. 

Our  first  thought— certainly  it  was  mine, 
and  probably  we  all  had  the  same  idea — 
was  that  from  one  of  the  other  rooms 
some  passage  had  opened,  unnoticed  by  us 
in  the  darkness^  and  that  we  had  overshot 
our  mark.  They  must  have  turned  ofl 
into  some  such  passage. 

We  turned  to  retrace  our  steps,  and  had 
just  reached  the  doorway  leading  into  the 
next  apartment^  when  the  band  of  rosy 
light  failed.  We  drew  back  instinctively 
into  a  comer,  and  a  moment  or  two  later 
a  soft  footfall,  quick  and  Ught,  passed  us 
in  the  darkness. 

Even  on  that  silent  sand-strewn  floor 
we  could  be  certain  of  two  things — ^that 
only  one  man's  footstep  had  been  there,  and 
that  it  was  the  tread  of  a  much  lighter, 
smaller  man  than  Brodie. 

<'  It's  Eaibad^vi— and  Brodie's  not  with 
him!"  whispered  the  doctor.  "You  two 
go  in  there  and  search  again  for  Brodie; 
I'll  tackle  the  Hindu.  Tou  can  strike 
matches  now,  and  perhaps  you  can  light 
that  lamp  again." 
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After  Kalbad^viBao  the  little  doctor 
hastened  eagerly,  while  we,  with  an  eerie 
feeling  of  mystery,  obeyed  him  in  goiog 
JMck  to  search  again  for  any  trace  of 
Brodle. 

We  each  had  matches,  and  we  found 
it  easy  enough  to  relight  the  red  lamp. 
Then  we  once  again  looked  round.  There 
was  certainly  only  one  door  in  the  stone 
wall  of  the  chamber,  that  by  which  we 
had  entered. 

"See  if  we  can  open  the  door  into  the 
shrine." 

It  opened  easily  enough,  bat  we  found 
the  three  statues  were  flat  against  the 
wall  j  there  was  no  way  behind  them. 

In  trying  to  discover  some  door  or 
passage  beUnd  the  statues,  I  noticed  that 
there  was  a  sort  of  golden  knob  on 
KaU's  shoulder.  It*  was  not  bigger  than  a 
pea,  but  It  was  quite  bright. 

*'IVe  never  seen  any  of  her  images  with 
that  before/'  I  observed,  and,  as  I  spoke, 
tried  whether  it  were  a  mere  gilded  lump 
on  the  marble  statue  or  were  screwed  in. 
It  eame  out  in  my  hand,  and  at  the  moment 
of  its  doing  so,  there  dropped  from  the 
low  roof  of  the  shrine  on  to  Snelgrove's 
head  what  was  more  like  the  wooden 
handle  of  a  skipping-rope  than  anything 
^e,  with  about  a  foot  of  rope  attached 
to  it 

"Hullo!" 

Snelgrove  was  standing  immediately  in 
front  of  Kali  at  the  moment.  He  raised 
his  hand  and  pulled  hard  at  the  rope,  but 
nothing  happened. 

"  Go  outside  the  shrine  a  minute." 

He  did  so,  and  I  followed  him. 

"  Now  try  a  pulL" 

He  seized  the  rope-handle  again  and  I 
helped  hun.  We  put  all  our  weight  on  it, 
and  slowly  and  silently  a  trap  door 
opened  in  the  marble  floor  straight  before 
the  image  of  the  goddess.  We  propped  it 
np  carefully  and  looked  down.  A  narrow 
but  perfect  flight  of  steps  led  down  into 
the  darkness. 

"Brodie's  down  there  somewhere. 
Come  on  I" 

At  the  bottom  we  found  ourselves  in  a 
square  room,  the  counterpart  of  that  above. 
It  was  quite  empty,  but  out  of  it  opened 
another  and  there  we  found  our  friend. 

Here,  too,  was  an  image  of  Kali  in  a 
shrine,  but  it  was  very,  very  old,  rudely 
carven  of  red  granite  or  gneiss,  without 
ornament  or  gem.  No  lamp  hung  before 
her,  the  open  shrine  gates  were  of  rotten 
wood;  it  seemed  dishonoured  and  forgotten. 


No  jewels  burned  in  her  ears,  the  caste 
marks  on  her  brow  were  of  common  paint, 
and  around  her  neck  was  an  iron  chain 
supporting  an  oval  pendant.  The  pendant 
was  meant  to  shut  together,  and  would 
have  held  an  oval  object  of  the  size  of 
perhaps  a  turkey's  egg ;  but  it  hung  open 
now,  and  empty. 

On  his  face  before  that  grisly  divinity 
lay  Brodie,  and  stirred  neither  hand  nor 
foot  as  we  entered.  There  was  no  sign  of 
any  violence  about  him,  but  when  we 
touched  him  we  could  not  doubt  that  he 
was  dead. 

Already  a  chill  and  clammy  dew  lay 
upon  his  brow,  and  his  flesh  had  the  wax- 
white  hue  of  death.  The  "rigor  mortis'' 
was  not  there  yet,  but  there  was  no  hint 
of  life  in  the  laxity  of  those  long  and 
formerly  so  stalwart  limbs. 

''We'd  better  go  after  the  doctor.  If 
he  is  alive  the  doctor  will  be  able  to  do 
more  for  him  than  we  caa" 

"  Yes ;  but  I  don't  fancy  leaving  him  all 
alone ;  you  go  after  the  doctor  and  I'll  stop 
here  till  you  get  back." 

So  I  heard  Snelgrove  go,  and  my  dead 
chum  and  I  were  left  alone  in  the  darkness. 
Now  and  then  I  struck  a  match,  but  they 
lasted  so  short  a  while  I  gave  it  up  after 
ten  minutes  or  so. 

Snelgrove  had  not  taken  long  regaining 
the  outer  air,  but  at  first  he  could  not  see 
anything  either  of  the  Brahmin  or  the 
doctor.  Then  he  caught  sight  of  the 
white  garments  of  the  priest,  high  up  the 
hillside  near  the  foot  of  an  old  quarry 
whence  no  doubt  the  material  for  the 
temples  had  been  brought.  Clambering 
after  him,  gaining  on  him  minute  by 
minute,  but  &till  some  way  beneath,  was 
the  doctor. 

Snelgrove  started  on  his  own  way  after 
them,  and  for  some  time  found  his  atten- 
tion pretty  well  taken  up  by  the  exertion 
of  climbing  that  precipitous  hillside,  and 
choosing  the  best  and  least  circuitous 
route.  Then  he  paused  to  take  breath 
and  look  at  the  way  before  him,  and  so 
doing  he  glanced  upward  to  see  how  much 
the  doctor  had  diminished  the  distance 
between  himself  and  the  Brahmin. 

The  Hindu  had  gained  the  summit  of 
the  old  quarry,  and  by  a  rough  natural  stair- 
way the  active  little  Briton  was  following 
him. 

Suddenly  an  idea  seemed  to  strike  the 
native.  He  was  standing  close  to  the  edge 
of  the  quarry,  and  pushing  with  all 
his  might  at  a  huge  loose  mass  of  stone 
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that  if  it  f bll  would  both  destroy  the  top- 
most stages  of  the  path  up  which  the  doctor 
was  climbing,  and  hurl  him  to  the  bottom 
if  he  fihonid  have  got  high  enough  to  be  in 
its  path. 

"Oh,  for  a  rifle  in  my  hands!"  mattered 
Snelgrove  between  his  teeth.  ''There'd 
be  one  more  devil  in  his  right  place  in 
thirty  seconds !  I  wonder  if  the  doctor 
twigs  what  that  brown  rascal  is  after." 

Snelgrove  whooped  his  loudest,  and  the 
little  doctor  paused  and  turned  to  look 
down  at  him ;  Snelgrove  could  see  him 
wave  his  hand.  Again  he  whooped  and 
pointed  to  the  Hinda  As  it  happened, 
the  doctor  could  not  see  the  native. 

The  priest  laughed  loud  and  long ;  and 
over  the  edge  of  the  quarry  the  great  stone 
came  tumbling  down,  but  it  did  not  come 
alone.  Under  the  Brahmin's  feet  the  slag 
and  earth  loosened,  and  with  a  clatter  went 
rumbling  down  into  the  depths.  With 
one  wild  slriek  his  laughter  ended,  and 
the  mountain  gorges  had  not  ceased  their 
echoes  of  his  mirth  ere  they  gave  back  the 
death-cry  into  which  it  merged. 

To  the  little  doctor  it  seemed  as  if  the 
.  whole  mountain  were  falling  down  on  him; 
but  he  was  sheltered  by  the  overhanging 
brow  of  rock  that  had  prevented  his  seeing 
what  Kalbad6vi  was  doing;  and,  except 
that  he  was  half  choked  and  blinded  by 
dust  and  laud,  took  no  great  hnr*^. 

The  upward  way  was  gonp,  however,  and 
he  had  to  begin  a  downward  climb  far 
more  trying, 

CHAPTER  VI. 

<<No  more  dead  than  you  are!"  said 
the  doctor.  "Though  he  would  never 
have  awakened  had  he  not  been  found." 

We  had  carried  Brodie  up  and  laid  him 
on  the  terrace  in  the  open  air.  The  sun 
was  setting  behind  Kali's  Shoulder,  and 
the  shadow  lay  dark  across  the  valley. 

The  little  doctor,  very  red  and  dusty, 
was  leaning  over  him;  and  now  from  his 
pocket  he  drew  a  savage  little  case  full  of 
horribly  bright  instruoicnts. 

"  This  needle  is  full  of " 

''  Morphia  and  atropine  1 "  I  suggested 
intelligently. 

«*  Nothing  of  the  kind ;  a  very  particular 
discovery  of  my  own  against  snake-bite. 
Now,  watch." 

We  watched.     Close  to  Brodie's  heart 


he  bared  the  chest,  and  there  dug  in  his 
little  ''needle";  squeezed  it;  and  there 
followed  a  kind  of  effervescent  sweat. 

"Only  an  experiment — but  suocesafnl, 
eh?" 

We  committed  ourselves  to  no  opinion. 
The  Baronet's  ashengrey  hue  gave  place 
to  rosy-red,  and  the  drawn  blue  lipa  grew 
red  and  soft.  He  sighed  deeply,  and 
sat  up. 

"  Hullo  !  what  the  deuce  are  you  doing 
here  1    And  what's  the  matter  idth  me  )  " 

He  looked  stupidly  at  us  all,  and  blushed 
a  deeper  red. 

"I'm  trybg  to  remember,"  he  said 
earnestly.      '<I   remember   starting   well 

enough "    he   paused,  and   pnt    his 

hand  up  to  his  head.  *'I  remember 
getting  to  the  place  where  I  changed  my 
shoes,"  he  said  absently,  "but  how  did  I 
get  here  )  And  who  showed  '  you  the 
wayl  What's  that?"  he  cried.  His 
wandering,  purposeless  gaza  had  fiJlen  on 
the  body  of  the  priest.  '*  Why  does  he 
look  like  that ) " 

"  He's  dead,"  replied  the  doctor  gravely. 
''  Kalbadevi  Rao,  you  know." 

Brodie  nodded.  He  staggered  to  his 
feet  and  went  over  to  him.  He  looked 
down  with  a  strong  though  restrained 
repulsion  on  the  dead  man. 

"  Look  1 "  said  the  doctor ;  "  here's  the 
pearl !  Smashed,  yon  see  —  but  there 
it  is  I" 

"The  prarll  Who  told  you  of  iti 
Who  told  him  1  How  did  he  get  it )  I 
only  found  out  the  la  it  clue  this  morning, 
and  told  no  one.  I  was  on  my  way  when 
that  —  that  attack  —  came  on;  lUce  the 
others." 

Now    Ready,    Price    Sixpence. 
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CHAPTER   XXXVII. 

The  cottage  which  Mrs.  Bom&yne  hod 
taken  for  Angait  and  Septeiaber,  on 
JoUan'i  nfoeal  to  go  abroad,  wm  sitaated 
a  few  miles  above  Henley.  It  was  a  very 
charming  little  honsa,  to  which  the  term 
"  cottage  '  was  applicable  only  in  mock 
hnmUity ;  and  it  was  very  charmingly 
sitaated.  It  had  a  delightfnl  garden,  not 
luge,  but  fall  of  "  ronee,  and  sanSowers, 
and  all  sorts  of  thingB,"  a,%  Mrs.  Bomayne 
explained  to  Julian  aicer  her  vialt  of 
Inspeedon.  Its  lawns  eloped  down  to  the 
rirer,  and  altogether,  on  the  same  aathorlty, 
it  waa  a  wonderfol  chance  to  get  hold 
of  it. 

The  atatement  which  Mrs,  Romayne  had 
made  to  Lady  Bracondale  on  Julian's 
authority,  that  there  were  "  nice  people 
abont,"  had  originated,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
not  with  Jalian,  bat  with  hie  mother 
herself.  It  waa  qoite  tme,  nererthdess ; 
bat  apparently  JtUIan's  sudden  desire  for 
qoiet  had  proved  infections.  For,  the 
acqaaintanoe  between  herself  and  her 
preaent  neighboiUB  beirg  of  the  slightest, 
Mn.  Bomayne  made  no  inch  attempt  as 
might  hare  been  expected  of  her  to 
develope  that  acqauntance. 

She  eeemed  to  be  strangely  without 
impetju  in  herself  towards  action  of  any 
kind.  She  waa  "reitiug"  some  people 
nJght  have  said ;  abe  waa  paosing,  eer- 
twoly.  But  whether,  as  the  daya  went 
on,  her  life  did  not  ugnify  rather  tem- 
porary and  enforced  quiescence,  than  the 
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peacefal  and  pleasant  gnspension  of  labour, 
mi^ht  have  been  an  open  qnestion. 

It  was  a  hot,  bright  Angost ;  day  alter 
day  the  aun  shone  steadily  down,  as  Jalian 
departed  for  town  after  an  early  breakfast, 
at  which  his  mother  never  failed  to  appear. 
Day  after  day  it  shone  throagh  all  the 
long,  little-b  okan  boats  npon  the  qniet 
hoase  and  ^arien,  abont  which  the  one 
woDian's  figare  moved  in  almost  total 
solitude,  aniil,  with  the  eveniog,  Jalian 
re  tamed  again.  Evening  after  evening 
the  mother  and  eon  spent  alone,  bat  by 
no  means  always  together.  After  their 
dinner,  daring  which  conversation  seldom 
flagged  between  them,  any. more  than  It 
would  have  Sagged  between  two  friendly 
and  well-bred  acquaintances,  Mra.  Romayne 
would  sit  in  the  diawiDg-ioom  with  a  bit 
of  fashionable  fanoy-wotk  in  her  hand, 
into  which  ahe  only  occasionally  pat  a 
stitch ;  and  sometimes  Jalian  would  spend 
half  an  hoar  with  hsi  there,  leading  the 
newspaper  and  carrying  on  the  talk  of 
dinner,  or  sometimes  he  would  atioU  oat 
into  the  garden  at  once,  and  coma  in  only 
just  before  bed-time. 

Mia.  Bomayne  never  followed  him  and 
never  questioned  him,  Perhaps  it  was 
the  curioualy  atill  life  she  had  led  which 
brought  so  strange  and  atiil  an  ezpreaslon 
to  her  face — a  stillness  which  suggested  a 
slow,  wearing  waiting,  and  a  mingled  con- 
centration, watcbfulDeas,  and  patience  which 
aat  strangely  on  the  face  which  so  few 
people  bad  seen  otherwise  than  vlvaciona 
and  superficial. 

It  was  an  evening  in  the  second  week  of 
September,  and  she  was  walking  up  and 
down  the  laws  In  the  fading  snnaet  light. 
She  was  moving  with  slow,  regular  steps, 
with  the  monotonous  motion  of  a  woman 
to  whom  the  even  movement  bioaght  some 
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sort  of  relief  or  soothing.  There  was  an 
indeseribablo  touch  of  desolateness  about 
her  lonely  figure  as  she  moved  up  and 
down  before  we  empty  house. 

A  servant  eame  out  to  her  by-and-by 
with  some  newly-unrlved  letters.  She  took 
them,  and  then,  her  monotonous  motion 
being  perforce  suspended,  a  sense  of 
phydcal  fatigue  seemed  to  assert  itself, 
and  she  sat  down  on  a  low  basket-chair. 

A  sigh  came  from  her  as  she  did  so,  one 
of  those  sighs  which  in  their  unconscious- 
ness are  so  suggestive  of  habitual  suffering. 
She  paused  a  moment,  looking  away  into 
space  with  haggard,  absent  eyes.  Then 
she  seemed  to  rouse  herself,  and  took  up 
one  of  the  letters  as  if  forcing  herself  to 
seek  relief  from  the  current  of  her 
monotonous  thoughts.  She  had  opened 
the  envelope  and  read  the  letter  half 
through  in  a  mechanicali  uninterested  way, 
when  its  contents  seemed  suddenly  to 
arrest  her  attention.  A  change  came  to 
her  expression,  a  change  which  in  its 
slight  quickening  and  revival  showed  how 
dulled,  almost  numbed,  it  had  been  before. 

She  turned  once  more  to  the  beginning 
of  the  letter  and  read  it  again. 

"Dear  Mrs.  Romayne, — I  am  so  sorry 
to  have  to  ask  you  to  postpone  the  visit 
which  you  had  promised  us  for  the  end 
of  this  month.  I  find  that  by  some  stupid 
mistake  my  husband  and  I  have  given 
separate  invitations  for  .the  same  date.  As 
there  is,  unfortunately,  no  doubt  that  his 
invitation  was  given  first,  there  falls  upon 
me  the  very  disagreeable  task  of  explaining 
the  situation  to  you  and  your  son,  and 
begging  you  to  forgive  me.    Yours  truly, 

**  Marion  Stewart." 

Mrs.  Romayne  leant  back  in  her  chair, 
not  indolently,  but  with  a  certain  intent 
consideration  in  every  line  of  her  figure ; 
and  letting  the  hand  that  held  the  letter 
fall  on  her  knee,  she  sat  gazing  at  the 
written  words  with  sharp,  sngrily-spark- 
ling  eyes,  which  looked  as  thoogh  tihey 
were  bent  on  piercing  through  the  words 
themselves  to  the  meaning  which  she 
believed  they  hid.  She  was  evidently 
surprised  and  annoyed;  as  evidently  she 
gave  hot  an  instant's  credence  to  the 
reason  alleged  for  the  postponement  of  the 
visit  in  question,  and  the  slight  involved 
in  this  postponement,  indefinite,  as  she 
noticed  with  an  unpleasant  little  smile, 
seemed  to  stimulate  her. 

Her  face  had  grown  sharp,  and  even 


vindictive,  when  her  eyes  fell  on  the 
postmark  of  the  second  letter  Iving  on  her 
knee.  It  was  that  of  the  same  little  Scotch 
town,  the  name  of  which  was  stamped 
upon  the  already  opened  envelopa  She 
took  it  up  eagerly,  and  as  she  saw  the 
handwriting,  she  paused  for  an  instant, 
and  a  flash  of  intense  consideration  passed 
across  her  face.^  Then  she  tore  it  hastily 
open.  It  was  from  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  and  it 
conveyed  in  three  long  -  winded  and 
incoherent  sheets  a  piece  of  news  which 
the  writer  was  sure  would  delight  Mrs. 
Bomayne. 

"Dear  Maud,''  the  letter  said,  was  jast 
engaged  to  "  that  charming  Mr.  Loring." 
Mra.  Pomeroy's  mind  seemed  to  be  in  a 
state  of  somewhat  considerable  confusion 
between  a  theoretical  and  conventional 
sense  that  it  was  very  sad  for  her  to  lose 
her  daughter,  and  a  certain  practical 
and  actual  sense,  which  by  no  means 
harmonised  with  the  theoretical  one,  and 
all  unconsciously  threw  a  good  deal  of 
light  on  the  relations  between  the  mother 
and  daughter  as  they  actually  existed. 
The  coherence  of  the  letter  was  further 
disturbed  by  sundry  sentences,  which  dove- 
tailed so  oddly  into  the  general  fabric  that 
they  had  somewhat  the  appearance  of 
being  inserted  to  order,  and  which 
conveyed  various  repetitions  of  "dear 
Maud's"  assurance  of  Mrs.  Bomayne's 
congratulations,  and  various  repetitions  of 
the  statement  that  Mr.  Loring's  financial 
position  had  recently  improved  amazingly, 
and  that  he  was  sure  of  a  seat  in 
Parliament  at  the  forthcoming  general 
election. 

'*  He  has  been  stajing  with  the  Stewarts 
during  the  whole  of  our  visit  to  them," 
the  letter  ended.  ^'Dear  Lady  Marion 
has  been  so  kind  about  it,  and  taken  such 
an  interest." 

"Ahl" 

The  exclamation^  uttered  evidently  in- 
voluntarily, just  above  her  breath,  came 
from  Mrs.  Eomayne's  lips  sharp  and 
bitter.  She  had  read  the  letter  through 
with  certain  quick  movements  of  her  eye- 
brows, and  libtle  mocking  smQes  coming 
and  going  about  her  thin  lips,  and  they 
smQed  again  as  she  folded  the  letter 
deliberately  and  put  it  back  faito  its 
envelope.  She  was  looking  thoroughly 
roused  now,  and  there  was  a  vindictive 
confidence  In  her  alert,  determined,  almost 
exdted  expression.  It  was  the  kindling 
up  of  martial  spirit  at  a  challenging 
trumpet-call  from  a  well-known  battlefield. 
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If  Marston  Loring  and  his  future  wife 
were  indeed  arranging  their  forces  for  the 
undermining  of  Mrs.  Bomayne's  social 
position — and  Miss  Pomeroy  and  Loring 
between  them  could  have  pieced  out  a 
very  sufficient  explanation  of  Lady  Marion 
Stewart's  note  — the  campaign,  judging 
from  appearances  at  that  moment,  was 
likely  to  be  far  from  a  tame  one. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  was  still  sitting  with  the 
letters  in  her  hand,  tapping  one  foot  with 
impatient  vigour  upon  the  grass,  and  there 
was  the  same  eager  intentness  in  her  eyes, 
nHien  irom  the  house  behind  her  the 
sound  of  a  dinner-bell  rang  out.  She 
started  violently,  and  in  the  start  some- 
thing seemed  to  fall  between  her  and  the 
subject  on  which  her  thoughts  had  been 
busy.  A  curious  shade  of  that  new  still- 
ness replaced  the  eager  sharpness  on  her 
face.  It  was  the  dSessing-bell,  and  she 
rose  mechanically;  and  as  she  turned 
towards  the  house  her  eyes  fell  upon  the 
figure  of  Julian.  He  had  evidently  been 
standing  on  the  verandah^  and  as  she  rose 
he  had  tumed,  and  was  disappearing  into 
the  house.  Another  shade  of  stillness  fell 
upon  her  face,  as  though  the  letters  she 
liad  received,  and  the  feelings  they  had 
stirred,  had  receded  into  the  distance. 
There  was  nothing  in  her  eyes  now  but  a 
certain  lurking,  heart-sick  anxiety,  which 
never  waned  or  lightened,  and  was  not  to 
be  repressed. 

It  often  happened  that  the  mother  and 
son  did  not  meet,  on  Julian's  return  home 
in  the  evening,  until  dinner-time,  and  it 
happened  so  this  evening.  The  dinner- 
beU  was  ringing  when  Julian  came  down- 
stairs with  a  quick  word  or  two  of  apology, 
and  followed  his  mother  into  the  dining- 
room. 

Julian  looked  as  though  his  month's 
hard  work  had  by  no  means  agreed  with 
him.  His  face  was  even  painfully  thin 
and  worn,  and  there  was  an  expression  of 
hard  concentration  about  it  which  seemed 
to  age  it  strangely.  His  eyes  were  haggard 
and  rattier  sunken.  It  was  a  curious 
feature  of  a  change  in  him  less  easily 
defined,  that  his  Ukeness  to  his  mother 
had  faded  considerably.  All  the  character 
of  his  face  now  seemed  to  originate  about 
his  moutti — that  mouth  of  which  Mrs. 
Bomayne  had  been  wont  to  say  with 
afiiected  gaiety  that  it  was  like  nobody  in 
particular;  that  mouth  which  had  been  a 
somewhat  weak  and  undecided  feature. 
There  was  nothing,  undecided  about  it 
now,  and  Mr&  Bomayne  never  looked  at 


it  without  a  deepfening  of  that  stillness  on 
her  face.  It  was  set  into  heavy,  resolute 
lines. 

No  one,  indeed,  judging  from  the  bare 
outline  of  Julian's  daily  life  during  that 
hot  August,  could  have  wondered  at  the 
signs  of  physical  wear  and  tear  that  he 
exhibited.  Ten  o'clock,  on  every  one  of 
those  sultry  days,  found  him  at  work,  not 
indeed  in  the  Temple,  but  in  an  office  in 
the  City,  and  it  was  from  the  same  office 
that  he  would  issue  forth  at  about  five 
o'clock  to  catch  the  train  for  Henley,  some- 
times with  sullen  determination,  some- 
times with  a  pale,  fierce  excitement  on 
his  face. 

The  afiairs  of  the  Welcome  Diamond 
Mine  Company  had  readjusted  themselves, 
after  the  blow  which  had  threatened  the 
company's  very  existence,  as  hardly  the 
most  sanguine  could  have  hoped.  Ten 
days  after  the  announcement  of  the  pre- 
sence of  water  in  the  mine,  some  of  the 
newspapers  published  another  telegram 
which  had  been  received  by  the  directors. 
The  passage  of  the  water,  by  which  the 
existing  mine  was  rendered  practically 
useless,  had  revealed  hitherto  unsuspected 
possibilities,  and  there  appeared  to  be  little 
doubt  that  the  first  mine  had  been,  as  it 
were,  only  a  pledge  of  still  richer  strata 
yet  to  be  worked.  One  telegram  followed 
another,  confirming  the  report  in  greater 
detail  Prospectuses  were  issued,  settbig 
forth  a  propcNud  to  utilise  the  opportunity 
thus  opened,  and  debentures  were  Issued 
for  the  providing  of  the  necessary  funds. 
These  debentures  were  taken  up  somewhat 
slowly  at  first,  but  on  the  arrival  in  England 
of  specimens  of  cUamonds  from  the  new 
lead,  together  with  a  circumstantial  report, 
they  were  taken  up  with  a  rush.  Works 
were  understood  to  be  already  on  foot, 
and  dividends  were  looked  for  at  an  early 
date.  The  new  managing  director  of  the 
company  was  Julian  Bomayne. 

There  was  a  kind  of  dry  excitement 
about  him  to-night  behind  the  deliberate 
assumption  of  conversational  interest 
which  was  his  nevet-Hshanging  manner 
with  his  mother  now,  and  liis  hand  shook 
a  little  as  he  poured  himself  out  more 
wine  than  usual 

He  did  not  rejoin  his  mother  in  the 
drawing-room,  saying  something  as  she  left 
him  about  having  letters  to  write;  and 
two  hours  afterwards  he  was  walking  up 
and  down  the  lawn  in  the  moonlight  with 
a  cigar. 

There  was  a  fierce  restlessness  in  his 
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step,  and  there  was  a  fieice  reitlesBneBs  in 
his  face,  toa  He  had  been  walking  there 
for  hali  an  hour  when  a  shadow  passed 
across  the  bUnd  of  the  drawing-room 
window — the  night  was  very  hot  and  the 
window  was  wide  open — and  the  bUnd  was 
drawn  op.  Mrs.  Bomaynb's  figure  stood 
there  outlined  by  the  lamplignt  withia 
The  drawing-room  window  was  shadowed 
from  the  moonlight  by  an  angle  of  the 
house. 

''Good  night,  Julian  1"  she  called. 

Julian  stopped  in  his  walk  mechanically. 

"  Good  night,  mother  1 "  he  answered. 
The  figure  in  the  window  seemed  to  hesi- 
tate for  a  moment;  then  Mrs.  Bomayne 
moved  and  drew  dpwn  the  blind,  the 
lights  in  the  room  behind  went  out  one  by 
one,  and  Julian  resumed  his  walk  in  the 
moonlight  as  mechanically  as  he  had 
stopped  it. 

It  was  his  custom  to  go  every  morning 
first  to  his  room  in  the  Temple  in  case  any 
letters  might  be  waiting  for  him  there, 
and  on  the  following  morning,  a  slight 
accident  on  the  line  naving  considerably 
delayed  his  train,  he  paused  a  moment 
before  giving  his  order  to  the  cabman. 
He  was  very  late,  and  there  was  a  feverish 
impatience  in  every  line  of  his  face.  He 
had  almost  decided  that  any  private  letters 
might  wait  until  the  next  day,  when,  with 
a  sudden  unaccountable  reaction,  he  sprang 
into  the  cab  and  told  the  man  to  drive  to 
the  Temple. 

•He  had  apparently  repented  of  the 
resolution  by  the  time  the  cab  stopped,  for 
he  sprang  out  with  a  muttered  imprecation 
on  the  delay.  There  was  only  one  letter 
waiting  for  him,  and  he  caught  it  up 
fiercely.  Then  the  handwriting  in  which 
it  was  directed  caught  his  eye. 

All  the  tumultuous  heat  and  impatience 
of  his  face  died  out  suddenly  and  utterly. 
He  stood  for  a  moment  staring  down  at 
the  letter,  white  to  the  very  lips.  Then 
he  seemed  absolutely  and  physically  to  set 
his  teeth,  and  in  the  intense  hardness  of 
determination  which  set  its  mark  on  every 
muscle  of  his  face,  his  whole  expression 
would  have  seemed  to  deterioratei  markedly 
and  terribly,  but  for  the  desperation  in  his 
eyes  which  was  little  short  of  agony. 

He  moved  abruptly,  crossed  the  room, 
unlocked  a  drawer  in  bis  writing-table,  and 
thrust  the  letter  in  with  quick,  deliberate 
movements,  unopened.  He  locked  the 
drawer  again  sharply,  and  turned  and  went 
hastily  out  of  the  room. 

The  letter  was  from  Glemence;  it  was 


the  first  sign  of  her  existence  which  he  had 
received  since  their  parting  on  that  June 
evening  nearly  three  months  ago. 

He  was  looking  only  older,  harder,  and 
more  recklessly  resolute  when  about  a 
quaiter  of  an  hour  later  he  entered  the 
office  of  the  Welcome  Diamond  Mine 
Company.  The  feeble-looking  little  mes- 
senger was  in  solitary  possession,  and  he 
looked  up  rather  uneasily  as  Julian  wished 
him  a  brief  good  morning  and  Crossed  to 
the  door  of  the  manager's  room. 

"Mr.  Bamsav's  just  gone  out,  Mr.  Bo- 
mayne,"  he  sdd.  "  I  was  to  say  he  would 
be  in  again  directly." 

Julian  made  a  curt  gesture  of  assent 
and  went  on  into  the  private  room.  There 
was  plenty  of  work  waiting  for  him,  it 
appeared,  and  he  was  still  applying  himself 
to  it  with  dogged  concentration,  when, 
nearly  an  hour  later,  the  door  opened  and 
Ramsay  appeared. 

"  There  you  are  1 "  he  said  indifferently. 
''  I  thought  you  weren't  going  to  turn  up 
this  morning." 

Julian  had  just  glanced  up  from  the 
letter  he  was  uniting  to  acknowledge  the 
other  man's  entrance,  and  he  went  on 
writing  as  he  explained  britfiy  that  his 
train  had  been  delayed. 

"  No  particular  reason  for  wanting  me, 
I  suppose  1 "  he  said  in  a  brief,  budness- 
like  way,  as  he  laid  down  his  pen. 

Eamsay  sat  down  deliberately,  and  put 
his  hand  into  the  breast-pocket  of  his 
coat 

*<  Well,  yes,"  he  said.  "  There's  a  matter 
here  wliich  rather  calls  for  the  attention  of 
the  managing  director." 

He  held  out  a  letter  as  he  spoke,  and 
Julian  took  it  and  read  it  quickly.  Then 
he  laid  it  down  on  the  table  before  him, 
and  looked  up  slowly  at  Ramsay.  His  face 
was  rather  pale. 

''  A  general  meeting  of  shareholders  1 " 
he  said.     *'  Demanded ! " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  while  he 
looked  steadily  into  Ramsay's  Immoveable 
face,  and  then  he  added  in  the  same  rather 
difficult  tone : 

''  Did  you  expect  this,  Ramsay  f " 

''I  never  expect,"  returned  Ramsay 
drily.  "  Such  a  thing  was  on  the  cards,  of 
course." 

Julian's  face  grew  dark  and  calculating. 

''Well,"  he  said  harshly,  after  another 
moment's  pause,  "  it  must  be  arranged  for, 
of  course.    What  do  you  propose  f 

Ramsay  answered  the  question  by 
another. 
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"  Do  you  happen  to  know  anything/'  he 
said,  *'  of  a  man  named  Compton — Howard 
Oompton  1 " 

JaUan's  brows  contracted  as  if  with  an 
involontary  effort  to  detect  the  relevancy 
of  the  question  as  he  answered  tersely  : 

"  Tes.  He  and  I  belong  to  the  same  club." 

'*  You  don't  know,  I  suppose,  that  some 
shares  in  the  '  Welcome '  have  drifted  into 
his  hands  ? " 

Julian  shook  his  head  with  a  quick  frown 
of  vexation. 

*'  Ah ! "  observed  Samsay ;  **  they  have, 
though.  And  it  has  Qpme  to  my  know- 
ledge that  various  enquiries  have  been  made 
into  the  state  of  the  Welcome  Diamond 
Mine;  made  on  the  spot^  and  made  in 
secret.  And  I've  traced  these  enquiries  to 
this  Mr.  Howard  Oompton." 

A  dreadful  grey  pallor  had  begun  to 
spread  itself  over  Julian's  face.  And  the 
muscles  seemed  to  have  grown  rigid  with 
the  intense  force  with  wmch  he  held  them 
to  their  expression  of  dogged  determina- 
tion. He  did  not  speak,  and  Bamsay 
went  on  in  the  same  dry,  indifferent 
way: 

"He  is  either  a  very  clever  hand,  or 
very  cleverly  advised.  The  one  point  we 
score  at  present  is  that  he  has  not  done 
as  he  intended  to  do,  and  taken  us  by 
surprise." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say " 

The  words  seemed  to  come  from  between 
Julian's  dry,  white  lips  almost  without 
consciousness  on  his  part.  His  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  Ramsay  with  a  hard,  unseeing 
kfaid  of  stare,  his  voice  was  hoarse,  uneven, 
and  hardly  audible,  and  it  died  away 
leaving  the  sentence  unfinished. 

''The  meaning  is  obvious,  of  course," 
returned  Bamaay.  *'  An  affair  of  thb  kind 
is  a  ticklish  thing  to  pull  off,  and  a  hitch 
of  this  kind  is  always  possible,  though  I 
never  came  across  an  affair  in  which  it 
seemed  less  probable.  I  don't  know  yet 
exactly  how  much  our  friend  knows.  The 
meeting  won't  be  a  particularly  placid 
a&air,  of  course,  and  you're  likely  to  have 
a  warm  time  of  it.  But,  of  course,  there's 
a  chance  that  he  mayn't  know  quite 
enough,  and  we  may  be  able  to  pull  it 
through  yet." 

"  And  if  not  %  " 

Something  seemed  to  rattle  in  Julian's 
throat  as  he  spoke  the  words,  and  they 
came  out  thick  and  husky. 

*•  If  not  1 "  repeated  Ramsay.  "  Well,  if 
not,  I  think  I  wouldn't  go  to  that  meeting 
if  I  were  you." 


There  was  a  moment's  dead  silence, 
broken  only  by  Julian's  he^vy,  laboured 
breathing.  The  two  men  sat  there  face  to 
face,  and  their  eyes  met  with  a  terrible 
significance  of  what  was  better  unexpressed 
in  words.  Then  Ramsay's  dull  eyes  took 
a  deliberate  survey  of  Julian's  face.  It 
was  drawn  and  livid,  and  the  elder  man 
rose  and  took  from  the  cupboard  some 
brandy.  He  poured  it  into  a  glass  with  a 
slightly  contemptuous  smile,  and  put  it 
into  Julian's  hand. 

"  You're  the  very  devil  to  work,"  he  said 
drily.  **  And  for  all  I  know  you  may  be 
first-rate  as  a  winner;  but  I  can't  say 
you're  a  good  loser.  And  it's  a  usefiu 
lesson  to  learn  in  this  business." 

Julian  drank  the  brandy  and  rose 
mechanically.  The  strong  stimulant  hardly 
seemed  to  touch  the  blanched  horror  of  his 
face. 

''What  do  you  propose  to  do) "  he  said 
in  a  stiff,  toneless  voice. 

*'  Personally,  nothing,"  returnisd  Ramsay, 
'*  until  I  know  more.  Business  will  go  on 
as  usual.  You'll  call  the  meeting,  of 
course.  I'll  tell  Harrison  to  get  the  forms 
ready  for  you  to  sign.  They  must  be  sent 
out  to-morrow.     Going  1 "  . 

"Yes,"  said  Julian  heavily.  "There's 
nothing  more  I  need  do  to-day." 

He  took  his  hat  and  went  slowly  out  of 
the  office,  looking  straight  before  him  like 
a  man  walking  in  his  sleep.  Ramsay 
looked  after  him,  and  stood  for  a  minute 
rubbing  his  chin  thoughtfully. 

"  Not  quite  what  I  thought  he  was,"  he 
said  to  himself;  ''though  he  has  served 
thb  purpose  well  enougE  Pity  he  hasn't 
a  little  more  of  his  father  in  him.  Got  all 
the  makings  of  the  right  sort,  but  he  can't 
stay." 

ACROSS  THE  POND. 


The  latest  additions  to  the  splendid  fleet 
of  floating  palaces  which  now  race  with 
something  not  far  shoit  of  the  speed  of  a 
railway  train  between  Europe  and  America, 
recall  to  one's  memory  the  memorable  Janu- 
ary morning  in  the  year  1842,  when  Charles 
Dickens  opened  the  door  of  a  state-room 
'<  on  board  the  '  Britannia '  steam  packet, 
twelve  hundred  tons  burthen  per  register, 
bound  for  Halifax  and  Boston,  and  carry- 
ing Her  Majesty's  mails."  Who  has  not 
revelled  over  the  whimsicalities  of  that 
state-room,  with  its  'Wery  flat  quilt 
covering    a   very   thin    mattress,    spread 
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Uko  a  snrgical  plaster  on  a  most  inacoemible 
shelf  "  1  Some  of  as  oaxi  eaaily  see  in  the 
mind's  eye  *thlB  "  utterly  impracticable, 
thoroughly  hopeless,  and  profoundly  pre* 
posterous  box/'  in  such  marked  contrast  to 
the  chaste  and  pretty  little  bowers, 
sketched  by  a  masterly  hand,  in  the  litho- 
graphed plans  attached  to  the  advertise- 
ments. Dickens  regarded  this  "  room  of 
state  "  at  first  as  a  pleasant  fiction,  designed 
by  the  captain  to  give  better  enjoyment  of 
the  real  state-room  to  be  presently  dis- 
closed, and  even  to  the  last,  its  absurdities 
and  discomforts  were  looked  upon  as  a 
joke. 

Then  the  saloon  —  the  gorgeous  apart- 
ment of  which  such  high  expectations  had 
been  raised.  '^  A  long,  narrow  apartment, 
not  unlike  a  gigantic  hearse,  with  windows 
in  the  sides,  havbg  at  the  upper  end  a 
melancholy  stove,  at  which  three  or  four 
chilly  stewards  were  warming  their  hands, 
while  on  either  side,  extending  down 
its  whole  dreary  length,  was  a  long}  long 
table,  over  each  of  which  a  rack  fixed 
to  the  low  roof,  and  stuck  full  of  drinking 
glasses  and  cruet-stands,  hinted  dismally 
at  rolling  seas  and  heavy  weather." 

Then  the  ladies'  cabin,  where  they  sat 
down  round  the  fire,  just  to  try  the  effect. 
It  was  rather  dark,  bat  somebody  said  *'  of 
course,  it  would  be  light  at  sea,"  and  though 
nobody  knew  why,  everybody  beUeved  and 
rejoiced.  "I  remember,  too,  when  we 
had  discovered  and  exhausted  another 
topic  of  consolation  in  the  circumstance  of 
this  ladies'  cabin  adjoining  our  state- 
room, and  the  consequently  immense 
feasibility  of  sitting  there  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  and  had  fallen  into  a  momentary 
silence,  leaning  our  faces  on  our  hands  and 
looking  at  the  fire,  one  of  our  party  said 
with  the  solemn  air  of  a  man  who  bad 
made  a  discovery :  '  What  a  relish  mulled 
claret  wQl  have  down  here!'  which  ap- 
peared to  strike  us  all  most  forcibly,  as 
though  there  was  something  spicy  and 
high-flavoured  in  cabins  which  essentially 
improved  the  composition,  and  rendered 
it  quite  incapable  of  perfection  anywhere 
else." 

Crowds  of  people  came  down  to  the 
wharf  to  gaze  with  a  kind  of  dread  delight 
on  ''the  far-famed  fast  American  steamer," 
and  the  process  of  embarkation  being 
finished,  the  vessel  was  hauled  off  into  the 
stream  to  rest  overnight.  Kext  day  our 
travellers  go  on  board  to  1|)egin  their  voyage. 
"  There  she  is  ! "  All  eyes  are  turned  to 
where  she  lies,  dimly  discernible  through 


the  gathering  fog  of  the  early  winter  after- 
noon, and  every  finger  is  pointed  in  the 
same  direction,  and  murmurs  of  interest 
and  admiration,  as  *<How  beautiful  she 
looks  1 "  *'  How  trim  she  is  I,"  are  heard 
on  every  side. 

This  was  the  vessel  in  which  Charles 
Dickens  made  his  first  voyage  to  America 
with  eighty -five  fellow  •  passengers.  On 
Saturday,  the  22nd  of  January,  an  American 
pilot  boat  came  alongside,  and  soon  after- 
wards the  ''Britannia"  steam  packet  from 
Liverpool,  eighteen  days  out,  was  tele- 
graphed at  Boston^" 

The  events  of  the  voyage  do  not  concern 
us  here,  but  merely  the  duration  of  it,  and 
the  character  of  the  ship  in  which  It  was 
made.  For  this  same  '^Britannia"  was 
the  first  vessel  belonging  to  the  Canard 
Steamship  Company,  and  the  first  steamer 
to  begin  the  great  Tralisatlantio  mail  and 
passenger  service,  although  not  the  first 
steamer  to  cross  the  Atlantic.  We  shall 
not  recall  the  doings  of  the  '^  Sirius  "  and 
"  Great  Western,"  of  the  "  Savannah  "  and 
"  Koyal  William,"  as  these  were  pioneers 
only. 

The  Cunard  Company  was  formed 
in  1839,  and  thehr  first  steamer,  the 
"Britannia,"  began  her  first  voyage  in 
February,  1840.  She  had  thus  been 
running  jast  two  years  when  Charles 
Dickens  crossed  in  her,  and  the  fare  was — 
according  to  the  adverUsements  of  1840— 
"Passage,  including  provisions  and  wine, 
to  Halifax,  thhrty-f  our  guineas ;  to  Boston, 
thirty-eight  guineas;  steward's  fee,  one 
guinea."  And  now  after  fifty  years  we 
have  the  two  new  monsters,  "  Campania  " 
and  "Lucania,"  alongside  of  which  the 
"  Britannia  "  would  look  but  a  toy. 

Following  the  "Britannia"  and  her 
sisters,  "Acadia,"  "Caledonia,"  and 
"Columbia,"  came,  at  various  intervals, 
steamers  famous  in  their  day  and  still  re- 
membered even  in  this  generation.  Thus, 
in  1848,  were  added  the  "America," 
"Niagara,"  "Canada,"  and  "Earopa"(aU 
after  the  traditional  custom  of  the  Com- 
pany with  territorial  names  ending  in  "  a  "). 
In  1851  appeared  a  larger  and  morepower- 
fal  type  in  the  "  Asia  "  and  "  Africa,"  of  one 
thousand  indicated  horse-power,  and  steam- 
ing twelve  knots  an  hour.  AU  the  boats  of 
the  Cunard  Company  were  of  wood  down 
to  1856,  when  the  "Persia"  appeared  as 
the  first  iron  steamer  to  bear  the  flag. 
She  was  of  the  then  immense  tonnage  of 
three  thousand  tluree  hundred  tons,  was 
three  hundred  and  eighty  feet  long  by 
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forty-five  feet  broadi  and 'had  engines  of 
four  thousand  horse-power,  driving  her  at 
a  speed  of  thirteen  and  a  half  ^ots  an 
hour.  Bat  although  of  iron,  the  ''Persia," 
like  her  sister  ship,  the  ''Seotia,"  was  a 
paddle-boat,  or  what  the  Americans  call  a 
side-wheeler.  These  two  vessels  were  the 
last  ^f  the  Canard  paddle-steatners,  and, 
indeed,  the  "Scotia"  has  of  late  years 
been  converted  •  into  a  twin-8<»rew,  in 
which  altered  form  and  under  another  flag 
she  does  duty  as  a  telegraph-ship. 

WiOi  the  "  CUna,"  the  Canard  in  1862 
began  the  new  era  of.  iron  screw-boats. 
The  "China"  was  not  so  large  as  the 
"Sootia,"  nor  did  she  average  more  than 
twelve  knots  an  hoar,  bat  she  is  memorable 
as  marking  a  tondng-point  in  the  history 
of  the  fleet.  To  her  followed,  in  1867, 
the  "  Bossia,"  a  longer  boat  of  over  three 
thousand  toniB^  designed  to  carry  on  the 
Express  Service  along  with  the  "  Scotia," 
and  for  long  one  of  the  most  popular  boats 
oa  the  Atiiwtic,  althoagh  she  was  soon 
outdone  in  speed  by  rivtus  of  other  lines. 
All  the  next  successors  of  the  "Bassia" 
in  the  Canard  fleet  were  ir6n  screws,  and 
such  names  as  the  "Parthia,"  "Algeria," 
"Abyssittia,"  "Bothnia,"  and  "Scythia" 
retail  to  many  of  us  the  memory  of  hand- 
some vessels,  each  regarded  as  the  most 
perfect  type  of  her  day.  The  size  went 
on  increasdng,  unUl  in  1881  we  find  the 
renowned  "Servia" — ^like  all  the  rest  of 
the  fieeti  buQt  on  the  Clyde — of  no  less 
than  eight  thousand  five  hundred  tons, 
meaauring  four  hundred  and  seventy-eight 
feet  in  length  and  fifty-two  feet  in  breadth, 
and  propelled  by  engines  of  ten  thousand 
horse-power. 

The  "Servia^"  again,  marked  another 
new  departure  —  the  race  of  express 
steamers  built  exdusivdy  for  passenger 
traffic,  and  with  only  a  side  glance  for 
incidental  earga  The  tremendous 
maehinery  required  for  the  modem 
Atlantic  racers,  and  the  enormous  quantity 
of  coal  required  to  feed  them,  take  up  so 
much  space  that  even  in  the  biggest  of 
them  there  is  little  room  for  cargo.  Then 
farther,  the  "Servia"  was  a  novelty*  in 
being  the  first  Cunarder  built  of  steel,  a 
material  which  has  been  used  for  all  her 
successors. 

The  "Aurania,"  which  came  out  in 
1882,  marked  an  alteration  in  the  type  of 
hull,  the  breadth  being  greater  in  pro- 
portion to  length  than  in  the  preceding 
vessels. 

Both  the  "  Servia  "  and  the  "  Aurania," 


however,  were  outdone  in  speed  by  ithe 
"Oregon,"  a  Clyde-built  boat  flying  the 
Onion  flc^,  which  the  Canard  Company 
proceeded  to  purchase.  She  had  a  short 
but  brilliant  career,  daring  which  she 
redaced  the  Atlantic  passage  to  six  and  a 
half  days,  and  was  unfortunately  sunk  by 
a  collision'  ofP  Fire  Idand  in  March, 
1886. 

Meanwhfle  still  bigger  and  swiftier  boats 
than  the  "  Oregon  "  bsA  appeared,  in  the 
"Umbria"  (1884)  and  the  "Etruria" 
(1885),  both  built  by  the  builders  of  the 
famous  "Atlantic  Oreyhonnds" — " Alaska^" 
"Arizona,"  and  "  Oregon  "—the  I^irfield 
Shipbuilding  Company,  Glasgow.  These 
two  monsters  are  of  about  eight  thousand 
tons  each,  measuring  five  hundred  feet  in 
length  by  fiftyrseven  feet  in  breadthi  and 
with  engines  of  fourteen  thousand  five 
hundred  horse-power,  developing  a  speed 
of  nineteen  knots.  With  these  vessels 
the  Gunard  Company  reduced  the  outward 
passage,  from  Qaeenstown  to  l^ew  York,  to 
a  few  minutes  under  six  days  and  two 
hours,  and  the  homeward  passage  to  a  few 
minutes  over  six  days  and  three  hours. 

Bat  even  these  records  were  broken  by 
the  Inman  "  City  of  Paris,"  in  1889,  and  ' 
the  White  Star  "Teutonic,"  m  1891, 
which  last  vessel  brought  down  the  outward 
Tecord  to  five  days  and  sixteen  hours.  As 
it  is  to  beat  the  "Teutonic"  and  her 
beautiful  sister  "Majestic"  that  the  Canard 
Company  have  made  their  latest  effort,  it  * 
should  be  mentioned  that  these  are  twin- 
screw  boats  of  nine  thousand  eight  hundred 
tons,  measuring  five  hundred  and  sixty-six 
feet  in  length  by  fifty-seven  and  a  half  in 
breadth,  and  having  engines  of  no  less 
than  seventeen  thousand  five  hundred  to 
eighteen  thousand  horse -power,  which 
develope  a  speed  of  twenty  knots  an  hour. 
In  point  of  size,  however,  tiiey  are  outdone 
by  the  Inman  liners  "  City  of  Paris  "  and 
"  City  of  New  York,"  twin-screw  boats  of 
ten  thousand  five  hundred  tons,  with 
engines  of  eighteen  thousand  five  hundred 
horse-power.  The  Inman  boats  were  the 
first  to  apply  the  principle  of  the  twin- 
screw,  and  the  "  City  of  Paris"  it  was  that 
first  broke  thq  six-day  record. 

The  recent  launches  of  the  "  Campania  " 
and  "Lucania"  were  events  of  extreme 
interest  in  the  mechanical  and  shipping 
world,  for  no  vessels  so  large  and  heavy 
have  been  put  into  the  water  since  the 
"  Great  Eastern."  The  launching  of  that 
leviathan,  it  may  be  remembered,  occapied 
nearly  three  months^  occasioned  serious 
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bjary  to  namberB  of  work-people,  was 
destrxietiye  of  maeh  gear  and  machinery, 
and  cost  about  one  hundred  and  twenty 
thousand  pounds,  which,  added  to  the 
initial  cost  of  the  vessel,  completely  ex- 
hausted the  finances  of  the  Company. 
Such  has  been  the  advance  in  mechanical 
science  since  those  days  of  disaster,  that 
the  ^^Oampania"  glided  into  the  water  at 
the  exact  moment  appointed,  doing  pre- 
cisely what  she  was  intended  and  expected 
to  do,  and  leaving  the  ''ways"  bi  the 
great  yard  at  Fairfield  as  gently  and  com- 
pliantly as  a  ten-ton  cutter.  And  so  with 
the  "  Lucania  "  a  few  months  later.  The 
successful  launching  of  these  giant  vessels 
is  in  itself  reckoned  among  the  engineering 
triumphs  of  our  time. 

The  weight  of  each  of  them  as  it 
entered  the  water — that  is,  the  mere  shell, 
without  engines,  boilers,  or  heavy  fittings 
— could  not  be  less  than  nine  thousand 
tons.  They  were  built  at  an  acute  angle 
to  the  river,  which  is  very  narrow  at 
Fairfield,  so  that  they  might  have  a  long 
slant  as  they  left  terra  firma  for  the 
channel  scooped  out  for  them  by  dredgers. 
The  enormous  amount  of  nice  calculation 
required  to  adjust  chains,  stays,  checks, 
and  all  the  other  appliances,  would  seem 
incredible  to  a  builder  of  the  olden  time. 

And  what  does  the  "  Campania  "  repre- 
sent, after  all,  now  that  she  is  completed  9 
Well,  for  one  thing  she  represents  the 
highest  achievement  in  naval  architecture 
and  marine  engineering  at  present  in  the 
world.  She  embodies  the  great  thought, 
and  labour,  and  experience,  and  inventive 
genius  of  half  a  century  of  ceaseless 
evolution.  In  a  commercial  sense,  she 
expresses  the  strength  of  combined  capital- 
istic effort.  In  a  social  sense  she  responds 
to  the  hurry  and  luxury  of  the  age  in 
which  we  live. 

In  the  days  of  her  famous  ancestori  the 
''  Britannia, '  men  were  well  content  to  be 
transpoited  from  hemisphere  to  hemisphere 
in  a  fortnight,  and  the  ** Britannia"  did 
not  do  so  very  much  better  than  the  crack 
sailing-clippers  of  the  Old  Black  BaU, 
Dramatic,  and  other  lines,  some  of  which 
did  the  run  under  canvas  eastward  in 
seventeen  days,  and  westward  in  twenty- 
two  days;  but,  of  course,  they  were 
dependent  on  the  winds.  Nowadays, 
however,  men  complain  if  they  cannot 
get  across  within  a  week,  and  if  the 
*'Oampania"  developes  the  speed  of  twenty- 
three  knots  an  hour  that  is  expected  of 
her,  they  will  be  able  to  get  from  Qaeene- 


town  to  New  York  in  little  over  five  days 
— or,  say,  in  about  five  and  a  half  days 
from  London. 

Whether  there  is  need  for  such  haste  is 
another  question.  On  general  principles 
one  would  say  that  a  few  hours  more  or 
less  on  a  journey  occupying  several  days 
cannot  be  of  much  cons€quence.  Bat  in 
practice  it  is.  We  live  in  an  age  of  high 
pressure  and  high  speed,  when,  more  than 
ever  it  was,  time  is  money.  Those  who 
have  the  money  and  grudge  the  time  will 
always  travel  by  the  quickest  method  of 
conveyance  open  to  them.  Hence  the 
reign  of  express  trains  with  their  natural 
corollary  in  the  race  of  express  steamers. 
The  race  is  to  the  swift,  and  that  the  race 
is  worth  winning  one  is  bound  to  infer 
from  the  persistent  effort  of  each  compe- 
ting Transatlantic  company  to  outstrip  its 
rivals. 

The  rivalry  is  not  in  speed  alone,  but 
tends  to  the  perfection  of  the  type  in 
comfort  and  luxury.  The  nearest  analogy 
to  the  Transatlantic  express  steamer  on 
land  is  a  first-class  hotel  of  the  latest  style. 
This  ocean  developement  is  more  probably 
due  to  the  rapid  accumulation  of  wealth  in 
the  hands  of  restless  Americans  than  to  the 
pressure  of  British  requirements.  We  are 
as  fond  of  rapid  transit  as  our  cousins,  but 
we  have  always  thought  more  of  comfort 
than  of  luxury  in  travel  Not  so  the  rich 
American,  who  desires  always  to  be 
surrounded  by  evidences  of  his  own 
wealth.  In  the  old  days  of  the  clippers 
and  the  early  steamers,  very  few  Americans 
came  to  Europe,  even  for  business,  and 
nearly  all  the  passenger-carrying  was  from 
east  to  west  Now  the  stream  of  emigration 
from  our  shores  has  practically  ceased  to 
flow,  and  the  great  majority  of  ocean 
passengers  both  ways  are  Americans. 
They  come  over  here  to  spend  their 
leisure — and  their  money — much  more  i 
freely  and  frequently  than  we  go  over  to  i 
them.  The  modern  ocean  liner  may  be 
regarded  as  the  triumph  of  British  skill 
and  enterprise  called  forth  by  the  demands 
of  American  wealth  and  restlessness. 

Take  the  '*  Campania,"  for  instance,  not 
only  the  largest  and  swiftesti  but  also 
the  most  sumptuous  and  luxurious  of  any 
steamer  entered  for  the  ocean  race.  In 
point  of  size  she  is  only  some  sixty  feet  or 
so  shorter  than  the  "  Great  Eastern,"  while 
her  horse-power — thirty  thousand — is  about 
five  times  greater.  The  **  Great  Eutern  " 
had  one  set  of  paddle-wheels  and  one 
screw;  the  "Campania"  has  two  screws. 
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The  "  Great  Eastern ''  was  long  and  ugly, 
with  a  bewildering  collection  of  funnels 
and  masts ;  the  "  Campania  "  is  a  model  of 
beaaty,  designed  on  the  most  perfect  lines 
a  naval  architect  could  desire.  She  has 
only  two  funnels — though  they  are  big 
enough  for  a  railway  train  to  run  through — 
and  a  couple  of  slender  masts,  to  add  finish 
rather  than  to  spread  canvas. 

She  does  not  seem  so  very  big  until  you 
get  on  board  of  her,  and  see  the  great 
stretch  of  deck,  the  enormous  sides,  the 
interminfkble  tiers  and  rows  of  cabins,  and, 
above  all,  the  tremendous  sizd  of  her 
machinery.  Her  length  is  six  hundred 
and  twenty  feet,  that  is  to  say,  very  nearly 
the  eighth  of  a  mile,  so  that  the  energetic 
pasaenger  who  must  do  his  ''  mile  before 
breakfast"  hais  only  to  take  four  turns 
from  stem  to  stern  to  m^ke  his  record, 
and  while  he  is  doing  his  duty  mile  at 
the  regulation  pace,  the  steamer  will  have 
taken  him  six  miles  nearer  his  destination, 
driving  him  through  the  water  with  all 
the  combined  power  of  thirty  thousand 
horses. 

Horse-power,  perhaps,  is  a  kind  of  force 
too  technical  to  be  understood  by  non- 
experts, but  what  everybody  can  grasp  is 
the  fact  that  the  "Campania's"  engines 
are  just  half  as  powerful  again  as  those  of 
the  renowned  *'  City  of  Paris." 

There  is  accommodation  in  her  vast 
interior  for  four  hundred  and  sixty  first- 
class  passengers,  two  hundred  and 
eighty  second-class,  and  seven  hundred 
steerage  passengers,  besides  a  crew  of  four 
hundred ;  and  for  one  thousand  six  hun- 
dred tone  of  cargo,  besides  the  enormous 
supplies  of  coal  and  stores  required  for  her 
engines  and  company.  There  are  six  decks, 
and  all  but  the  lowermost  one  are  devoted 
to  the  accommodation  of  passengers  and 
thdr  attendants. 

The  din!ng-S8doon  is  spacious  enough  to 
seat  four  hundred  and  thirty  diners;  it 
is  mounted  in  rich,  old  carved  mahogany ; 
it  is  decorated  in  ivory  and  gold,  it  is 
lighted  by  electricity,  and  it  is  upholstered 
in  dark  russet  velvet.  From  the  centre  of 
it,  to  afford  light,  rises  a  'fwell"  right 
through  the  drawhag-room  above  and  up 
to  the  upper  deck,  a  height  of  over  thirty 
feet. 

The  drawing-room  is  mounted  in 
carved  and  relieved  satinwood,  artistically 
upholstered,  with  arched  mirrors,  carved 
msntdpieces,  tiled  hearths — everything  to 
please  the  cultured  eye  and  the  languid 
body. 


In  nothiag,  however,  is  the  advance 
more  marked,  and  the  "  note  "  of  the  time 
more  pronounced,  than  in  the  bed-chambers 
or  state-rooms.  They  are  so  beautifully 
furnished,  so  light,  so  spacious,  so  free 
from  the  general  appearance  of  '^shippi- 
ness  **  which  pervades  one'4  '*  berth  "  even 
in  the  best  ships,  that  it  will  be  difficult  to 
believe  one  is  afloat  on  the  ocean  wave, 
when  luxuriating  on  one  of  the  brass  bed- 
steads of  the  best  rooms,  or  stepping  for 
one's  bath-slippers  on  the  velvet  pile  carpet 
which  covers  the  floor.  Then  a  new  thing 
is  the  establishment  of  rooms  **  en  suite  " 
— complete  sets  of  splendid  apartments,  in 
which  a  family  or  a  paity  can  seclude 
themselves  as  luxuriously  as  in  the  most 
perfectly  appointed  hotel 

But  the  trail  of  the  serpent — the  smell 
of  the  ship — that  indescribable,  impalpable, 
but  heretofore  always-present  and  never- 
to-be-forgotten  odour,  is  it  not  still  per- 
ceptible over  all  the  elegance  and  beauty  9 
No,  for  double  casings,  filled  in  with  non- 
conductors, separate  all  the  passenger  spaces 
from  engine-room  and  other  places  neces- 
sary to  the  working  of  the  vessel,  but  not 
always  agreeable  to  the  senses  of  hearing 
and  smell. 

We  might  say  much  about  the  marvel- 
lous character  of  the  engines — the  most 
poweifal  machines  of  the  '*  triple-expan- 
sion" type  yet  constructed.  Two  sets 
of  engines  are  required  to  drive  the 
two  screws,  and  these  engines  are  fed 
by  twelve  huge  boilers  fired  by  ninety- 
six  furnaces.  But  that  is  not  all.  There 
are  powerful  engines,  of  the  latest  con- 
struction, for  reversing,  for  steering,  for 
the  electric  light,  for  the  refrigerating 
chamber,  for  the  condensers,  for  the  heating 
pipes,  for  the  pumps,  for  the  cranes  and 
winches,  for  all  sorts  of  purposes,  making 
the  huge  interior  in  which  the  machinery 
is  housed  like  a  series  of  great  engine- 
shops. 

These,  then  —  for  the  *^Lucania"  is 
the  same — are  the  latest  types  of  ocean 
steamers,  the  lineal  descendants  of  the 
homely  old  "  Britannia,"  the  mighty  and 
beautiful  daughters  of  a  lowly  but  worthy 
parent.  It  has  taken  fifty  years  to  bring 
them  forth.  What  will  be  the  type  fifty 
years  hence,  when  our  children's  children 
look  with  a  kind  of  amused  interest  upon 
the  portraits  and  descriptions  of  the 
monsters  which  are  now  exciting  our 
admiration  and  our  wonder  1  Well,  let 
them  smile,  the  "Campania"  is  good 
enough  for  us  in  the  meantime. 
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SOME  FOEGOTTEN  NOVELISTS. 


The  immortals  in  literature  are  few,  the 
tranfiients  are  many.  Many  of  those  who 
were  onoe  widely  read  and  loudly  ap- 
plauded  have  now  dropped  into  oblivion, 
while  others  who,  while  they  lived  and 
wrote,  were  neglected  and  despised,  are 
now  classed  among  the  dii  majores  of  the 
literary  Olympus.  In  no  section  of  litera- 
ture are  there  fewer  masters  and  a  greater 
mob  of  more  or  less  facile  scribblers  than 
in  fiction.  Many  living  novelists,  whose 
names  are  as  household  words  in  the 
mouths  of  Mr.  Mudie's  subscribers,  and 
whose  bank-books  are  in  a  thoronghly 
healthy  condition,  must  surely  sometimes 
feel  a  pang  when  they  reflect  how  short- 
lived is  the  popularity  of  most  writers  of 
fiction  3  how  few  artists  in  prose,  as  in 
verse,  are  not  of  an  age  but  for  all  time ; 
and  how  slender  are  their  own  particular 
chances  of  earning  fame  which  shall  outlast 
their  own  day  and  generation. 

Of  the  novelists  of  the  past,  how  many 
are  now  but  names  to  the  few  who  take  an 
hiterest  in  literary  history,  while  by  the 
general  reading  public  they  are  completely 
forgotten.  The  permanent  representatives 
of  the  fiction  of  the  eighteenth  century  are 
Defoe,  Fielding,  Smollett,  Bichardson, 
Gk)ldsmith,  and,  perhaps,  Miss  Bumey; 
but  there  were  many  others  upon  whose 
pens  the  world  of  readers  once  hung  en- 
raptured. Mrs.  Aphra  Behn  and  Mrs. 
Haywood  would  now  be  classed  as  hope- 
lessly improper,  and,  still  worse,  intolerably 
dull.  Even  in  their  own  time,  although 
they  were  not  accused  of  being  dull,  and 
were  certainly  widely  read,  the  morality  of 
their  books  was  not  universally  admired. 
In  the  "Dunciad,''  Pope  describes  the 
latter  of  the  two  ladies  as  one  of  "  those 
shameless  scribblers  who,  in  libellous 
memoirs  and  novels,  reveal  the  faults  or 
misfortunes  of  both  sexes,  to  the  ruin  of 
public  fame  or  disturbance  of  private 
happiness." 

Later  in  the  century,  the  novel  had 
become  a  more  popular  form  of  literature, 
and  many  writers  flourished  who  are  now 
forgotten.  The  school  of  romance,  origi- 
nated by  the  success  of  Horace  Walpole's 
"  Oastle  of  Otranto,"  enjoyed  a  short  hey- 
day of  popularity.  Mystery  and  horror 
were  its  watchwords — mystery  and  horror 
which  would  now  fail  to  raise  a  single  hair 
on  the  most  excitable  of  craniums.  '^  The 
Bravo  of  Venice,"  "The  Castle  Spectre," 


"  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho  " — such  were 
the  titles  of  the  blood-curdling  works  that 
for  a  time  were  eagerly  devoured. 

Heroes  and  herdnes  were  mixed  up  with 
dark  and  horrible  secrets,  and  much  un< 
canny  action  of  a  very  stagey  kind ;  but 
the  taste  for  romantic  castles,  mysterious 
corridors,  spectres  solenmly  stalking  to  the 
accompaniment  of  the  clank  of  clyins,  and 
all  the  rest  of  the  absurd  machinery  and 
impossible  "  miseen-scine/'  was  soon 
sated;  and  the  names  of  Mrs.  Badcliffe, 
''Monk"  Lewis,  and  Clara  Beeve,  became 
''  to  dumb  forgetfulness  a  prey." 

The  more  legitimate  novel  was  cultivated 
by  many  men  and  women  of  letters  who 
are  now  but  little  known  and  never  read. 
Even  the  "Man  of  Feeling,"  by  Henry 
Mackenzie,  which  was  once  bi  every  one's 
hands,  has  rested  undisturbed  for  several 
generations,  untU,  in  the  present  rage  for 
reproducing  the  works  of  the  past,  a 
publisher  has  been  found  enterprising 
enough  to  venture  a  reprint  in  luxurious 
''get  up  "  of  what  was  a  century  ago  re- 
garded as  the  masterpiece  of  the  "Addison 
of  the  North " ;  while  as  regards  Bobert 
Bage,  Mrs.  Inchbald,  Charlotte  Smitb,  and 
others  of  that  time,  it  msf  safely  be  said 
that  their  books  are  now  known  only  to 
literary  antiquaries.  Yet  their  success  at 
the  time  of  publication  was  great  Hannah 
More's  "Coelebs  in  Search  of  a  Wife" 
went  through  eight  editions  in  about  as 
many  weeks ;  and  a  very  dull  performance 
it  is.  Lamb  borrowed  a  copy  to  read,  and, 
with  his  unfailing  critical  acumen,  described 
the  story  to  Coleridge  as  "  one  of  the  very 
poorest  sort  of  common  novels,  with  the 
drawback  of  dull  religion  in  it  Had  the 
religion  been  high  and  flavoured,  it  would 
have  been  something."  He  returned  the 
borrowed  book  to  the  lender  with  the 
following  lines  inscribed  therein,  by  way 
ci  expressing  his  contempt,  for  the  work 
and  its  author : 

If  ever  I  marry  a  wife 
I'll  marry  a  landlord's  daughter ; 

For  then  I  may  sit  in  the  bar, 
And  drink  cold  brandy  and  water. 

The  eight  editions  in  eight  weeks  would 
seem  hardly  credible  had  not  De  Quincey 
let  us  into  the  secret  of  how  it  was 
managed.  In  his  recollections  of  Hannah 
More^  he  specially  mentions  the  pheno- 
menal success  of  "Codlebs,"  and  saya  that 
the  book  was  widely  bought  "for  no  other 
reason  than  because  some  startling  amount 
of  editions  had  already  been  sold  in 
London.''    De  Quincey  tiien  proceeds  to 
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ezplain  that  the  first  three  edition^i  which 
operated,  he  says,  by  theb  rapid  sale,  as 
the  deooy  editions  to  the  public,  and  which 
were  probably  not  very  large,  had  been 
really  boaght  almost  ezclusiyely  by  dis- 
tingoiflhed  friends  of  the  anthor,  who  for 
months  before  had  been  diligently  can- 
vassed, and  had  bespoken  their  copies 
before  publioation.  The  sale  of  so  many 
editions — it  was  not  necessary  to  specify 
the  namber  of  copies  of  which  an  edition 
eonsiBted — ^in  so  short  a  time,  attracted  the 
attention  of  the  book-buying  world,  and 
the  success  of  the  novel  was  assured. 
Some  books  of  this  period  do  not  altogether 
deserve  the  neglect  into  which  they  have 
fallen.  One,  at  least,  of  Mrs.  Inchbald's 
tales — *'  Nature  and  Art " — ^is  worth  read- 
ing ;  and  some  of  Mrs.  Charlotte  Smith's 
Btoriea  are  not  unworthy  of  the  popularity 
whfch  they  once  enjoyed,  and  have  been 
praised  by  many  good  judges. 

The  present  century  has  produced  a 
bewildering  number  of  novelists  of  every 
grade  of  merit.  The  greater  number  may 
be  r^arded  as  condemned  to  oblivion 
from  the  moment  of  publication.  Having 
never  enjoyed  the  breath  of  public  favour, 
even  in  a  small  degree,  they  cannot  be 
considered,  from  the  literary  point  of  view, 
as  having  lived  at  all.  Of  the  minority, 
there  are  the  few  whose  names  are  known 
to  all  men,  and  whose  books  are  still  read ; 
while  the  remainder  are  those  who  have 
enjoyed  a  certain  vogue  for  a  longer  or 
shorter  period,  but  have  been  found  lack- 
ing in  stayine  power,  and  in  the  race  for 
fame  have  fdlen  back  into  the  indis- 
tinguishable ruck  of  mediocrities.  In 
some  eases  the  failure  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered st,  but  in  others  the  pity  of  it  lies  in 
the  fact  that  to  a  large  extent  the  failure 
is  undeserved.  A  striking  example  of 
oblii4on'  overtaking  the  wrong  man  is 
the  fate  of  John  Gidt  It  was  unfortunate 
that  the  publication  of  his  best  and  most 
charaeteriatic  works  coincided,  in  point  of 
time,  with  that  of  the  most  famous  of  the 
Waverley  Novels.  'The  Wizard  of  the 
North  was  master  of  aU  hearts,  and  it  was 
*  dUfieult  for  any  reputation  to  escape  being 
ovttahadowed  and  eclipsed  to  some  extent 
by<  the  vast  popularity  of  Sir  Walter 
Seoti 

€Mtb  '<  Ayrshire  Legatees  "—the  first 
of  the  books  by  which  he  deserves  to  be 
remembered — was  published  serially  in 
*^  Blaekwood's  Magazine,"  and  was  at- 
tributed by  more  than  one  critic  to  the 
author  of  "  Waverley."  It  was  followed  by 


the  ''  Annals  of  the  Parish,''  '<  The  Entail," 
«  The  Provost,"  and  other  stories  illustra- 
tive of  life  and  character  in  the  West  of 
Scotland  during  the  latter  part  of  the  last 
century.  Of  these  books  the  <'  Annals  of 
the  Parish  "  is  decidedly  the  best  Gait's 
portraits  are  graphic  and  lifeJike,  and  his 
character-drawing  is  discriminating  and 
highly  finished.  Incident  and  story  are  not 
lacking,  but  they  are  subordinated  to  what 
is  evidently  the  main  object  of  the  writer 
— ^the  presentation  of  an  absolutely  faithful 
picture  of  Scottish  life  and  character. 
''  His  ministers,  his  magistrates,  his  landed 
proprietors,  his  merchants,  his  mechanic9, 
his  clowns,"  it  has  been  well  said,  '*  are  all 
portraitures,  not  so  much  of  individuals  as 
of  classes;  so  minutely,  faithfully,  and 
graphically  reflected,  and  so  imbued  with 
vitality,  that  idthough  the  local  circum- 
stances and  situations  which  tended  to  mould 
them  into  their  peculiar  phases  have  now 
passed  away,  or  scarcely  left  a  trace  of 
their  whereabouts,  they  must  ever  continue 
to  be  regarded,  not  only  as  pictures  of 
national  manners,  genuine  transcripts  of 
Scottish  life,  and  domestic  illustrations  of 
the  historical  events  of  a  particular  era, 
but  as  throwbg  light  upon  the  com- 
binations of  thought  and  feeling  to  which 
these  events  owed  their  origin ;  for  what  is 
nationiJ  chafacter  but  the  general  results 
brought  about  by  the  operation  of  national 
peculiarities  1 "  Such  praise  is  high,  but 
well-deserved.  Yet  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
to  English  readers,  at  least,  Gait  is  little 
more  than  a  name,  which  must  be  classed 
among  those  of  forgotten  novelists. 

Another  writer  of  fiction,  of  lower  rank 
than  Gait,  who  was  highly  popular  in  the 
early  years  of  the  century,  was  Sydney 
Owenson — ^Lady  Morgan — ^who  may  per- 
haps be  still  known  to  a  few  readers  as  the 
author  of  "  The  Wild  Irish  Girl,"  a  racy 
Hibernian  story,  first  published  hi  1801, 
which  went  through  seven  editions  ia 
two  years.  Lady  Morgan  followed  up  this 
success  with  a  considerable  number  of 
novels,  all  very  popular  in  her  day,  but 
now  completely  forgotten.  One  of  these 
stories—"  The  Novice  of  St.  Dominic  "— 
was  one  of  the  last  books  read  by  William 
Pitt.  It  become  known  that  ttie  Great 
Commoner  had  declared  himself  unable  to 
put  the  book  down  until  he  had  finished 
it,  and  the  ''Novice"  forthwith  became 
the  rage.  Library  subscribers  fought  for 
it;  it  was  the  universal  subject  of  con- 
versation; and  even  the  fame  of  her 
previous  book,  "  The  Wild  Irish  Girl,"  was 
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eclipsed.  Yet  who  now  reads,  or  has  read, 
*'  The  Novice  of  St.  Dominic/'  which  so 
fascinated  the  great  statesman  t 

A  litUe  later  than  Lady  Morgan,  among 
the  smaller  fry  of  writers  of  fiction  who 
flourished  between  the  setting  of  Scott 
and  the  rising  of  Dickens,  were  one  or  two 
who  most  be  classed  as  practically  for- 
gotten novelists,  although  their  names  are 
still  familiar  enough  in  other  connections. 
There  is,  for  instance,  John  Gibson  Lock- 
hart.    His  life  of  Sir  Walter  is,  of  course, 
a  classic ;  and  his  name  is  also  remembered 
as  a  not  undistinguished  editor  of   the 
"Qaarterly  fieview,"    and    translator  of 
Spanish  ballads;  but  as  a  novelist  he  is 
now    unknown.      Yet    "Adam    Blair," 
"Matthew    Wald,"     and     others    were 
deservedly  popular  in  their   day.    Lock- 
hart  was   master  of   one  of  the  prime 
requisites  for  a  great  writer,  a  good  style 
— "  clear,  direct,  and  nervous,"  as  Oarlyle 
described   it — but  his  fiction,  interesting 
and    well- written  as  it    undoubtedly  is, 
seems  just  to  have  missed  that  saving  salt 
of  distinction  which  might  have  preserved 
its  vitality.     Theodore  Hook,  again,  is  still 
I  a  familiar  name.    His  jokes  are  quoted 
and  fathered  upon  other  people,  just  as 
intiumerable  jokes  made  by  other  people 
are  fathered  upon  him;    his  unfortunate 
career  is  still  used  to  point  «  moral  and 
adorn  a  tale ;  as  a  wit  and  bon  vivant  he 
has  his  niche  in  our  social  history,  but 
his  fiction  is  practically  forgotten.    The 
"Quarterly  Eeview,"  venturing  into  the 
perilous  paths  of  prophecy,  once  remarked 
that  "  after  many  clever  romances  of  this 
age  shall  have  sufficiently  occupied  public 
attention,  and    sunk,    like  hundreds   of 
those    of  former  generations,  into  utter 
oblivion,  there  are  tales  of  his  which  will 
be  read  with,  we  venture  to  think,  even 
greater  interest  than  they  commanded  in 
their    novelty."     Literary    prophecy    is 
always  rather  foolish,  and  in  this  particu- 
lar case  there  does  not  appear  to  be  much 
prospect  of  the  prediction  being  fulfilled. 
"Mrs.  EamBbottom''  is   still  used   as  a 
kind  of  synonym  for  Mrs.  Malaprop,  but 
probably  few  of    those  who  use   it  re- 
member that    it  was    the    signature    of 
Hook  to  a  series  of  letters,  in  absurdly 
bad  spelling,  published  in  "John  Bull" 
in    1829;    and    as   regards   the    novels, 
does  any  one  now  read  "  Jack  Brag,"  or 
"Gilbert    Gurney,"    or    "Sayings    and 
Doings,"  or  others  of  the  family]     We 
doubt  it. 
In  the  thirties  and  forties  one  of  the 


most  popular  of  lady  novelists  was  Mrs. 
Gore.     Her  stories  of  fashionable  life  had 

r 

then  a  gre^it  vogue;    bat    no  writer  of 
fiction  is  more  completely  forgotten   by 
present-day  readers  than  Mr&  Gore.     In 
one  book,  called  "  Tiie  Cabinet  Minister," 
the  scene  is  laid   in    the    time  of   the 
Regency,  and  Eichard  Brinsley  Sheridan 
appears  among  the  characters    In  another 
— ^"Oecil,  or  the  Adventures  of  a  Cox- 
comb " — there  are  descriptions  of  London 
club-life,  which  were  said  to  have  been 
supplied  by  William  Beckford,  famous  as 
the  author  of  "Vdthek"  and   owner  of 
the  treasures  of  FonthilL    Devices  of  this 
kind  may  secure  a  temporary  popularity  for 
inferior  fiction,  but  cannot  ensure  perma- 
nent fame.     Another  prolific  lady  novelist, 
whose  works  are  now  unread,  was  Mrs. 
Bray.    Her  books  on  Devonshire  legends 
and  popular  stories  are  of  lasting  value ; 
but  of  her  long  array  of  novels,  not  one 
can  be  said  to  hold  a  permanent  place  in 
literature.     With  Mrs.  Gore  may  be  paired 
Lady  Blessington,  who  wrote  a  large  number 
of  stories  of  the  fashionable  life  of  her  day. 
She  wielded  a  facile  pen,  and  touched  the 
follies    and   humours,   the    fashions    and 
modes  of  thought,  of  the  hour  with  a  light 
and  brilliant  touch;  yet  oblivion  has  over- 
taken her  books.     Her  novels  are  unread 
and  forgotten,  and  she  herself  is  remem- 
bered chiefly,  if  not  only,  on  account  of 
her  relations  with  the  brilliant  array  of 
men,  distinguished  in  politics  and  famous 
in  literature  and  art,  who  once  thronged 
the  saloons  of  Gore  House. 

The  forgotten  novelists  of  this  period, 
however,  were  not  all  women.  In  the  list 
of  writers  of  fiction  whose  works  have  been 
unable  to  escape  the  tooth  of  Time,  a  place 
must  be  found  for  Robert  Plumer  Ward. 
He  took  himself,  and  was  taken  by  his 
contemporaries  and  friends,  very  seriously, 
both  as  a  politician  and  as  a  writer.  His 
"  Memoirs,"  with  selections  fropi  his  cor- 
respondence, diaries,  and  unpublished 
literary  remains,  were  published  in  two 
large  volumes  in  1850.  Ward's  first  novel 
was  issued  anonymously  in  1825  under  the 
title  of  "  Tremaine."  In  it  the  writer  made 
the  attempt,  always  bound  to  fail,  to  com- 
bine fiction  with  the  discussion  of  philo- 
sophical and  religious  problems.  The  book 
had  the  temporary  popularity  often  gained 
by  works  of  this  kind.  It,  and  its  possible 
author,  supplied  a  topic  for  tea-tables  and 
dinner-parties,  and  the  author  was  the 
recipient  of  many  flattering  encomiums; 
I  but  it  could  have  no  future. 
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Philosophical  and  theological  points  of 
view  ,are  continually  changing;  the  con- 
ditions and  methods  of  discussion  which 
are  of  intense  interest  at  one  time,  are  a 
few  years  later  as  completely  out  of  date 
as  mediaeval  geography ;  and  the  book  that 
depends  for  the  main  part  of  its  interest 
on  sach  discussion  is  consequently  doomed 
to  oblivion,  a  fate  which  has  surely  over- 
taken "Tremaine.'*  The  same  may  be 
said  of  "  De  Yere,"  which  two  years  later 
followed  ''  Tremaine/'  In  his  second  novel, 
Ward  made  politics  a  leading  feature ;  but 
political  discussions  do  not  conduce  to 
longevify  in  fiction,  any  more  than  philo- 
sophical or  theological  disquisition. 

Yet  one  more  novelist  may  be  mentioned 
in  the  list  of  the  forgotten,  whose  name 
muat  be  included  therein  with  as  much 
regret   as    that   of    John    Gj^lt.      James 
Hannay  was  a  writer   who    has  hardly 
received  due   justice.      His    first   novel, 
"Singleton    Fontenoy,   E.N.,"    published 
when    he    was    only    twenty-three,    was 
welcomed  by  George  Henry  Lewes  as  a 
"remarkable  work,"  displaying  "  the  exu- 
berance of  youth,  and  the  promise  of  a 
ripe  maturity."    Carlyle  read  it  with  so 
much  pleasure  that  he  asked  the  young 
author  to  call  upon  him,  and  was  eloquent 
in  praise  of  the  life  of  a  sailor — a  profession 
wMch  Hannay  had  followed  before  taking 
to  literature.     ''  Singleton  Fontenoy  "  was 
followed    by    several    other   novels    and 
collections  of  sketches,  which  were  popular 
and  much  appreciated  at  the  time;  but 
they  appear  to  have  failed  to  maintain 
their  ground.    Hannay's  work,  good  as  it 
was,  was  yet  in  the  second  class  only ;  and 
nowadays  the  literature  of  the  past  is  so 
overborne  by  the  flowing  and  rising  tide 
of  the  literature  of  the  present,  that  only 
the  books  of  the  first  class,  the  really  great, 
outstanding  works,   whose  distinction   is 
universally  recognised,  have  any  chance  of 
gaimng  the  attention  of  most  latter-day 


tmce  as  a  fiihing  town  from   an  early 
period,  Brighthelmston,  or  Bright  Hamp- 
ton, or  Bremston,  as  it  was  indifferently 
called,  was  almost  unknown  to  London 
people  till  the  fashion  of  sea-bathing  was 
first  established  about  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  or  when  Dr.  Bichard 
Eussell  "  discovered  "  Brighton  in  the  year 
1750,  from  which  time  the  place  flourished 
greatly,   and    is    described    in    1766    as 
*'  frequented  by  the  gay  and  polite,  and 
one  of  the  chief  watering-places  of  the 
coast."     In  those  days  the  main-road  to 
Brighton  was  by  Dorking,  Horsham,  and 
Sseyning,  a  very  picturesque  and  charming 
route,  which  might  be  adopted  with  advan- 
tage by  any  one  driving  or  walking,  with 
time  to  spare,  towards  the  Sussex  coast. 
What  pleasant  glimpses  of  rich  country, 
open  downs,  spreading  woods,  with  parks, 
plantations,    and    lovely    country    seats 
innumerable,  one  gains  in  a  drive  through 
Ewell,  Epsom,  Leatherhead,  with  its  rich 
bits  of  river  scenery  on  the  "  sullen,"  or 
rather    placid.    Mole !     Burford    Bridge, 
and  the  really  noble  pass  between  the 
great    buttresses  of    the   North  Djwns, 
bring  you  to  cheerful  Dorking,  and  so  to 
the  rich  levels  of  the  Sussex  Weald. 

From  Horsham  the  coach  driver  or  the 
cyclist  would  choose  as  the  best  road  witti 
the  easiest  gradients  the  way  by  Gowfold, 
Henfield,  and  Pyecombe,  through  a  rich 
and  pleasant  country  without  remarkable 
features,  but  the  old  highway  follows  the 
more  picturesque  route  by  West  Grinstead, 
where  there  is  a  fine  church,  through  the 
pleasant  village  of  Ashurst,  and  then  to 
Steyning,  one  of  the  nicest  of  Sussex 
towns,  with  many  quaint  old  houses, 
gabled  and  with  overhanging  fronts,  and 
a  famous  old  grammar  school,  the  build- 
ings of  which  are  of  great  picturesqueness 
and  interest.  Half-way  up  the  high  street 
is  the  old  town  clock,  and  the  belfry  in 
which  hangs  the  town  alarm-bell,  with  a 


readers.    There  will  always,  however,  be  a   chain  and  handle  hanging  within  reach 

that  any  one  may  tug  at  on  the  alarm  of 
fire,  but  where  a  warning  notice  suggests 
fine  or  imprisonment  for  false  alarmists  on 
the  prosecution  of  "the  town  commislioners 


few  who  will  hold  lightly  by  the  present 
and  be  mindful  of  the  riches  of  the  past  ^ 
and  by  such  as  these,  Hannay's  "Singleton 
Fontenoy,"  and  Gait's  "Annals  of  the 
Parish,"  will  long  be  regarded  as  cherished 
possessions. 


THE   OLD    ROADS   TO  BEIGHTON. 


It  is  only  by  courtesy  that  we  can  give 
the  title  '^old"  to  any  of  the  roads  to 
Brighton.     For,  although  of  some  impor- 


for  lighting." 

The  old  highway  leads  past  the 
church,  which  boasts  a  fine  Norman  nave, 
with  massive  columns  and  round  arches 
enriched  with  mouldings  of  many  curious 
forms,  and  there  is  a  fiae  chancel  arch  of 
the  same  early  period.  About  a  mile 
further  on  we  come  to  Bramber  Castle, 
with  its  magnificent  earthworks  crowned 
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by  a  few  broken,  iyy-coyered  walls,  now 
almost  overgrown  with  trees  and  shmbs. 
On  the  height  beyond,  the  modem  Lancing 
College,  ¥rith  its  still  unfinished  chapel, 
shows  impressively  against  the  sky.  From 
here  the  way  descends  to  Old  Shoreham, 
and  past  its  fine  old  Norman  church, 
and  at  Shoreham  we  come  upon  the  tram- 
way, on  which  we  are  bowled  pleasantly 
along  by  .the  long  river  haven,  with  the 
masts  of  trading-ships  and  the  funnels  and 
spars  of  steam-yachts  and  sailing-yachts 
showing  against  the  hazy  sea-front  of 
Brighton. 

By  this  ancient  and  pleasant  route  plied 
the  first  pair-horse  coaches  in  1798  and 
also  the  earlier  eight-horse  fly  waggons 
which  carried  merchandise  and  passengers 
between  London  and  the  coast.  Pack- 
horses  in  strings  picked  their  way  along 
the  miry  Sussex  roads,  the  best  of  which 
were  often  impassable  in  the  winter 
months.  By  this  road  travelled  the  great 
actors  of  the  period,  the  Eembles,  the 
Siddons,  and  Edmund  Eean,  with  Mat- 
thews, Munden,  and  the  chief  comedians 
of  the  early  part  of  the  century.  The 
same  road  was  traversed  by  pretty  Mrs. 
Thrale,  the  great  brewer's  wife,  with  clever 
Fanny  Bumey  crowned  with  the  laurels  of 
Evelina,  and  ponderous  but  susceptible 
Samuel  Johnson  like  a  tame  bear  led  in 
silken  chains.  And  the  ThraJes  might 
claim  a  sort  of  historic  connecUon  with  the 
Brighton  Bead.  For  as  Manning  tells  us : 
*'  The  Surrey  new  roads  were  first  lighted 
and  watched  on  the  evening  of  Michaelmas 
Day,  1764,  and  continued  bi  winter  to  this 
time,  owhig  to  Mr.  Thralci  M.P.  for  South- 
wark,  having  been  twice  robbed  in  going 
from  the  House  of  Oommons  by  this  road 
to  his  house  in  the  Boro'.  After  the 
second  robbery  he  always  took  two  soldiers 
to  guard  him,  and  they  were  among  the 
first  watchmen  appointed." 

An  alternative  route  to  Brighton,  and 
perhaps  the  most  ancient  of  all,  started 
from  dose  by  Mr.  Thrale's  brewery — ^now 
Barclay  and  Perkins' — beginning  at  Stone 
End  in  Blackman  Street,  Southwark,  and 
running  by  Brixton,  Streatham,  and  East 
Grinstead  to  Lewes,  whence  a  track-way 
over  the  downs  led  to  tiie  then  insignificant 
Brighton.  The  first  part  of  this  road  was 
traversed  by  Defoe  in  the  seventeenth 
century,  who  mentions  it  as  "admirably 
good,"  and  calls  it  the  great  Sussex  Boad. 
One  of  the  earliest  turnpike  Acts,  1718, 
deids  with  the  road  as  far  as  East  Grinstead. 
Before  tibat   time  the   roads   across   the 


great  Surrey  and  Sussex  weald  had  been 
execrably  bad  and  often  impassable  for 
wheeled  vehicles,  although  the  legislature 
had  taken  them  in  hand  as  early  as  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  At  that 
time  the  bad  roads  were  attributed  to  the 
heavy  traffic  from  the  ironworks  in  the 
weald,  and  the  chief  burden  of  repairing 
the  roads — by  the  rough  process  of  empty- 
ing so  many  cartloads  of  cinder,  gravel, 
stone,  or  chalk  into  the  yawning  sloughs 
of  despond — was  cast  upon  the  iron- 
masters. Bat  the  iron  industry  dis- 
appeared from  its  ancient  seat,  and  still 
the  roads  were  no  better,  till  the  general 
establishment  of  turnpike  trusts  and  the 
heavy  tolls  levied  on  an  ever  increasing 
traffic  brought  about  a  partial  reformation, 
although  in  a  wasteful,  burdensome  way. 

The  increasing  popularity  of  Brighton 
as  a  seaside  resort  received  a  tremendous 
fillip  from  the  fancy  that  the  Prince 
Regent — as  it  is  convenient  to  call  him, 
although  he  visited  Brighton  long  before 
he  was  Regent  —  took  to  the  place,  and 
soon  the  necessity  was  felt  for  a  more 
direct  route  to  the  scene  of  so  much  gay 
and  fariiionable  life.  And  hence  was 
pieced  together  the  direct  highway  to 
Brighton  by  Reigate  and  Cuckfield,  de- 
scribed by  Shergoid  in  his  recollections  as 
'*  the  Appian  way  for  high  nobility.'' 

Now,  where  the  high  nobility  went  the 
commonalty  in  general  were  sure  to  follow, 
and  with  these  we  may  take  our  place  in 
the  pair-horse  coach  that  started  from  the 
**  Blossoms,"  Laurence  Lane,  at  seven  a.m. 
The  "Oock"  at  Sutton  was  reached  by 
nine,  of  which  there  is  a  capital  sketch  by 
Rowlandson  in  his  excursion  to  Bright- 
helmstone.  We  see  the  low  snug  inn 
beyond  the  wide-stretching  toll  bar,  the 
vehicles  drawn  up  at  the  door,  the  footsore 
pedestrians  tramping  along,  the  high 
nobOity,  and  the  chaise  and  four.  Then 
the  road  passes  over  Banstead  Downs,  once 
famous  for  Its  flocks,  as  Pope  records : 

To  Hounslow  Heath  I  point,  and  Banstead  Down, 
^ence  comes  your  mutton,  and  these  chicks  my 
own. 

On  the  downs  stands  a  lonely  inn,  the 
"  Tangier,''  built  by  Admiral  Bnckall  from 
the  spoils  of  the  Moors,  and  famous  for  its 
elderberry  wine.  The  Prince  always  takes 
a  glass  of  it  from  the  fair  hands  of  Miss 
Jeal,  and  of  course  the  pair-horse  coach 
must  loyally  follow  the  Prince's  example, 
both  insides  and  out  At  Reigate  we  must 
have  luncheon — the  Prince  lunches  or  dines 
at  the  <' White  Hart,"  at  Reigate— and 
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again  the  pair-horse  coach  is  faithful  to 
Prince.  While  the  table  is  being  pre- 
pared the  passengers  are  conducted  to  the 
Barons'  Care,  under  Seigate  Castle,  where 
the  Barons  mustered  about  the  Magna 
Charta  business.  No  one  is  now  invited 
to  yisit  the  cave,  at  threepence  a  head,  but 
it  is  a  curious  crypt  and  cavern^  and  cer- 
tainly would  hold  the  whole  baronage  of 
the  United  Eingdonii  more  numerous  now 
than  in  EJng  John's  days. 

So  far  all  nas  been  plain  sailing,  but  now 
it  is  an  affair  of  crossing  the  plain  of 
Ajidred's  Wealdi  here  perhaps  at  its 
narrowest,  but  stQl  ten  miles  across.  And 
this  ten  miles  :  between  Beigate  and 
Crawley,  andently  through  forest  and 
swamp,  but  now  one  of  the  best  stretche9 
of  road  to  be  found  anywhere  about,  was 
the  subject  of  anxious  care  as  early  as 
1696t  when  a  raised  causeway  was  made 
between  the  two  places,  but  intended  only 
for  pack  animals  and  horsemen,  and 
guarded  at  intervals  by  posts  to  prevent 
vehides  from  passing  that  way.  But  when 
later  on  a  turnpike  road  was  planned,  it 
was  carried  out  by  widening  and  improving 
the  causeway  and  removing  the  posts ;  and 
the  Brighton  coach  of  to-day  rattles  over 
the  self-same  rqad  that  was  £rst  put 
together  a  couple  of  centuries  aga 

This  ten-mile  stretch  of  level  road  is 
notable  in  modem  annals  as  the  scene  of 
tho' proposed  sporting  match  between  Lords 
Lonsdale  and  Shrewsbury,  to  drive  the 
distance  out  and  home,  twenty  miles  in  all, 
with  four  changes,  first  single,  then  a  pobr, 
again  postilion  fashion,  and  lastly  four-hi- 
nmi.  Lord  Shrewsbury  paid  forfeit,  and 
no  wonder,'  for  at  the  tune  appointed  the 
wildest  March  weather  n^as  raging  and  the 
roads  were  deep  in  snow.  The  Post  Office 
parcels  coaches  were  both  wedged  up  in  a 
snowdrift  on  the  previous  night  and  had 
to  be  dug  out.  But  Lord  Lonsdale  was  on 
the  spot^  and  not  to  disappoint  the  sporting 
crowd  tibat  had  assembled  for  &e  event, 
he  started  to  drive  agabst  time.  The  road 
had  just  been  cleared  by  the  snow-plough^ 
and  in  spite  of  some  faint  opposition  by 
the  county  police,  who,  perhaps  naturally, 
objected  to  the  Queen's  highway  being 
tonvarted  faito  a  racing  track,  Lord  Lons- 
dale completed  his  task  in  some  minutes 
under  the  hour. 

How  the  shades  of  the  heroes  of  old  of 
ttie  Brighton  Bead  must  have  rejoiced  in 
such  a  scene]  The  Prince's  friends  the 
Barrymores,  three  brothers  known  as  Hell- 
gite,  Newgate^  and  Cripplegafee,  with  a 


sister  from  her  choice  language  known  as 
Billingsgate,  with  Jackson,  the  pugilist,  and 
the  even  more  famous  Tom  Cribb,  whose 
favourite  fighting  ground  was  close  at 
hand — aJl  these  were  familiar  objects  on 
this  Brighton  Eoad,  with  Sir.  Jolm  Lade, 
the  Prince's  Master  of  the  Horse,  who 
began  life  as  a  groom,  and,  after  a  brQliant 
career  as  the  friend  and  mentor  of  princes 
of  the  blood,  ended  in  the  same  humble 
capacity.  Seated  by  Sir  John,  who  was 
one  of  the  finest  coachmen  of  the  day, 
would  be  Lady  Lade,  who  vied  with  my 
Lady  Billingsgate  in  the  freedom  of  her 
language.  The  Prince's  intimate  circle 
woidd  not  be  complete  without  Colonel 
Hanger,*  a  rough  and  blustering  fellow, 
but  full  of  a  rude  and  boisterous  gaiety  in 
which  the  Prince  delighted,  and  there  was 
Colonel  Mellish,  and  Tommy  Onslow,  and 
poor  Sheridan — a  pearl  among  swine — ^with 
many  others  hardly  to  be  mentioned  with 
the  foregoing,  such  as  Pitt  and  Fox,  Lord 
Bldon,  and,  kter,  Lord  Wellington,  whom, 
by  the  way,'  the  Prince  detested,  with 
his  fresh  Peninsular  laurels.  All  these 
were  constantly  dashing  up  and  down  this 
same  Brighton  Bead  between  London  and 
what  was  practically  tiie  Court  of  the 
reigning  Prince. 

But  to  return  to  the  ten-mile  course, 
which  is  bordered  near  Horley  by  a 
racecourse  known  as  Gatwick  Park — 
we  may  note  it  as  the  scene  of  an 
earlier  sporting  match,  in  which  the  Prince 
Eegent  was  one  of  the  actors.  At  some 
roystering  banquet  at  Carlton  House,  the 
question  arose  as  to  which  were  easier  to 
drive,  turkeys  or  geese  1  At  that  early 
period  every  trivial  difference  of  opinion 
was  the  subject  of  a  match  or  wager,  and 
by  the  advice  of  his  friend  Hanger,  the 
Prince  took  the  side  of  the  turkeys,  and  a 
match  was  at  once  arranged.  The  Prince 
was  to  drive  twenty  turkeys  against 
twenty  geese,  which  were  to  be  piloted  by 
Mr.  Berkeley,  the  distance — ten  miles  over 
the  flat,  the  very  ten  miles  between  Beigate 
and  Crawley.  The  Prince  was  not  an 
early  riser  at  any  time,  and  four  p.m. 
was  fixed  for  the  start  As  Colonel 
Hanger  had  foretold  the  turkeys  were  far 
more  nimble  and  docile  than,  the  geese, 
and  the  Prince  so(m  left  his  competitors 
far  behind,  and  gleefully  offered  to  back 
hih  team  for  any  odds.  But  as  the  shadows 
began  to  lengthen  on  the  dusty  high-road, 
the  turkeys  stretched  their  necks  first  to 
one  side  and  then  to  the  other,  and  then, 
with  a  great  whirr,  one  of  the  leading 
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birds  flew  up  into  a  tree  to  roost,  and  one 
after  another  followed  snit.  In  vain  the 
Prince,  who  carried  a  long  rod  with  a 
red  rag  fastened  at  the  end,  poked  at  the 
recreant  birds,  threw  stones  at  them,  and 
even  climbed  the  trees  to  dislodge  them;  the 
whole  flock  was  presently  perched  snugly 
ont  of  reach,  and  the  Prince's  only  hope 
was  that  the  geese  might  be  similarly 
affected  at  the  approach  of  night  Bat 
the  confederates  who  had  arranged  the 
whole  affair  were  better  versed  in  natural 
history  than  the  poor  Prince.  Geese  are 
nocturnal  feeders,  and  grow  more  lively 
as  the  evening  shades  prevail,  and  tiie 
Prince  had  the  mortification  of  seeing  the 
hissing  flock  go  by,  with  the  race  now  at 
their  mercy. 

Such  were  among  the  traditions  of  the 
road  in  days  gone  by,  bat  the  coach  of  to- 
day takes  a  slightly  different  route,  avoiding 
Reigate  Hill,  and  passing  through  Bedhill 
and  Earlswood  Common,  and  making  a 
half-way  pause  for  luncheon  at  the  old 
"Chequers"  at  Horley.  'Then  comes 
Crawley,  which  the  humorous  man  on 
the  coach  asserts  to  be  the  longest  village 
in  the  world,  reason  why:  it  has  the  sun 
at  one  end  and  the  moon  at  the  other,  as 
the  inn  signs  are  there  to  testify. 
Beyond  Crawley,  we  come  to  hill  and 
forest,  the  stiff  ascent  being  known  un- 
romantically  as  Hog  Hill,  beyond  which 
the  road  passes  between  St.  Leonards  and 
Tilgate  Forest,  the  last  remains  of  the  great 
foreait  of  Andred's  Weald,  which  stretched 
for  seventy  miles  from  east  to  west 

In  the  heart  of  this  forest  country  is 
HandcrosB,  now  a  great  resort  of  cyclists, 
and  busier  perhaps  at  the  week  end  than 
even  in  the  palmy  days  of  coaching,  when 
thirty  coaches  passed  daily  in  either  direc- 
tion. Bat  passengers  by  the  old  stage 
have  recorded  how  rows  of  benches  were 
ranged  in  front  of  the  inn  for  the  use 
of  tired  travellers — they  did  a  good  deal 
of  walking  in  those  days,  the  passengers 
by  the  slow  stages:  up  the  hills  for  the 
sake  of  the  horses,  and  down  the  hills  for 
their  own  —  and  how  the  host  would 
hospitably  offer  gin  and  gingerbread  — 
the  gin  the  veritable  **Crow  Link,"  at 
that  time  famous  even  in  London  gin- 
shops,  and  which  bad  never  paid  a 
shilling  to  his  Majesty's  revenue  ;  for 
the  inns  at  Friars  Oak  and  Handcross,  it 
was  whispered,  were  nocturnal  resorts  of 
the  famous  Sussex  smugglers,  who  had 
subterranean  stores  in  the  forest  hard  by. 
Brighton   itself   was   long   a   smuggling 


centre,  and  it  was  whispered  that  the 
Prince  himself  had  a  weakness  for  <'  Crow 
Link."  The  last  cargo  run  at  Brighton 
was  in  1821,  at  the  bottom  of  Ship  Screet, 
while  the  corporation  sports  were  going 
on  upon  the  "  Level "  beyond  the  Steyne. 
Three  hundred  kegs  of  hollands  were 
slung  and  carried  off ;  bat  it  was  felt  that 
the  business  was  risky,  and  that  Brighton 
had  become  too  gay  and  populous  for  the 
purposes  of  the  free-traders. 

The  old  crawling  stage  of  1801  made 
its  great  halt  a  few  miles  beyond  Hand- 
cross,  at  Staplefield,  famous  for  black 
cherries  and  rabbit  puddings.  Cherry- 
trees  are  numerous  still :  you  see  them  in 
the  cottage  gardens,  loaded  with  fruit, 
which  the  owner  strives  to  protect  by  all 
possible  devices  from  the  devouring  birds. 
About  a  mile  from  the  main- road  lies 
Slaugham  Place,  a  grand  old  mansion  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  now  in  ruins,  and 
abandoned  to  bats  and  owls.  The  Coverts 
of  Slaugham,  one  of  whom  built  this 
beautiful  but '  strangely  placed  dwelling, 
were  among  the  chief  landowners  of  the 
south,  and  could  ride,  according  to  local 
tradition,  from  Southwark  to  the  coast 
over  their  own  lands  and  manors  every 
inch  of  the  way. 

At  Staplefield  the  road  divides,  and  the 
<> Comet"  pursues  its  way  by  the  more 
level  and,  perhaps,  the  better  road  which 
passes  through  Bolney,  and  avoiding  "  the 
stupendous  mount  of  Clayton,"  joins  the 
main  Brighton  Eoad  at  the  ''Plough"  at 
Pyecombe.  Bat  the  other  way  is  the 
old  coach-road  which  the  Prince  and  all 
the  famous  coachmen  of  old  used.  The 
Marquis  of  Worcester  on  the  ''Beaufort," 
Sir  S.  Vincent  Cotton  with  the  ''Age," 
Fred  Jemlngham  with  the  day  mail,  and 
coming  to  recent  days,  Selby  and  Godden 
with  their  amateur  assistants.  Selby's 
great  feat  of  driving  to  Brighton  and  back 
from  Piccadilly  In  seven  hours  fifty 
minutes  will  be  still  freshly  remembered, 
although  it  happened  as  long  ago  as  1888, 
and  there  is  a  ballad  about  the  Brighton 
coach  of  that  period  which  begins : 

They  say  it's  just  ten  years  ago  since  Selby's 

coach  first  ran, 
With  good  old   Major   Dixon  on,  a  thorough 

coaching  man. 

Selby  and  the  major  are  both  gone  to 
their  rest,  but  their  memory  still  lingers 
with  the  fame  of  the  "  Old  Times  "  on  the 
old  Brighton  road. 

On  the  old  road  lies  Cackfield,  one 
of  the  nicest  little  country  towns  in  the 
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kuigdonii  and  though  no  longer  served 
by  the  coach,  it  is  easily  accessible  by 
Brighton  rail.  A  small  omnibus  meets 
the  train  at  Hayward's  Heath,  and  the 
drive  up  to  Guckfield  is  the  pleasanteat 
imaginable^  the  road  everywhere  shaded 
by  fine  trees,  the  beech  and  the  oak  inter- 
Bdngline  their  branches  with  the  chest- 
nut and  lime,  while  the  ruddy  limbs  of 
stately  fir-trees  glower  among  the  luxu- 
riant verdure.  Rich  meadows  with  sleek 
red  and  white  cows  grazbg  placidly  in 
the  sunshine,  pleasant  country  houses 
secluded  among  ancient  hedges  of  yew 
and  hornbeams,  a  footpath  winding  along 
the  roadside  eheqnerod  with  inegular 
slabs  of  the  native  marble,  and  to  all  these 
pleasant  featuresi  as  the  road  winds 
higher  and  higher,  is  added  the  sweet 
breath  of  the  upland  breeze  that  comes 
fresh  from  the  wide  sea  and  fragrant 
downs.  You  may  not  feel  the  breeze  in 
the  'bus,  which  may  happen  to  be  a  little 
crowded,  but  it  comes  freshly  and  grate- 
fully upon  you  as  you  get  out  at  the 
eomer  of  the  High  Street,  where  the  town 
dock  is  and  the  saddler's  shop,  at  which 
our  driver  has  something  to  say  about 
"stuffing  that  there  collar."  <'My  dear," 
says  a  lady  passenger  to  her  sister — she 
had  owned  to  bavkig  left  the  place,  pro- 
bably in  infancy,  but  anyhow  thirty 
years  ago — *'  not  a  bit  altered ;  the  same 
saddler's  shop,  and  I  think  the  same 
saddler,  and  there  was  surely  a  collar  in 
question^  and  thirty  years  ago  1 " 

The  quaint  winding  stoeet,  and  the 
pleasant,  homely  houses  and  shops  can  have 
suffered  little  change  these  many  years,  nor 
the  famous  old  coaching  house,  the ''  Talbot," 
with  its  many  bow  windows  and  ivy- 
covered  front.  Beneath  that  porch  with 
its  slender  columns  our  esteemed  Prince 
Regent  may  often  have  stretched  his 
shapely  limbs  as  he  alighted  from  the 
saddle.  For  in  his  earlier  years  the  Prince 
often  rode  between  Brighton  and  London, 
and  once  there  and  back  in  a  day.  The 
Prince's  ambition  was  to  be  a  dashing 
cavalry  officer,  and  he  often  chafed  under 
Us  luxurious  inaction.  It  later  years  it 
will  be  remembered  that  he  persuaded 
himself  that  he  actually  had  been  in  action, 
and  had  been  present  under  a  disguise  at 
Waterloo. 

It  is  difficult  to  keep  the  Prince  out  of 
the  Brighton  road;  his. form  crops  up  in 
season  and  out  of  season ;  we  see  him  in 
his  low-crowned  beaver,  his  coat  of  fault- 
less cut,  which  has  been  brought  in  a  poat- 


chaise  from  London,  in  charge  of  two 
experienced  tailors'  cutters,  who  try  on  the 
garment,  cutting  away  the  slightest  wrinkle 
with  a  pair  of  sharp  scissors,  and  subse- 
quently fine-drawing  the  cut  so  that  the 
coat  shall  become  the  very  mould  of  fashion. 
An  elaborately  frilled  shirt-front,  light- 
coloured  kerseys,  add  gaiterf,  complete 
the  costume  in  which  he  mounts  the  giddy 
height  of  his  phaeton,  to  which  three 
horses  are  harnessed  tandem,  the  leader 
ridden  by  a  postilion,  while  the  Prince 
drives  the  other  two — a  queer* but  rapid 
way  of  getting  along  which  seems  to  have 
been  his  own  invention. 

But  we  may  get  rid  of  the  spectral 
Regent  by  stroUfaig  into  Cuckfield  church- 
yard, where  the  handsome  old  Sussex 
church,  with  its  fine  square  tower  and 
lofty  shingled  spire,  crowns  the  crest  of  the 
hill,  and  looks  down  upon  a  magnificent 
prospect;  a  rich  country  below,  in  chequered 
colours  from  its  various  crops,  its  woods, 
its  homesteads,  its  parks,  and  pastures, 
and,  hanging  as  it  were  in  the  air,  the 
grand  framework  of  the  downs,  crowned 
with  ancient  camps  and  tumuli,  and 
stretching  from  Mount  Harry,  by  Lewes, 
where  Simon  Montfort  overthrew  King 
Henry  and  his  sod,  to  where  they  break 
away  in  the  great  gap  In  which  lies 
Arundel's  proud  castle. 

A  little  way  down  the  hill  beyond 
the  church  a  fine  avenue  of  limes  opens 
out,  cool  and  verdant  in  the  drought  and 
heat  of  summer,  leading  to  a  charming 
ancient  gateway  of  red  brick,  crowned  by 
the  quaint  dome  and  pinnacle  of  a  clock- 
tower.  That  part  of  the  structure,  they 
say,  comes  from  old  Slaugham  Place, 
already  mentioned,  but  the  avenue  and 
gateway  belong  to  Cuckfield  Place — a  fine 
old  mansion,  boldly  standing  forth,  with 
its  many  mullioned  windows,  its  gables, 
quaint  dormers,  and  high-pitched  roofs, 
from  verdant  lawns  and  terraces  gay  with 
summer  blooms,  or  shut  in  by  mellow 
brick  walls,  with  ancient  summer-houses 
like  watch-towers  at  the  comers.  This 
is  the  original  of  Harrison  Ainsworth's 
"Rook wood";  but  a  cheerful,  pleasant- 
looking  place,  despite  its  antiquity,  and 
with  none  of  the  histrionic  gloom  of  the 
novelist's  creation.  But  the  name  is  a 
good  one,  and  imparts  a  thrill  which  the 
novel  itself  hardly  inteusifies.  But  sitting 
in  Cuckfield  churchyard  as  the  shades  of 
evening  come  on,  one  recognises  the 
descriptive  force  of  the  title  as  a  great 
colony  of  rooks  rises  from  the  ploughed 
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land  below,  and  aocompamied  by  whMing 
flighto  of  fieldfares,  spreads  itself  as  a 
olond  aeross  the  sky,  and  cawing  and 
brawling,  hovers  for  a  while  over  the 
andent  groves  of  Gaokfield  Park,  before 
it  settles  with  a  grand  united  oaw,  and  is 
heard  no  more. 

Qaiet,  indeed,  is  the  night  at  Gaokfield 
when  the  clatter  of  shop  shutters  has 
ceased,  and  when  yonng  Onckfield  has 
exhausted  its  quiver  of  sarcastic  shafts, 
and  the  w}^ole  town  has  sunk  into  peace- 
ful slumber.  But  the  old  church  clock 
chimes  out  the  hours  lustOy,  and  in  the 
small  hours  of  a  morning  there  is  a  re- 
freshing sound,  unheard  for  months,  of 
rain  swishing  against  this  window-panes. 
It  is  the  breaking  of  the  drought  with 
a  vengeance,  and  for  the  benefit  of  such 
poor  mortals  as  have  essayed  to  traverse 
the  Brighton  Boad.  Yet  the  refrain  of 
the  downpour  persuades  to  slumbw,  when, 
b-r-r-r!  a  roar  and  a  rattle  comes  down 
the  street  as  if  the  fire  brigade  of  heaven 
had  broken  loose.  Naturally  there  is  a 
rush  to  the  window,  when,  behold !  it  is 
the  parcels  mail  that  is  whirling  past,  with 
its  four  stout  horses,  and  the  great  red 
van  that  glows,  all  dripping  wet,  with  the 
red  eyes  of  its  lamps,  which  are  growing 
dim  in  the  grey  daylight.  All  is  drip  and 
splash  on  dark  roofs  and  grey  house-fronts, 
shuttered  and  curtained  closely,  and  all 
the  colour  departs  from  the  scene  as  the 
glowing  red  van  clatters  round  the  corner 
and  disappears. 

It  is  drip,  drip,  at  breakfast-time,  and 
then  there  is  a  break,  the  clouds  move  oflf 
in  huge  masses,  and  the  great  ridges  of  the 
downs  appear,  their  summits  covered  with 
wreathing  white  vapours,  suggesting : 

Mountiuns  on  whose  barren  breast 
The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest. 

Stretched  before  us  is  the  whole  of  the 
Appian  way,  even  to  where  it  climbs  the 
dizzy  height  of  Clayton  Hill.  But  first 
over  hill  and  dale,  by  Anstey  and  Blddens 
farm,  across  St.  John's  Common  and  to 
Friars  Oak,  a  famous  coaehfaig  house, 
just  before  the  forty-third  milestone. 
When  you  have  crowned  the  summit  of 
Clayton  Hill,  with  its  magnificent  views 
over  weald  and  down,  a  hill  often  fatal 
to  rash  cyclists,  and  noted  for  a  sad  railway 
disaster  hi  the  tunnel  beneath  it — well,  then 
Brighton  begins,  with  red  villas  and  creeper- 
covered  cottages  in  every  chalky  nook, 
and  so  along  by  Pangdean  and  Pateliam 
with  its  memories  of  fierce  combats  between 
smugglers  and  revenue  men  lang  syne,  and 


tlirough  Preston's  narrow  vale  all  crowded 
up  idth  roofs.  Here  is  the  Steyne, 
where  fishermen  once  dried  their  nets  and 
hauled  up  theb  boats  fai  rough  weather, 
and  the  funny  domes  of  the  Pavilion, 
which,  as  Sydney  Smith  said,  look  as  if  St. 
Paul's  had  pupped. 

Again  we  have  the  spectre  of  the 
Prince  thrusting  Umself  like  King  Charles's 
head  into  the  memorial  The  IVince,  who 
first  came  down  to  Brighton  in  1782,  on  a 
visit  to  Uncle  Cnmberbnd,  who  lived  in  a 
house  near  the  Steyne,  a  modest  residence 
with  a  narrow  drive  in  ixont  and  gate- 
posts against  which,  one  day,  Tommy 
Onslow  managed  to  scrape  the  wheels  of 
his  phaeton.  Now,  Tommy  was  nothing  if 
not  a  whip,  as  the  old  verse  records  : 

What  can  Tonuny  Onslow  do  ? 
Drive  a  phaeton  and  two. 
Can  Tommy  Onslow  do  no  more  ? 
Yes,  drive  a  phaeton  and  four. 

And  Tommy  felt  so  keenly  the  chafi  of 
Uncle  Cumberland  and  nephew,  who  were 
looking  out  of  window  and  laughing  "ready 
to  split,"  that  he  at  once  shouted  out  the 
offer  of  a  wager  to  drive  his  phaeton  and 
four,  mark  you,  twenty  times  in  and  out 
and  round  the  drive  without  touching, 
and  won  the  match  .and  saved  his  reputa- 
tion. 

In  contrast  to  these  jovial  days  of 
youth  we  may  bring  in  a  record  from 
Greville,  who,  in  1S21,  dines  with  George, 
now  King,  at  the  Pavilion,  in  gaudy 
splendour,  but  all  cold  and  duU,  in  spite  of 
the  King's  coarse  jokes  at  table.  The 
after  part  is  duller  still,  as  Gaorse  "  sits 
by  Lady  Conyngham  and  plays  patience  all 
the  evening." 

We  may  still  get  a  feeling  of  the 
Begency  days  as  we  stroll  down  to  the 
"  Old  Ship  "  and  see  the  "  Comet "  start, 
gay  and  bright  with  its  spanking  team  and 
gentleman  whip,  and  loaded  atop  with 
snuurt  people.  Merrily  sounds  the  horn 
and  away  goes  the  coach,  to  show  you  all 
the  Brighton  Boad  at  a  glance^  and  land 
you  in  busy  London  in  time  for  **  afternoon 
tea." 


THE  ETERNAL  PAST. 

A  STORY  IN  FIVE  CHAPTERS. 
CHAPTER  I. 

*'  I  AM  here,  grandmother." 
The  old  lady  looked  up  from  her  invalid 
chair. 
"  Bless  my  soul,  you  look  thirty." 
"  I  am  not  far  off  it." 
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"  Nonsense,  nonsensOi  yoa  are  a  girl,  a 
pretty  girl." 

''They  say  at  home  that  I  am  a  very 
plain  woman." 

"Yes,  that's  the  sort  of  thing  they 
alirays  say  at  home.  You  can't  be  old  yet 
for  yoa  have  never  been  young.  We  mast 
take  life  in  Its  proper  order.  I  saw  you 
when  you  were  nineteen;  you  were  not 
yoong  thea" 

Hilary  laughed  a  little  and  did  not  say 
how  very  young  she  had  been  the  year 
before. 

''Your  father  bad  just  married  again, 
and  brought  a  new  family  into  the  house. 
Yoa  were  pushed  aside;  no  wonder >  you 
were  wreMied." 

It  did  not  seem  worth  while  to  say  that 
it  was  not  her  father's  marriage  that  had 
made  her  wretehed  and  old  at  nineteea 
Mtb.  Deane  went  on  speaking : 

"Do  you  know  why  I  sent  for  you  I " 

"We  supposed  you  were. worse." 

"So  you  came  to  hand  the  medicine 
bottles,  read  the  sermons,  ^perform  the 
last  offices'  for  a  fiactioas  old  woman. 
Yes,  and  you'd  do  all  this  cheerfully.  It's 
nnnatural,  shocking ;  well,  you  won't  have 
to  do  anything  of  tiie  sort." 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me,  then  %  " 

Hilary  spoke  drearily,  as  if  It  were  a 
matter  of  course  that  whatever  she  was 
wanted  to  do  must  be  more  or  less 
disagreeabla 

Old  Mrs.  Deane  grasped  the  arms  of  her 
chair,  and  pulled  herself  gradually  into  a 
sitting  posture,  then  to  her  feet,  and  so 
stood  upright  for  a  moment;  then  she 
dropped  back  on  her  couch  chuckling, 
whfle  Hflary  exclaimed : 

"  Good  gracious,  grandmother  ! " 

"  Ah,"  said  Mrs.  Deane,  "  I  hadn't  done 
that  for  a  long  time,  had  1 9  Till  a  few 
weeks  ago  I  thought  that  I  was  fixed  on 
that  sofa  for  life,  and  not  much  more  life 
either,  so  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  was 
tired  of  it  all,  and  I'd  get  myself  either 
killed  or  cured.  So  I  sent  for  a  doctor — 
a  specialist,  a  great  man.  There  was  an 
operation — we  won't  talk  of  it — ^it  was 
nasty;  but  the  result  is,  I'm  cured,  net 
klUad.  I  have  several  years  of  pleasant 
life  before  me.  That's  a  good  thing  for 
mey  but  it's  very  hard  on  you,  Hilary." 

"  Hard  on  me  1 " 

"  Why,  yes ;  you  are  the  only  relation  I 
reaUy  care  for.  I  have  been  sorry  for  you  all 
these  years,  because  you  didn't  have  your 
chance  like  other  girls;  but  invalids  are 
selfish  creatures,  and  I  did.  nothing  for  you. 


You  see,  I  always  thought  I  should  die 
soon,  and  leave  you  what  little  I  have,  and 
then  you  would  be  provided  for  comfort- 
ably. Now  I'm  cured  you  won't  have  the 
money  these  twenty  years,  so  you  will  have 
to  be  married.  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
cUrectly  I  got  over '  the  shock  of  the 
operation,  I  would  have  you  to  stay  with 
me,  and  give  you  your  chance.  That's  the 
only  fidr  thbig  to  do." 

Married f  A  chancel  Long  ago  a  girl- 
of  eighteen  had  walked  among  the  trees 
in  a  dark  garden  with  a  lover.  That  girl 
had -thought  of  marriagdi  very 'reverently 
and  swewy/ae  a  thing  as  certain  tis  II 
was  beautiful,  but  that  was  very  long  ago. 

The  old  lady^s  view  oi  things  was  too 
startling  to  be  answered  oflf-hand. 

"  Do  you.  hear,  Hilary  9  I  am  going  to 
marry  you  to  some  one." 

"You  don't  suppose  that  any  one  w31 
marry  me,"  she  said  dully ;  "  I  am  too  old 
and  too  plain." 

"  Nonsense,  you  are  just  the  average  age, 
and  have  the  average  amount  of  good' looks. 
All  you  want  is  the  avenge  opportunities. 
A  gbl  is  never  plain  when  a  man  begins  to 
tell  her  she  is  pretty.  You  have  never 
tried  that." 

But  she  had  once,  only  so  long  ago  that 
probably  the  effect  had  gone  oflF. 

"  I  know  what  county  society  is  like," 
the  old  woman -went  on.  **  Only  one  man 
among  thirteen  girls,  and  he*  with  thirteen 
she  relations  mounting  guard  over~him. 
Here  you  will  find  tUngs  very  different 
There  is  a  new  sort  of  girl  about  now,  but 
she  hasn^t  penetrated  into  the  remote 
districts.  You  will  find  plenty  of  men, 
and  their  women  won't  be  greedy  of  them. 
Why  shouldn't  you  be  lov^  and  married 
as  well  as  any  one  else  1 " 

Well,  why  not  1  The  idea  was  wonder- 
fully pleasant.  It  had  been  beautiful  to 
be  loved  once.  Why  not  again  1  Had  she 
been  too  ready  to  believe  that  all  her  life 
was  wasted  because,  when  she  was  a  child, 
a  man  of  the  world  had  amused  himself  f 
She  looked  at  the  sharp  old  woman 
doubtfully. 

"  Bat  you  said  I  looked  thirty  t " 

She  spoke  breathlessly,  eager  to  know 
the  extent  of  the  odds  against  her. 

" So  you  do,  and  faded,  and  dowdy;  no 
wonder,  considering  the  l!fe  you  have  led 
in  the  country,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
your  amiable  half-sisters,  having  no  other 
attraction  but  that  of  youth,  have  flung 
their  seventeen  and  eighteen  years  of  un- 
gainlinesB  in  your  face  till  you  feel  ninety, 
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and  old  for  your  age  at  that.  Look  at  your 
frock — scrimped  and  dowdy,  tfeht  across 
the  chest,  and  loose  in  the  shonlders,  and 
wrinkled  round  the  waist.  You'll  feel 
another  girl  when  you're  dressed  properly. 
Catherine  will  rearrange  you — Catrin's  my 
maid,  she  is  very  clever.  Look  at  your 
hair,  ill's  like  wet  hay;  and  your  com- 
plexion, why,  that's  rather  like  wet  hay 
too  ',  but  all  the  same,  you've  the  material 
for  a  pretty  girl,  you  only  want  making 
up." 

**  Making  up  ! "  Hilary  was  frightened 
at  the  words.  '*  What,  paint,  and  hair-dye, 
and — cotton  wool  9  I  would  rather  be  as  I 


am. 


i; 


"  Gracious  me !  Paint,  hair-dye.  I  was 
speaking  figuratively.  I  meant,  you  want 
to  make  the  best  of  yourself,  wear  light 
clothes,  well  cut,  full  in  the  right  place. 
And  that  complexion  now,  it  isn't  natural, 
it's  the  result  of  ill-health  and  low  spirits ; 
well,  there  are  natural  remedies.  Catrin 
knows  them — not  cosmetics,  tonics.  And 
vour  hair,  a  little  attention  and  discretion 
IS  all  it  wants,  that  and  the  curling 
irons.  Your  eyelashes  and  eyebrows  have 
lost  colour,  too." 

"They  never  had  any  colour." 
"Hadn't  they  t— well,  they  looked  all 
right  when  you  were  nineteen.  I  have  no 
doubt  that  Catrin  will  make  them  look  all 
right  now ;  not  by  dyee — oh  dear,  no  ! 
Dyes  are  dreadful  things — vulgar — dange- 
rous— got  lead  in  them — give  you  paralysis 
of  the  brain — but  one  might  improve  them 
by  a  tonic." . 

A  little  dimple  showed  itself  on  Hilary's 
thin  cheek. 

"  Of  course  a  dye  would  be  quite  harm- 
less if  one  called  it  a  tonic,"  she  said. 

"  Oh,  you've  life  in  you,  yet,"  said  the 
old  lady.  "You  just  put  yourself  in 
Catrin's  hands  and  she  and  I  will  do  our 
best  for  you.  I'm  not  a  rich  woman.  I 
can't  give  you  what  is  called  a  season  in 
town — besides,  the  season  is  over — but  we 
can  have  a  good  time.  I  have  taken  a 
cottage  at  Marlow  to  be  near  some  nice 
people  I  want  you  to  know  who  are  going 
to  spend  two  months  there.  May,  their 
name  is ;  three  sisters  and  a  brother,  who 
live  together.  The  father  is  dead  and  the 
mother  lives  in  Algiers — something  of  an 
Invalid,  I  fancy.  One  of  the  sons  lives 
with  her,  but  he  is  coming  ever  for  the 
summer.  The  elder  brother  is  engaged 
and  so  are  two  of  the  girls,  but  they  are 
sure  to  have  men  friends  and  ask  them 
down,  and  if  not,  Charles  May,  the  brother 


from  Algiers,  is  a  nice,  well-bred  la().  The 
Mays  are  the  new  sort  of  girls.  Each  of 
them  "does  something,"  painting  or 
writing,  you  know — stand  up  for  their  own 
sex — mean  to  have  a  good  time,  and  are 
willing  that  all  other  girls  shall  have  a 
good  time  too.  They  are  well-grown, 
charming  girls,  but  after  a  fortnight — in 
Catrin's  hands — ^you'll  be  as  nice-looking 
as  any  of  them.  This  is  what  I  mean  by 
giving  you  a  chance — ^you  have  been  a  good 
girl  for  a  long  while — ^now  you  shall  have 
a  try  at  being  a  happy  one." 

CHAPTER  II, 

All  the  young  people  were  walking 
after  dinner  in  the  woods.  Mrs.  Deane 
had  stayed  indoors. 

*^  There  are  so  many  of  you,"  she  said, 
"  that  you  can  chaperon  each  other." 

The  engaged  couples  were  on  In  front. 
Nan,  the  eldest  girl,  had  called  Betty  to 
walk  with  her  and  Joe.  Hilary  had  soon 
seen  that  Mrs.  Deane  had  described  the 
May  gurls  truly ;  they  were  not  all  like  the 
girls  she.  had  met  in  the  second-rate 
society  she  had  known.  Thev  did  not 
mount  guard  over  their  beautiful,  young, 
unengaged  brother  at  all ;  they  made  him 
opportunities ;  they  were  making  him  an 
opportunity  now,  and  he  was  taking  it. 

"  I  am  saying  all  tUs  very  badly,  am  I 
not  1 " 

"  It's  a  little  amateurish,"  Hilary  ad- 
mitted. 

He  laughed. 

"  Well,  I  don't  care  how  I  say  It,  so 
long  as  It  is  said — so  long  as  you  let  me  go 
on  saying  it.  There  Is  nothing  new  left, 
you  know.  Even  Shakespeare  found  that 
out  when  he  was  making  love  himself — ^In 
earnest  You  remember  the  sonnets  t 
'  Fair,  kind,  and  true  Is  all  my  argument' 
Well,  what  more  did  he  wantt  That's 
enough  for  any  one  to  say." 

"  She  wasn't  fair  at  all,  you  know." 

"  Never  mind  her ;  you  are — that's  what 
I  want  to  say.  *  Fair,  kind,  and  true  is  all 
my  argument' " 

"And  she  wasn't  exactly  what  one 
would  call  kind,  either." 

"  Oh,  yes,  she  was.  Kind  meant  accept- 
ing the  man.  But  she  wasn't  true,  and 
you  will  be — if  you  say  yes,  that  is.  You 
haven't  said  yes,  but  you  will,  won't 
you  1 " 

Dark  night,  thick-growing  trees,  a  lover's 
low  voice — she  had  had  it  all  before,  per- 
haps that  was  why  it  seemed  a  little  stale 
and  tame  to  her.    Bat  she  listened. 
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*'I  don't  want  to  harry  you.  There  is 
plenty  of  time.  I  don't  sail  till  Thursdayy 
yon  know,  but  I  want  to  have  a  day  or 
two  left  after  we  are  engaged  before  I  go. 
Don't  stop  me;  if  yon  had  been  going  to 
say  no  you  would  have  said  it  before  I 
had  got  as  far  as  this.  You  are  going 
abroad  with  Mrs.  Deane  for  the  whiter,  so 
am  I — I  always  go  abroad  for  the  winter. 

'Sow,  if  we  were  to  go  together Ob, 

how  badly  I  am  saying  all  this  1 " 

"  I  think  you  are  saying  it  well  enough.'' 

"  So  long  as  you  know  what  I  mean,  so 
long  as  you  are  content  to  listen  tq  me, 
what  does  it  matter  how  I  say  it?  Do 
you  know  your  hair  turns  lighter  in  the 
darki  That  is  all  I  can  see  of  you,  that 
and  your  white  frock.  It  is  so  sweet  of 
you  to  go  on  wearing  that  frock  because 
you  know  I  love  it.  Perhaps  it  was  not 
because  you  knew  I  love  it  1 " 

"  It  was." 

It  was,  for  again  she  was  experiencing 
the  truth  of  that  wise  old  woman's  words ; 
the  pndse  of  this  beautiful  young  man 
made  her  feel  pretty,  and  she  was  eager  to 
justify  it. 

"  Ah|  that's  almost  saying  yes,  isn't  it ) 
One  couldn't  exactly  bring  an  action  for 
breach  of  promise  on  the  strength  of  it, 
but  it's  encouri^ement,  you  know.  Mrs. 
Deane  will  be  pleased,  won't  i^hef  My 
people  wiU  say  I  am  too  young ;  I  can't 
help  that.  What  is  the  good  of  Icre  at  all 
if  one  can't  have  it  when  one  enjoys  it 
most)" 

**  You  are  very  young." 

"That's  why  you  like  me,  isn't 4t )  You 
wouldn't  like  me  if  I  were  an  old  fogey 
with  spectacles  and  the  gout.  I  shall 
come  to  both,  doubtless — they  are  in  the 
family.  Lots  of  disagreeable  things  are  in 
the  family.  I  expect  I  should  be  intensely 
disagreeable  if  I  were  old." 

"  You  are  younger  than  I  am." 

'*  Yes,  you  tell  me  so  every  other  day, 
don't  youf  I  think  you  are  quite  conceited 
about  your  age,  you  know  it  becomes  you. 
It  has  given  that  strange,  wise  look  to 
your  eyes.  It  is  there,  even  when  you 
laugh ;  that  was  what  I  saw  first  when  I 
met  you;  it  bewilders  and  fascinates  me.  I 
can't  understand  it." 

Ah|  but  she  could  1  It  was  the  inevi- 
table law  of  attracting  contrasts.  He  loved 
her  for  the  wisdom  of  sorrow  in  her  face, 
just  as  she  would  have  loved  him  for  his 
bMutiFal  foolish  youth,  if  she  could  only 
have  forgotten  that  guden — long  ago. 

*'  You  are  a  boy,"  she  said. 


"I  am  not — really  you  knovr— I  am 
twenty-five." 

"  Why,  I  thought  Nan  was  only  tirenty. 
five." 

'*  Oh,  wel),  I  forgot ;  well,  for  all  social 
purposes  so  she  is,  you  knojvr.  I  don't 
want  to  contradict  her,  she  may  be  twenty- 
five  as  long  as  she  likes,  only  when  it 
comes  to  being  married  I  insist  on  my 
right  to  be  twenty-five,  too." 

<'It  hasn't  come  to  being  married." 

•'  But  it  wUl,  won't  it  1  Do  you  think  I 
am  not  serious  enough )  I  am  very  serious. 
How  can  one  put  what  I  am  feeling  now 
into  mere  words  ?  Words  were  aJl  worn  out 
long  ago.  I  wish  we  were  like  the  birds, 
limited  to  a  sound  or  two,  so  that  we 
should  only  express  ourselves  by  tones. 
Words  are  such  ugly  sounds  to  express  our 
love.  One  says  dear — it  means  so  little ; 
there  is  darling,  sweetheart,  love.  Stand 
here  a  moment  while  I  say  them  all  over, 
and  we  see  which  is  sweetest  Darling. 
Oh,  it's  not  so^  meaningless  after  all ;  and 
then  there  is  your  name.  Hilary,  Hilary, 
my  darling." 

•'  Ah ! " 

He  had  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm  to  stop 
her,  for  they  had  walked  almost  Uurough 
the  little  wood.  The  others  had  come  to 
a  standstill  on  the  edge  of  the  river ;  it  was 
a  little  brighter  there,  for  the  water  caught 
and  reflected  what  starlight  there  was. 
The  others  were  just  out  of  earshot  He 
said  the  words  agdn : 

*'  HUary,  my  darling,  Hilary." 

She  did  not  cry  out  again,  but  she 
shivered.  That  garden,  that  dark  garden, 
long  ago  \  Their  feet  had  sounded  in  the 
damp  grass  just  as  they  were  sounding 
now.  The  trees  had  all  turned  their  leaves 
inwardf,  and  whispered  to  themselves  just 
as  they  did  to-night  There  was  a  river 
there,  too,  and  a  lover  who  said  her  name 
again  and  again  and  again,  making  it  sound 
like  the  words  of  a  song.  And  this  boy 
with  the  beautiful  delicate  face  was  giving 
her  honest  first  love. 

Nan  saw  them  and  called  to  Hilary  to 
sing  something. 

''This  is  almost  the  last  night  of 
summer,  and  it  is  so  dark  and  still  that  we 
are  getting  mournful,"  she  said.  "Sing 
to  us,  there's  a  dear  girl." 

"Bother  them;  don't,"  said  Oharlie 
under  his  breatL  "  At  least,  answer  me 
first,  and  then  sing." 

But  what  should  she  ansirerl  Till 
now,  marrying  him  had  seemed  just  a 
natiural  seizing  of  her  first  real  chance  of 
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happiness,  now  it  seemed  a  positive  wrong 
to  his  nncloaded  youth ;  bat  it  would  be 
cruel  to  disappoint  him.  If  only  she 
could  have  forgotten  that  girl  in  the  garden. 
The  girls  called  again  for  a  song,  and  he 
entreated  for  his  answer.  To  delay 
answering  him  she  sang : 

"  In  Heaven,  when  I  was  young, 
The  wild  woods  song, 
And  the  breezes  came  and  went 
With  their  soft  delicious  scent ; 
And  oh  !  I  was  content 
In  Heaven  when  I  was  young." 

Behind  them  in  the  woods  they  heard  a 
burst  of  laughter — riotous  laughter — but 
softened  by  distance  and  the  danmess. 

^*It's  a  troupe  of  Bacchanals  who  have 
lost  their  way  in  the  woods ;  never  mind 
them.    Go  on,"  said  Oharlia 

(( On  earth,  now  I  am  old, 
The  days  are  cold, 
And  the  flowers,  lie  crushed  in  the  fields 

about 
With  cruel  rain,  and  rout ; 
And  oh  1  my  lamp  is  out 
On  earth  now  I  am  old. " 

There  was  a  sound  of  voices  and  foot- 
steps among  the  trees ;  the  girls  all  drew 
together^  reminded  half  unpleasantly  how 
late  it  was.  Charlie  moved  nearer  to 
Hilary. 

"  What  a  sad  song ! "  he  said.  "  Why 
didyousbigitr' 

A  little  company  of  black  figures  moved 
out  of  the  black  shadow  into  the  dim 
light  by  the  river,  and  next  moment 
mlary  heard  a  voice  close  to  her  ezclabn- 
ing  her  name. 

"Hilary — Hilary  Deane."  And  next 
moment  in  a  quite  conventional  tone: 
*'Thi8  is  an  unexpected  pleasure,  Miss 
Deane.  Are  yon  staying  here,  or  have 
you  only  missed  your  toain  as  we  have ) " 

"  Staying  here." 

She  was  glad  he  had  asked  her  a  ques- 
tion; one  can  always  answer  a  question, 
and  otherwise  she  might  have  been  unable 
to  speak. 

*'  A  friend  of  yours,  Miss  Deane  1 " 
asked  Charlie,  irritated  at  the  interrup- 
tion! and  by  way  of  holding  his  place  at 
her  side  agsunst  an  apparent  stranger. 

"Mr.  Beokwith  — Mr.  May,"  Hflary 
said  in  a  strangely  distinct  tone.  '<Mr. 
Beckwith  is  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine 
whom  I  have  not  seen  for  a  long  while, 
not  since  I  was  a  child." 

CHAPTER  m. 

'*  It  seems  the  most  impossible  thing  to 
meet  you  here." 

*<  Did  you  think  I  was  dead  t "  said 
Hilary,  laughing. 


"  We  have  missed  our  train,"  said  Beck- 
with deliberately,  as  if  trying  to  give 
himself  time  to  realise  the  meeting. 
"Some  of  us  have  gone  to  find  rooms, 
and  the  rest  have  come  for  a  walk.  Our 
parties  seem  to  be  fraternising.  Some  of 
my  friends  appear  to  know  yours,  ap- 
parently. Thev  are  all  going  homewards ; 
we  had  better  follow." 

"Interrupted  effectually  now/'  muttered 
Charlie  into  her  other  ear.  "We  can't 
get  rid  of  this  middle-aged  bore  just  yet,  I 
suppose.  I  am  not  impatient.  Tou  will 
not  say  no,  will  you  t  But  we  must  have 
a  few  words  together  stUl  to-night;  they 
will  be  such  nice  words." 

"These  are  rather  interesting  people 
that  I  am  with,"  Beckwith  was  saying; 
"A  trifle  too  much  what  one  would  call 
^  smart,'  perhaps.  We  are  only  down  for 
the  day.  Now  that  boy  has  gone  I  can 
talk  to  you,  Hilary.  I  wish  I  could  see 
you.    Axe  you  much  changed  ? " 

"Oh,  yes,  I  am  changed;  the  years 
change  aU  of  us.  That  boy,  as  you  call 
him,  spoke  of  you  as  a  middle-aged  bore." 

He  laughed  a  little. 

"Tou  didn't  think  so  of  me  once, 
Hflary." 

"No,"  she  said;  and  the  tone  might 
have  meant  either  reproach  or  in- 
difference. 

"I  suppose  that  means  you  have  not 
thought  of  me  at  all  t " 

"  Oh,  no,  it  does  not.  I  have  thought 
of  you  very  often." 

"And  I  of  youi  Hflary.  You  don't 
know  how  I  have  longed  for  your  forgive- 
ness lately." 

"  You  have  done  without  it  a  long  whUe." 

"  Hflary  1 " 

"  WiU  you  say  Miss  Deane  t " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Yes.  I  have  lost 
aU  right  to  cafl  you  by  a  name  that  was 
once  very  dear  to  me.  Miss  Deane,  if  I 
made  you  unhappy — ^it  is  almost  an  imperti- 
nence to  assume  tiiat  I  did." 

"  Ob,  no,  it  is  not,"  she  said  coldly.  "  I 
was  a  child,  and  you  were  the  first  comer. 
It  was  only  natural  that  I  should  have 
believed  in  you.  It  is  no  shame  to  me 
that  you  made  me  unhappy." 

"  WeU,  if  I  made  you  unhappy  then,  it 
is  fit  that  you  should  know  that  you  are 
avenged.  I  have  been  thinking  a  great 
deal  of  you.  ^  I  have  had  a  lesson,  Hflary ; 
if  I  had  realised  long  ago  how  you  womd 
suffer,  I  would  not  have  acted  as  I  did,  and 
if  I  had  not,  I  should  not  have  been 
punished  as  I  am." 
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"Do  yon  mean,"  she  said,  a  little  scorn- 
f ally,  "  that  yoa  love  some  one  now  who 
is  as  false  to  yon  as  yon  were  to  me  t " 

"  Heaven  forbid/'  he  said.  "  Xo,  it  is 
even  worse  than  that,  HOary.  She — she 
is  not  free." 

He  said  the  words  with  a  sort  of 
dramatic  reverence,  and,  prompt  to  the 
cue,  a  man  and  a  woman  came  along 
throngh  the  trees  towards  them.  Back- 
with  drew  Hilary  back  into  the  shadow 
and  stood  silent  as  they  passed  to  join  the 
larger  group. 

Some  one  said,  "Well,  have  yon  got 
rooms  f"  Some  one  else  said,  '^Tes, 
horrid  rooms.*'  There  were  introdactions, 
scraps  of  explanation,  disjointed  words, 
langhter,  lona  and  onmasical  some  of  it, 
too  load  and  harsh  for  even  the  moonlight 
to  soften  it.    Beckwith  went  on  speaking. 

"  I  mast  tell  yoa.  When  I  met  yoa  to- 
night I  was  thinking  of  yoa,  longing  for 
you  to  know  it^  that  yoa  might  be  satisfied 
and  forgive  me.  Foi^ve  me,  why,  yoa 
would  pity  me  if  yoa  anderstood.  I  do 
not  complain,  I  woald  not  be  happier  if  I 
could  while  she  is  wretched.  Look  at  her, 
Hilary,  that  is  the  woman  who  has  avenged 
yoa" 

"  Does  she  love  yoa  f " 

He  answered  her  in  indignant  reproach. 

•(  I  think  you  coald  not  have  looked  at 
her." 

She  did  not  reply  to  that.  She  had 
looked,  bat  had  seen  nothing  that  to  her 
thinking  coald  reasonably  accoant  for  the 
tone  ho  was  taking.  Only  a  small,  fair 
woman,  with  light-blae  eyes,  a  meek  ex- 
pressioui  and  a  very  small  month.  Hilary 
was  not  impressed. 

"Oh,  yes;  I  looked  at  her,"  she  said. 
"  Is  that  man  with  the  horrid,  coarse  laagh 
her  hasband  t  ^' 

The  party  was  coming  nearer.  Back- 
with  pat  his  hand  on  Hilary's  arm,  and 
answned  under  his  breath. 

"Hot  No.  He  is  a  man  who  should 
not  be  allowed  to  come  within  sight  of  her. 
He  should  not  be  tolerated  in  the  same 
hemisphere,  and  he  is  her  husband's  chief 
friend." 

A  little  bitter  laugh  stayed  on  Hilary's 
Up&  If  the  situation  were  amusing,  it  was 
also  pathetia  If  this  man  had  posed  as 
the  i^nical  man  of  the  world  in  love  with 
innocence  in  the  past,  if  he  was  posing  as 
pure  reverence  in  love  with  bound  vurtue 
now,  the  second  pose  was  a  fit  complement 
of  the  first,  and  the  one  had  been  and  the 
other  was  reid  to  him.  She  remembered  how 


he  had  caught  her  childish  romance  then 
by  vague  hints  of  a  sorrowful  past;  now  he 
was  trying  to  reach  her  pity  by  confession 
of  a  tragic  present.  He  was  a  man  who 
could  not  be  content  without  a  woman  to 
be  sorry  for  him.  Oh,  yes;  she  was 
changed  indeed,  for  now  she  saw  right 
through  her  old  lover,  and  all  there  was  in 
him  of  heart  and  brain,  and  did  not  feel 
very  angry  with  him. 

"I  am  really  sorry  for  you,  Teddy,"  she 
said. 

"  Women  are  so  sweet ;  so  wonderfully 
forgiving." 

He  took  her  hand  and  pressed  it  grate- 
fully ;  she  let  the  little  laugh  come  then. 

'*I  did  not  say  I  had  forgiven  you; 
that's  another  matter." 

"Oh,  perhaps  I  can  scarcely  hope  for 
forgiveness." 

There  was  a  certain  amount  of  gratified 
vanity  in  the  tone.  She  laughea  again. 
She  was  so  gratef al  to  him  for  his  faults, 
and  for  letting  his  faults  be  so  apparent. 
The  revelation  was  so  pertinent. 

Oharlie,  some  twenty  paces  behind,  had 
just  said  something  that  had  brought  on 
him  the  indignation  of  some  one,  a  woman 
with  a  harshly  coquettish  voice. 

'*Yon  shockingly  rude  person.  How 
dare  you  speak  so  to  an  old  woman  like 
me  ?  And  what  are  you  doing  out  in  the 
damp  at  this  time  of  night  t  If  your 
mother  were  here  you  wouldn't  dare — what 
do  you  suppose  she  would  say  t " 

He  was  only  a  boy,  and  he  gave  a  boy's 
answer : 

"I  shouldn't  object  to  anything  my 
mother  said." 

"  Now,  that's  as  good  as  telling  me  to 
mind  my  own  business,"  said  the  coquettish 
voice,  "and  all  the  while  I  am  acting  a 
mother's  part  to  him  myself.  How  is  your 
poor  sweet  mother,  by  the  way ) " 

"She's  in  Algiers." 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course;  and  you  are  going 
too — as  usual — ^for  the  winter.  What  a 
good  son  yon  are,  to  give  up  the  season 
year  after  year  to  spend  your  time  with  an 
invalid  mother." 

Gharlie«said  "  Oh,"  in  a  tone  of  intense 
irritation  at  being  discussed,  and  the  harsh 
voice  went  on : 

"Well,  mind  and  don't  catch  a  fatal 
cold  before  you  go  to  her.  Tell  your 
mother  I  asked  after  her  when  you  write 
and  give  her  my  love." 

"  I  will  teU  her  I  met  you." 

"  Thai's  our  hostess,"  said  Beckwith  in 
a  tone  of  depreciation.     "Mrs.  Fatten. 
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She's  well  enough."  He  gave  a  shrag  of  the 
shoulders,  suggesting  tbAt  the  last  half  of 
his  speech  was  intended  to  invite  comment. 
Hilury  did  not  answer.  The  hostess  did 
not  interest  her.  She  was  loving  Charlie's 
boyish  insolence  and  impatient  endurance. 
He  had  positively  no  self-control — he 
couldn't  pose  at  all. 

Hq  was  at  her  side  a  moment  later, 
speaking  in  an  irritated  undertone. 

"Dreadftil  woman.  Everybody  is  in- 
terrupting us.  Give  her  love  to  my 
mother,  indeed.  Invalid!  She's  nothing 
of  the  sort,  but  Algiers  suits  her.  One 
would  think  she  always  «7^ent  about  mourn- 
fully in  a  shawl,  groaning." 

Beckwith,  on  the  other  side  of  Hilary, 
could  not  see  the  boy,  the  place  was  so 
dark,  but  he  heard  a  word  or  two,  and 
with  a  laugh  moved  a  little  further  ofP. 

''She's  always  like  that,"  went  on 
Charlie,  "always  saying  she's  old,  and 
wanting  some  one  to  contradict  her.  She 
lives  about  three  miles'  from  us  at  home, 
and  will  come  to  see  us.  I  detest  her — we 
all  do — but  my  mother  is  so  sweetly  well- 
bred  she  can't  get  rid  of  her.  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  that  was  what  fijst  sent  her  to 
Algiers." 

"  She  knows  you  very  well.  What  was 
she  saying  about  your  not  being  allowed 
out  in  the  damp  9 " 

^'  Oh,  rubbish ;  she  always  talks  rubbish. 
Hilary,  their  rooms  are  just  at  the  corner; 
we  shall  get  rid  of  them  thera  You  won't 
let  this  man  go  home  with  youl  You 
will  come  with  me)  See  how  patient  I 
have  been.  That  speaks  well  for  the  sort 
of  husbabd  I  shall  make,  doesn't  it) 
Hilary,  if  you  don't  get  rid  of  this  man,  I 
shall  throw  the  whole  party  into  the  lock 
— one  after  the  other." 

Here  the  three  came  suddenly  out  of  the 
darkness.  Hilary  turned  and  waited  for  the 
others  under  the  gas-lamp,  Charlie  turned 
back  again.  Beckwith  saw  him  distinctly, 
and  was  very  much  astonished.  What! 
was  this  splendid  young  man  his  cast-ofif 
love's  lover  ?  Then  he  looked  at  Hilary, 
and  his  second  astonishment  answered  the 
first. 

"Hilary,  you  have  improved  —  how 
pretty  you  are — how  smart — to  think  of 
your  growing  up  like  this,  though  you 
were  idways  a  pretty  child." 


Hilary  smiled,  delieiously  conscious  of 
the  truth  of  his  words.  She  did  not  know 
if  it  was  the  result  of  Charlie's  praise,  or 
Catrin's  *'  natural  remedies  " ;  but  she  felt 
well-dressed,  and  handsome. 
He  stood  staring  at  her  amazed. 
''  Little  shy  Hilary  grown  into  this ; 
and  you  said  you  were  changed.  I  knew 
you  by  your  voice,  Hilary;  but  I  doubt  if 
I  should  have  known  you  had  I  seen  you." 

''Well,  we  do  know  each  other — ^at  last." 

The  words  bewildered  him.    He  seemed 

to  feel  all  sorts  of  subtle  meanings  in  them. 

She  was  looking  at  him.  He  was  not 
changed  much.  Charlie  had  exaggerated 
a  little  when  he  called  him  middle-aged. 
There  was  the  same  turn  of  the  head,  the 
same  weak  shoulders,  the  same  sensitive 
hands  and  tired,  cynical  face — every 
characteristic  wliich  had  fascinated  that  girl 
long  ago  in  the  garden.  But  this  place 
was  not  the  old  garden,  and  she  was  not 
that  girl  of  eighteen. 

''And  now  it  is  too  late  to  change," 
Beckwith  was  saying.  *'  My  lot  is  marked 
out ;  I  am  chosen  by  Fate  to  bear  a  great 
burden,  Hilary.  I  trust  I  shall  bear  it 
worthily." 

In  her  clear  reading  of  him  the  words 
did  not  sound  ridiculous,  only  pitiful. 
She  said,  "  Poor  Teddy  1  I  am  so  sorry  !" 
and  was  angry  with  herself  that  she  was 
not  sorrier. 

The  group  had  divided;  three  or  four 
men  were  crossing  the  lock  talking. 
Beckwith  was  still  appealing  to  her  hi 
undertones,  but  she  cUd  not  notice  what 
he  said.  She  was  listening  to  the  strange 
men.  She  fancied  she  heard  Beckwith's 
name  and  a  word  that  sounded  like 
"infatuation." 

"  The  past  was  sweeter  than  the  present 
is,  Hilary,  and  Heaven  only  knows  what 
the  future  will  be.  I  hope  with  all  my 
heart  that  yours  will  be  less  sad  than 
mine  must  needs  be.  That  was  a  very 
good-looking  boy  who  was  with  you  when 
I  came.    Do  you  know  him  well  1 " 

"  Ob,  very  well," 

'^Your  tone  says  a  great  deal,  Hilary. 
Believe  me,  I  am  gla^  to  hear  what  I 
fancy  it  says.     He  is  your  lover  9  " 

'*  Yes." 

"  And  you  mean  to  marry  him ) " 

•'  Yes." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

Thx  early  aanlight  of  a  lovelj  Saptembsr 
moraiag  iru  stieamlng  into  the  room 
tfanagb  every  crack  and  chink  In  the 
blinda  and  cnrliainB,  making  the  Hght  from 
bs  atill  boming  lamp  look  yellow,  dim, 
and  lumatnral.  It  was  Julian's  sitting- 
room  in  the  hoose  in  Chelsea,  and  the 
l^bt,  telling  here  and  there,  touched  Into 
dutinobieBE  many  of  those  little  Inzarioaa 
dettiti  on  which  the  erentng  light  had 
fallen  on  that  winter  day  eighteen  months 
before,  when  Mrs.  Komayne  had  stood 
npon  the  threshold  and  looked  Toond  upon 
iur  completed  arrangements,  waiting  then 
few  the  nse  which  was  to  give  them  life. 
On  a  chair  by  the  writing-table,  bis  head 
dropped  eideways  on  his  arm  as  it  tested 
on  the  table,  sat  Julian  Romayne  asleep. 

He  was  asleep,  but  he  was  not  at  rest. 
Hit  Awe  was  ney  and  drawn;  it  twitched 
punfally,  and  hia  hand  was  fiatcely 
ciraehad.  GtradnaUy  an  expression  of  terror 
and  despair  gatheied  on  his  features,  until 
tboy  were  almost  oonvulsed,  and  with  a, 
•ti&ngled,  gasping  cry  he  woke  and  started 
to  Ui  feet,  trembling  in  every  limb,  and 
with  great  drops  standAig  on  bis  forehead. 
He  stood  elatching  at  a  chair  for  support, 
whUa  the  first  poignant  impression  of  his 
dream  sabsided,  and  then  ho  moved  as 
though  Impelled  by  some  reactionary  Im- 
pidae  to  collect  liinuelf.  He  glanced  at  the 
clodt  and  eaw  that  the  hands  pointed  to  a 
qnaiter-past  six.  He  was  vaguely  conscious 
in  ha^g  heard  It  strike  six,  bo  that  he 
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could  have  slept  for  a  few  momenta  only. 
Hia  lips  twitched  slightly  at  the  thonght 
of  what  those  few  moments  had  held  for 
him.  Then  he  realised  that  ha  was  cold, 
that  all  his  limbs  were  stiff  and  aching, 
and  he  dragged  himself  slowly  aoroii!  the 
room,  drew  the  curtains  and  the  blinda,  and 
stood  there  in  the  sunshine. 

It  was  the  first  movement  of  physical 
conscionsneas  which  ha  had  felt  since  he 
left  the  office  of  the  Welcome  Diamond 
Mine  Company  on  tiie  morning  of  the 
previous  day. 

Haw  that  day  had  passed  he  did  not 
know.  Here  and  there  out  of  the  black- 
ness a  picture  of  himaalf  stood  out  with 
uncertain  diatlnctness.  He  knew  that  he 
had  telegraphed  to  hia  mother  to  the  effect 
that  he  might  not  return  to  Henley  for 
some  time.  Ha  remembered  writing  the 
words  thongh  he  could  recall  no  mental 
procega  by  which  the  elaborate  excuse  he 
had  made  had  occurred  to  him.  He  knew 
that  somewhere  dinner  had  been  placed 
before  him,  though  where,  and  whether  he 
had  e;iten,  he  knew  not  at  all.  For  the 
rest,  an  impreaslou  of  ceaseless  walking,  of 
interminable  streets  giving  place  imper- 
ceptibly to  the  four  walls  of  his  own  room, 
made  np  the  only  actual  background  in  iii^ 
memory  to  the  intense  mental  conscloos- 
neas  which  had  usurped  for  the  time  being 
the  tangibility  of  material  things. 

The  favourable  turn  in  the  i^airs  of  the 
Welcome  Diamond  Mine  Oompony  had 
bean  foanded  on  a  deliberate  system  of 
forgery  and  fraud  planned  by  Bimsay, 
subscribed  to  and  participated  In  by  Julian. 
The  telegram  aa  to  the  new  lead  bad  been 
concocted  in  the  office  in  the  City;  the 
diamonds  exhibited  as  earnest  of  the  future 
yield  of  the  mine  had  been  bought  for  that 
purpose ;  and  not  one  penny  of  ttte  money 
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paid  in  debentures  had  ever  been  intended 
for  application  to  the  working  of  the 
rained  mine.  If  these  facts  shoald  come 
to  light — and  hostile  enquiries  once  insti- 
tuted on  the  spot,  only  one  of  those  incre-' 
dibly  lucky  chances  to  which  gamblers  and 
swindlers  alike  owe  so  much  could  avert 
such  a  catastrophe — ^the  consequences  were 
obvious.  Public  exposure,  pubUc  ignominy 
and  execration,  wholesale  and  irremediable 
loss  of  position,  were  absolutely  inevitable. 
And  as  inevitable  if  he  remained  in  England, 
the  dark  gulf  in  which  his  life  must  be 
swallowed  up  and  closed — as  far  as  every- 
thing which  constituted  life  for  hhn  was 
concerned — ^whether  he  fled  from  it  or 
whether  it  clutched  him,  was  the  legitimate 
reward  of  his  doings — ^penal  servitude. 

He  could  not  realise  it.  He  could  not 
face  it.  He  had  beaten  it  back,  he  had 
thrust  it  down  again  and  again  during  that 
long  day  and  night,  and  again  and  again  the 
horror  had  swept  over  him,  gaining  always 
in  certainty  and  reality.  Struggle  against  it 
as  he  might  and  did,  clutching  at  his 
consciousness,  shaking  and  rending  it  with 
a  force  not  to  be  resisted,  and  growing 
ever  stronger  and  stronger,  there  dawned  a 
dazed,  bewildered  conviction  that  the  end 
he  saw  before  him  was  indeed  the  inevit- 
able end,  that  in  that  black  gulf,  and  no 
other,  all  his  efforts  and  fierce  strivings 
were  to  find  their  consummation.  He  had 
digged  it  with  his  own  hands ;  he  had 
followed  on  towards  it  in  a  very  despera- 
tion of  defiance  and  recklessness,  goaded 
by  a  grinding  sense  of  failure  and  lustra- 
tion to  a  wild  daring  which  had  looked 
like  courage  and  resolution.  But  the  spirit 
which  had  stimulated  him  was  not  in  him- 
self. All  unconscious  of  it  as  he  was,  he  had 
been  drunk  with  the  thought  of  what  lay 
beyond  that  gulf ;  drunk  with  a  desperate, 
unreasoning  anticipation  of  triumph.  The 
hideous  possibility  of  failure  confronted 
him  now  practically  for  the  first  time,  and 
before  it  all  his  fictitious  stamina  shrivelled 
away,  as  in  its  very  nature  it  was  bound 
to  do.  A  vague,  confounded  comprehen* 
sion  of  the  consequences  which  he  had 
brought  upon  himself  rose  upon  him, 
walling  him  in  on  every  side ;  and  about 
those  consequences,  as  connected  with 
himself,  there  was  all  the  ghastly  incon- 
gruity and  unreality  of  a  hideous  night- 
mare. He  had  never  understood  the 
realities  of  life.  He  had  crushed  down 
their  impulses  in  his  heart.  He  had  called 
superficialities  essentials ;  selfish  ignorance, 
practical  sense  j  and  he  had  worked  and 


fought  in  a  false  atmosphere,  and  for  a 
false  aim. 

And  now,  instead  of  that  fictitious 
triumph  which  he  had  looked  to  grasp, 
he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  facts 
so  sordid  and  so  relentless  that  he  could 
hardly  recognise  them  as  facts  at  all. 
His  world  was  tottering  into  ruins  all 
about  him ;  the  cladi  and  crisis  of  immi- 
nent downfall  and  disgrace  was  stunning 
him  and  shaking  him  thn)ugh  and  through; 
and  in  the  wild  tumult  and  confusion  aU 
the  limitation  of  his  nature  seemed  to 
break  up,  as  it  were,  into  one  blind  chaos 
of  protest  and  repudiation,  dominated  only 
by  despair.  Nothing  fixed  or  steadfast 
held  its  place.  The  very  passions  by 
which  he  had  been  driven  on  had  been 
borne  down  and  numbed.  The  thought  of 
Glemence  had  become  merely  a  vague 
element  in  the  confusion.  Of  his  mother 
he  did  not  think  at  all.  Even  that  dark 
factor  in  his  being — the  perversion  of  his 
instincts  as  to  truth  and  falsehood,  honesty 
and  dishonesty— which  had  asserted  its 
grim  presence  with  the  very  awakening  of 
his  character ;  which  had  dictated  the.  first 
steps  along  the  path  of  which  he  stood 
now  at  the  end ;  was  swept  into  solution 
now  with  every  other  element  -  in  his 
character.  It  had  held  its  place,  hitherto, 
side  by  side  with  the  other  motive  powers 
by  which  his  life  had  been  regulated; 
dictating  the  lines  on  which  those  powers 
should  work,  strengthening  and  developing 
with  the  demands  they  put  upon  it.  Bat 
it  had  remained  the  servant  of  a  stronger 
passion,  and  as  far  as  any  power  of  support 
or  guidance  was  concerned  it  had  gone 
down  in  the  flood.  He  had  no  perception, 
truly,  of  the  moral  aspect  of  his  position, 
no  sense  of  guilt  or  of  remorse.  He  only 
knew  that  he  was  beaten,  that  it  was  aU 
over  with  him. 

He  stood  there  at  the  window  staring 
out  into  the  sunshine,  seeing  nothing, 
conscious  of  nothing  but  the  gulf  before 
him,  as  utterly  and  absolutely  isolated  in 
his  misery  as  though  he  had  been  the  only 
creature  living  in  the  world.  The  des- 
perate struggle  with  facts  was  sinking 
into  a  hopeless  cdnfosed  acceptance  of 
them;  into  a  dazed,  bewildered  contem- 
plation of  details  which  seemed  to  rise 
slowly  into  distinctness  out  of  the  fog 
which  hung  about  them ;  to  rise  and  fade 
again  without  volition  on  his  part. 
Details  connected  with  the  future  came 
first,  and  he  looked  at  them  and  under- 
stood them  with  stunned  composure  as 
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though  they  stood  outside  him  all  together. 
Then  he  found  himself  wondering  heavily 
as  to  the  time  that  must  pass  hef  ore  the 
certainty  that  was  in  himself  became  literal 
knowledge.  There  was  no  sense  of  any 
possible  chance  of  salvation  in  his  mind. 
By-and-by  he  became  heavily  and  con- 
fiuedly  aware  that  another  day  had  begun; 
another  day  through  which  he  must  carry 
his  horrible,  bewildering  burden — no  longer 
in  the  semi-unconsciousness  of  yesterday, 
but  alive  now  in  every  fibre  to  its  in- 
tolerable pressure. 

He  went  out  into  the  sunshine  by-and- 
by,  out  into  the  streets  he  knew  so  well ; 
I  and  as  he  walked  along  there  came  upon 
him  a  ghastly  sense  of  being  but  a  shadow 
among  shadows.  The  life  about  him 
seemed  to  have  receded  to  an  incalculable 
distance,  to  have  lost  all  substance.  He 
himself  as  he  appeared  to  other  people 
had  no  existence,  and  his  real  self  had  no 
existence  for  any  one  but  himself.  He 
was  face  to  &oe  with  black,  implacable 
reality,  and  before  its  presence  all  the 
superficifdities  and  conventionalities  which 
had  usurped  its  place  vanished  like  the 
shades  they  were. 

He  walked,  always  with  that  chill  sense 
of  isolation  on  him,  from  Chelsea  to  the 
City ;  in  motion,  in  continual  motion  only, 
was  his  misery  endurable,  llamsay  was 
not  at  the  office  when  he  arrived,  and  a 
message  from  him,  left  with  the  secretary, 
informed  Julian  that  he  would  not  be 
there  that  day.  His  absence  affected 
Julian  not  at  ail  There  was  no  suspense 
in  his  mental  attitude  to  make  him  crave 
for  even  a  blow  to  end  it.  To  his  battered 
consdousnees  delay  before  the  final  agony 
had  something  of  the  appearance  of  rest 
or  respite.  He  did  the  work  he  had  come 
to  do  with  a  numbed  comprehension  of  its 
import,  and  then  as  he  passed  out  again 
into  those  horribly  unreal-  streets  there 
came  upon  Um  a  desperate  longing  for 
homan  companiondiip ;  a  desperate  long- 
ing to  break  through  his  solitude  and 
touch  another  human  creature.  He  would 
go  to  the  club  he  thought  dully.  He  must 
qpeak  to  some  one;  he  must  get  some 
assuranee  of  his  own  identity  or  its 
nnfamillarity  would  drive  him  mad. 

There  were  two  or  three  men  only  who 
were  known  to  him  In  the  room  when  he 
amved,  and  even  as  they  greeted  him 
they  seemed  to  elude  him )  to  retreat  and 
to  lose  all  tangibility  beyond  the  yawning 
gnlf  wMch  lay  between  himself  and 
them.     He  tried  to  talk,  he  tried  des- 


perately to  bridge  the  gulf.  In  vain.  He 
turned  away  and  went  out  into  the  streets 
again,  alone  with  the  one  terrible  reality 
which  the  world  seemed  to  contain. 

The  failure  broke  him  down.  An  un- 
endurable horror  of  himself  and  of  the 
world,  a  very  terror  of  his  misery,  rolled 
down  upon  him  and  overwhelmed  him.  It 
was  one  of  those  realisations  of  the  im- 
potency  of  humanity  before  the  strokes  of 
the  Infinitely  greater  than  humanity  which 
seize  upon  a  man  sometimes  i^en  all  the 
wrappings  of  life  and  custom  are  stripped 
from  him,  and  he  finds  himself  in  primeval 
defencelessness.  He  could  only  fight 
wildly  with  it  Those  instincts  and 
affinities  through  which  such  moments 
work  out  strength  and  comprehension 
were  utterly  submerged  in  him  now ;  and 
the  experience  could  be  for  him  nothing 
but  a  blind  horror,  giving  place  at  last  to 
the  old  stunned,  hopeless  confusion  and 
despair.  And  when  at  last  he  dragged 
himself  upstairs  to  his  room  in  the  Temple 
late  at  night  he  was  utterly  exhausted, 
mentally  and  physically.  He  dropped  into 
a  chair  and  sank  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

Ten  days  followed ;  ten  long  days  giving 
place  to  heavy  nights ;  ten  nights  passing 
into  monotonous  days.  By  degrees  Julian 
fell  into  a  species  of  dull  routine,  in  which 
he  ate  and  drank,  and  even  slept ;  passed 
tp  and  fro  along  the  London  streets; 
stunned  almost  to  stupefaction.  He  went 
each  day  to  the  office  and  sat  there  all  day 
long  doing  little;  sitting,  for  the  most 
part,  staring  into  space  or  walking  up  and 
down  with  heavy,  regular  steps.  He  was 
rarely  disturbed.  Eimsay  appeared  .^but 
seldom ;  bis  visits  were  brief,  and  he  was 
uncommunicative. 

At  last  there  came  a  morning  when 
he  reached  the  office  to  find  upon  hi» 
desk  a  letter  in  Bamsay's  familiar  hand- 
writing. 

Julian  sat  down  before  it  and  looked  at 
it  for  a  moment,  his  face  twitching  slightly. 
Then  he  broke  the  seal. 

"Dear  Eomayne,"  he  read, — "Your 
friend,  Compton,  holds  the  whole  affair 
in  his  hand.  Marston  Loring  gave  Um 
the  tip.  You  will  do  as  you  think 
best  about  meeting  the  shareholders! 
I  shall  not  be  present  myself,  as  I  am 
leaving  England  for  the  present  to-night. 
— Yours,  "Alfred  Kamsay." 

The  letter  bore  date  of  the  previous 
day. 
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CHAPTEK  XXXIX. 

A  WHITE  face,  drawn  And  set  into  a  look 
which  pitifully  traventiad  the  calmnesa  of 
despair;  bloodshot  eyes  with  something  in 
them  of  the  incomprehending  agony  of 
a  hanted  animal;  quivering  lips  which 
would  not  take  the  rigid  line  at  which 
they  aimed,  and  from  which  seemed  to 
radiate  an  indescribable  suggestion  of 
yoathfulnesB,  which  made  the  bewildered 
desperation  of  the  face  infiaitely  piteous. 
Two  hours  had  passed,  and  Julian  was 
seated  at  his  writing-table  in  his  room  in 
the  Tomple.  He  held  a  pen  in  his  hand, 
and  before  him  lay  a  sheet  of  paper  bearing 
three  words  only,  '*My  dear  Glemence." 
On  the  table  behind  him  lay  a  roughly 
packed  travelling-bag  and  a  *'  Bradshaw." 

Flight,  instant  flight  was  the  one  course 
that  had  occurred  to  him.  Sudh  a  necessity 
had  been  present  to  him  from  the  first, 
and  in  the  almost  insane  terror  which  had 
mastered  him  on  finding  himself  deserted 
by  Simsay,  thoughts  which  had  /  lain 
dormant  in  his  mind  during  the  last  two 
days  had  taken  shape  almost  without 
volition  on  hi9  part,  and  he  had  made  his 
plans  with  wild  haste.  He  knew  nothing, 
he  thought  of  nothing  but  that  he  must  go 
at  once,  that  at  any  moment  he  might  find 
himself  stopped,  at  any  moment  it  might 
be  too  late ! 

No  thought  of  that  last  refuge  of  the 
detected  criminal,  suicide,  presented  itself 
to  him.  The  realities  of  life  were  as  yet 
too  strange  to  him.  Wrenched  from  his 
moorings,  tossed  away  to  drift  on  the 
pitiless  sea,  he  could  not  realise  what  was 
the  depth  of  that  sea,  how  futile  must  be 
his  struggles  to  keep  himself  afloat  The 
reality  of  death  had  never  touched  his 
superficial  nature. 

He  made  his  preparations  with  the 
promptitude  of  desperation,  and  as  each 
detail  was  despatched,  one  deed  that  must 
be  done  began  to  press  into  his  conscious- 
ness. Some  word  must  be  sent  to 
Ciemence.  With  this  necessity  he  found 
himself  at  last  confronted  with  no  further 
possibility  of  postponement 

But  no  words  would  come  to  him.  Little 
as  he  understood  it,  all  the  bewildered 
misery  of  his  heart  was  what  he  wanted  to 
convey  to  her ;  all  the  incoherent  horror 
which  was  tossing  him  to  and  fro.  What 
words  were  possible  when  there  was  no 
reason,  only  blind,  agonised  feeling )  There 
was  one  aspect  of  his  shipwreck  in  which 
it  was  only  the  end  and  consummation  of 


his  ten  weeks  of  silence  towards  Olemence; 
those  ten  weekB  in  which  he  saw  now  only 
cruelty  and  futility  where  he  had  seen 
before  wisdom  and  necessity.  His  failure, 
his  ruin,  had  a  side  on  which  they  touched 
him  only  in  his  connection  with  her;  it 
became  the  failure  to  keep  the  promise 
he  had  made  her  when  he  saw  her  last; 
the  ruin  of  his  vision  of  a  life  with  her. 
He  sat  there  staring  stupidly  at  the  paper, 
and  gradually  all  thoughts  slipped  away 
from  him  but  the  thought  of  Ciemence 
herself.  A  hunger,  such  as  his  selfish 
young  heart  had  never  known,  rose  in  him 
for  her  presence,  her  pity.  His  misery 
turned  to  her,  stretching  forth  empty, 
despairing  hands,'  until  the  sick  longing 
dominated  his  whob  consciousness. 

Then  out  of  the  aching  yearning  there 
came  to  him  suddenly  a  recollection  of  the 
letter  he  had  received  ten  days  before; 
the  letter  which  he  had  thrust  into  a 
drawer  in  his  blind,  foolhardy  determina- 
tion, unopened.  The  end  on  which  he  had 
set  himsdf  to  waft  had  vimished  for  ever. 
Everything  by  which  he  had  held  was 
overturned  and  submerged.  But  the  letter 
was  there  still.  The  letter  had  come  from 
Olemence. 

He  unlocked  with  trembliag  eagerness 
the  drawer  in  which  he  had  placed  it, 
drew  out  the  envelope  and  tore'  it  opea 
Tdat  it  could  bring  no  comfort  to  him, 
that  there  could,  indeed,  be  only  aggrava- 
tion of  his  wretchedness  in  it,  was  as  no- 
thing to  him.  It  was  to  touch  Ciemence 
that  he  wanted ;  Ciemence,  and  Ciemence 
only  was  the  cry  of  his  whole  being.  The 
letter  was  very  shorty  a  few  lines  only.  He 
ran  his  eyes  over  it  with  hungry  a^dity, 
and  then  they  seemed  to  stop  suddenly, 
and  all  the  quivering  life  seemed  to  freeze 
on  his  features.  A  moment  passed  and  a 
great,  dry  sob  broke  from  him ;  he  dashed 
his  head  down  upon  the  table  with  a  bitter, 
boyish  cry : 

"Clemmiel  Clemmiel" 

Simple,  beautiful  with  that  wonder- 
ful new  tenderness  which  comes  to  a 
woman  with  the  consummation  of  her 
womanhood,  pathetic  in  their  gentleness 
beyond  all  words,  the  few  brief  lines 
brought  him  from  Ciemence  the  mo3t 
sacred  tidings  that  can  pass  between  hus- 
band and  wife,  tidings  of  the  birth  of  their 
child. 

"  Clemmie  I " 

The  word  broke  from  him  again,  a  piti- 
ful, despairing  sob,  and  tjlden  he  lay  there, 
long,  dry  sobs  shaking  Uifaa  from  head  to 
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foot  as  that  bitterest  of  ail  waves,  the  na- 
ayailing  realisation  of  what  might  have 
been  eontrasted  with  what  is,  swept  over 
him  and  overs^hefaned  him*  The  reality, 
touched  into  life  by  her  letter,  as  thoagh 
Glamence's  voice  had  spoken  to  him, 
wiiich  he  had  thrown  away ;  the  reality  on 
which  in  doing  so,  he  had  hurled  himself, 
stood  oat  before  him  In  pitiless  dis- 
tioctneaa ;  and  in  his  ignorance  and  blind- 
ness, b\  his  ntter  want  of  comprehension  of 
the  moral  aspect  of  his  acts  and  the  stern 
justice  of  the  retribution  he  was  meeting, 
(here  was  no  light  or  cohesion  for  him 
anywhere  in  the.  world,  and  darkness  and 
chaos  had  dosed  about  him. 

Nearly  an  hour  passed  before  he  moved, 
and  lifted  a  white,  haggard  face,  marred 
with  the  agony  of  impotent  regret.  He 
looked  about  him  vaguely,  pushing  his 
hair  back  heavfly  from  his  forehead,  and 
as  his  eye  fell  upon  the  travelling-bag, 
that  instinctive  sense  of  the  necessity 
upon  him  which  had  stirred  him  with  no 
conseioasness  on  his  part,  deepened  into 
a  mechanically  active  impulse.  He  muist 
go.  He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  he 
drew  oat  a  fresh  sheet  of  paper. 

<<  Falconer  I"  he  muttered.  "Falconer 
will  see  to  them.    There's  no  one  else ! " 

It  was  as  thoagh  the  fire  through  which 
he  was  passmg  had  burnt  away  from  him 
all  recollection,  even  of  his  mother.  He 
had  thought  of  her  for  long  only  as  the 
source  of  all  that  was  unpleasant  in  his 
life.  Now  in  the  sharpness  of  his  pain  a 
haze  had  spread  itself  over  the  past, 
and  all  thought  of  the  means  by  which  the 
present  position  had  been  brought  about 
was  obliterated. 

Ho  wrote  rapidly,  desperately,  in  a 
handwriting  which  was  hardly  legible,  for 
a  few  minutes;  then  he  tiirust  the  letter 
into  an  envelope,  which  he  directed  to 
Dennis  Falconer,  and  rose.  His  original 
intention  of  writing  to  Glemence  had  left 
him.  It  had  become  an  impossibility, 
and  side  by  side  with  his  sense  of  his 
utter  incapacity  to  find  any  words  in  which 
to  speak  to  her,  there  had  risen  in  him  a 
heartbroken  impulse  to  see  her  face  once 
more  and  for  the  last  time. 

The  sunshine  of  the  day  had  given  place 
to  a  drizsling  rain  when  he  turned  into 
that  quiet  littie  street  which  had  witnessed 
their  last  meeting.  The  dazed  sense  of  the 
necessity  for  flight  was  strong  upon  him. 
Darkness  had  fallen ;  he  had  lefb  his  room 
for  the  last  time;  in  another  hoar  he 
would  be  in  the  Liverpool  train  a  fugitive 


from  justice;  and  in  the  terror  and  con- 
fusion of  the  realisation  of  that  one  all- 
absorbing  fact,  the  only  other  thought 
that  lived  in  him  was  his  blind  desire  for 
one  sight  of  Glemence.  He  had  come  to 
the  little  street  unreasoningly,  weighing 
no  probabilities  as  to  whether  or  no  she 
would  be  at  work;  not  even  understanding 
that  there  were  probabilities  to  weigh; 
coming  there  simply  because  he  had  seen 
her  there  before  and  knew  of  no  other 
chance  of  seeing  her.  He  took  up  his 
position  in  a  doorway  by  which  she  must 
pass,  and  waited.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
he  had  been  standing  there,  utterly  alone, 
for  hours,  when  the  door,  from  which  his 
haggard,  sunken  eyes  had  never  stirred, 
opened. 

As  on  that  other  occasion  Glemence  was 
the  last  to  come  out,  but  she  came  this 
time  walUng  quickly  and  eagerly.  For 
an  instant  as  she  passed  beneath  the  lamp 
the  light  fell  on  her  face,  and  as  Julian's 
eyes  rested  on  it  for  that  instant,  he 
clutched  at  the  railing  by  which  he  stood. 
Then  she  came  on  in  the  shadow,  still 
foUowed  by  those  hungry  eyes. 

Perhaps  she  felt  their  gaze.  Perhaps 
her  own  heart  felt  the  pang  that  was  rend- 
ing his.  In  the  very  act  of  passing  him 
she  stopped  suddenly  and  turned  towards 
him,  looking  into  the  dimness  in  which  he 
was  shrouded.  She  stretched  out  her  hands 
with  a  low,  inarticulate  cry. 

He  had  her  in  his  arms  straining  her  to 
him  with  a  despairing  passion  which  he 
had  never  known  before,  and  she  clung  to 
him  half  frightened  by  his  touch. 

"  Julian  1 "  she  whispered.  Then  as  no 
word  came  from  him,  only  his  burning 
kisses  pressed  upon  her  upturned  face,  she 
went  on  softly :  "  Dear,  weren't  you  going 
to  speak  to  me  t "  Still  he  did  not  speak, 
and  with  a  look  and  accent  indescribably 
beautiful  in  their  tender  womanliness,  she 
said  :  "  You  didn't  thmk  I  would  reproach 
you  % " 

"  It's  good-bye,  Glemmie,"  he  muttered 
hoarsely.  "Good-bye!  I— I'm  going  away 
for— for  a  little  while." 

He  could  as  easily  have  killed  her,  at 
that  moment,  as  have  told  her  the  truth. 

''  Going  away  !  "  she  echoed,  with  a  little 
catch  in  her  breath.     '<  Where,  dear  t " 

<(  To— to  America."  He  could  not  tell 
her  all  the  truth,  but  there  was  no  power 
in  him  to  originate  an  unnecessary  lie.  He 
felt  her  arms  tighten  about  him,  and  he 
answered  the  appeal  hoarselyi  hurrying  out 
the  words.   ^'  I— I'm  leaving  a  letter  about 
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you,  and "  his  voice  died  away  In  his 

lihroat  as  he  tried  to  speak  of  his  child,  and 
then  he  went  on  rapidly  and  unevenly: 
/'  It  will  be — all  right.  Glemence  1  'Giem- 
ence  1  try  to  forgive  me.  Good-bye,  dear, 
good-bye ! " 

He  drew  her  hands  from  about  his  neck, 
kissing  them  wfldly.  Her  hold  tightened 
Instinctively  upon  his  fingers,  and  she  was 
trembling  very  much. 

"You're  not  going  —  nowt"  she 
whispered. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  hoarsely.   "  Now  I " 

Then,  as  he  saw  the  look  which  came 
ovex  her  face,  the  desperate  necessity  for 
reassuring  her  came  upon  him.  He  tried 
to  smile. 

"America  is  nothing  nowadays,  you 
know,"  he  said  in  a  haiah,  unnatural  tone. 
"It's  no  distance.  I  shall  be  —  back 
directly.  Say  good-bye  to  me,  won't  yon  1 
I  must  go." 

She  let  her  face  fall  on  his  shoulder, 
pressing  it  closer  and  closer,  as  though  she 
could  nevQr  tear  herself  away. 

*'  I'm  frightened  for  you,  dear,"  she  said. 
"  I'm  frightened.  Are  you  sure,  sure,  there 
Is  nothing — ^wrong  1 " 

"Quite  sure— of  course." 

"  You  will  be  back  soon  t " 

"  Qcdte  soon." 

There  was  a  moment's  quivering  silence, 
and  then  Olemence  slowly  lifted  her  face. 
He  took  her  in  his  arms  again,  and  their 
lips  met  in  one  long  agonised  kiss.  Neither 
spoke  again.  When  he  released  her,  Julian, 
with  a  face  like  death,  turned  and  went 
away  down  the  street,  Us  head  bent,  his 
whole  figure  tense  as  though  he  were  facing 
a  blinding  wind.  Glemence  stood  for  a 
moment  still  as  a  statue,  her  eyes  wide, 
her  face  quite  quiet.  Then  she  too  went 
away  through  the  night. 
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SOME  GESAT  WRITERS  AND  THEIR 
FAVOURITE  READING. 

"How  pleasant  it  is  to  reflect,"says  Leigh 
Hunt  in  one  of  his  pleasantly  discursive 
essays,  "  that  the  greatest  lovers  of  books 
have  themselves  become  books."  And, 
indeed,  most  of  the  master  spirits  of  litera- 
ture have  loved  books  rather  as  great 
readers  than  as  jealous  collectors  of  rare 
volumes.  There  was  no  society  in  London 
so  agreeable  that  Macaulay  would  have 
preferred  it  at  breakfast  or  at  dinner  to 
the  company  of  Sterne  or  Fielding,  Horace 
Walpole  or  BoswelL    Gibbon,  again,  was 


possessed.with  a  love  of  reading,  which  he 
declared  in  a  well-known  phrase  he  would 
not  exchange  for  the  treasures  of  India ; 
and  Southey,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mbs 
BoTi4es,  says:  "Books  are  all  but  every- 
thing to  me.    I  live  with  them  and  by 
them,  and  might  almost  say  for  them  and 
in  them."    This  love  of  reading  has  gene- 
rally taken  possession  of  Its  willhog  victims 
at  a  very  earlv  age,  and  has  stayed  with 
them  till  the  close  of  life.  Ooleridge,  while 
at  school,  read  through  the  entire  catalogue 
of  books  in  a  neighbouring  library,  folios 
and  all,  at  his  own  hazard  as  to  whether 
he  understood  them  or  not ;  "  running  all 
risks  in  skulking   out   to   get  the  two 
volumes  which  I  was   enttued  to  have 
daily."    With  this,  passion  for  knowledge, 
therefore,  it  is  hardly  surprising  that  before 
his  fifteenth  year  he  had  bewildered  him- 
self in  metaphysics   and   in   theological 
controversy.    With  regard  to  Lord  Byron 
while  at  Dulwich,  Dr.  Glennie  tells  us 
that  the  future  poet  had  found  among 
other  books  open  to  him  a  set  of  British 
poets  from  Chancer  to  Ohurchill,  "  which 
I  am  almost  tempted  to  say  he  had  more 
than  once  perused  from  beghming  to  end." 
At  a  later  period  Byron  himself  says :  "  I 
read  eating,  read  in  bed,  read  when  no  one 
else  reads."    Eeats  devoured  all  the  books 
of  history,  travel,  and  fiction  in  his  school 
library,  and  was  for  ever  borrowing  more. 
"  In  my  mind's  eye,"  says  his  schoolfellow, 
tSx.  Gowden  Glarke,  "  I  now  see  him  at 
supper,  sitting  back  on  the  form  from  the 
table  holding  the  folio  volume  of  Burnet's 
'  History  of  his  own  Time'  between  himself 
and  the  table,  eating  his  meal  from  beyond 
it."  Henry  Hallam  read  many  books  when 
four  years  old,  and  composed  sonnets  at 
ten.  Lord  Macaulay,  before  he  was  fifteen, 
in  writing  to  his  mother,  recommends  her 
(perhaps  somewhat  to  her  astonishment) 
— to  read  Boccaccio— at  least,  in  Dryden's 
metrical  version — and  goes  on  to  compare 
his  merits  with  those  of  Ghancer,  to  whom 
he  "  infinitely  prefers  him." 

Tales  of  travel  and  adventure  are  never 
without  their  charm  for  imaginative  minds, 
and  the  works  of  the  old  novelists  have 
had  a  great  effect  in  stimulating  the  fancy 
of  those  who  were  themselves  destined  to 
rival  their  teachers  in  the  art  of  romance. 

An  enthusiastic  lover  of  fikstion  was  Hazlitt, 
the  critic,  and  few  writers  have  urged  its 
claims  with  a  greater  degree  of  eloquence. 
Gooke's  edition  of  the  "British  Novelists" 
entranced  him,  and  the  world  he  found 
out  in  their  pages  was  to  him  "  a  danee 
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through  lifoi  a  perpetual  gala  day."  Of 
their  power  to  gOd  the  barrenness  of 
life  he  writes,  **  Oh  1  what  a  privilege  to  be 
able  to  let  this  hump,  this  Christian's 
burden,  drop  from  off  one's  back  and  trans- 
port oneself  by  the  help  of  a  little  musty 
duodecimo  to  the  Ume  when  'ignorance 
was  bliss/  and  when  we  first  got  a  peep  at 
the  raree  show  of  the  world  through  the 

glass  of  fiction  1 "  Even  at  the  close  of  his 
fe  he  was  able  to  read  the  recently 
published  novel  of  *•  Paul  Clifford  "  with 
undiminished  enjoyment,  and  to  lose  him- 
self for  a  while  in  the  highwayman's 
stirring  adventures. 

The  great  dramatists  have  claimed — ^as 
ifl  natural — ^many  admirers  among  litSl^ary 
men,  though  there  have  not  been  wanting 
some  who  were  unable  to  see  any  charm  in 
their  writings.  Charles  Lamb  read  them 
at  a  time  when  little  attention  was  paid  to 
them,  and  his  study  of  Masslnger  and 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  led  him  to  write 
the  drama  ''  John  Woodvil."  The  drama- 
tists, he  declares,  were  "  a  first  love  " — one 
to  which,  indeed,  he  always  remained  true 
— and  with  all  the  zeal  of  a  book-lover  he 
was  wont  to  spend  more  than  he  could 
well  afford  in  purchasing  old  folio  editions 
of  his  favourite  authors  of  the  sixteenth 
and  seventeenth  centuries.  Byron,  on  the 
other  hand,  calls  the  old  dramatists  "mad 
and  morbid  mountebanks,"  a  judgement 
which  shows  him  to  have  been  unaware  of 
the  artistic  tendencies  of  his.day.  Carlyle, 
again,  hardly  ever  refers  to  the  Eliza- 
bethan dramatists  with  the  exception  of 
Shakespeare. 

The  remarkable  hold  taken  by  the  Greek 
and  Latin  classics  on  the  minds  of  the 
majority  of  our  principal  writers  is  re- 
fleeted  in  their  works.  The  Idea  of  treating 
the  classics  as  light  literature  is  not  one 
which  would  commend  itoelf  to  the  ordi- 
nary schoolboy  of  to-day.  Many  of  our 
old  writers,  however,  did  so  regard  them. 
Mflton,  when  staying  at  Horton,  enjoyed  a 
complete  holiday  in  turning  over  the  Latin 
sad  Greek  authora  The  poet  Prior  was 
first  noticed  as  a  boy  by  Lord  Dorset 
sitting  in  his  uncle's  tavern  and  reading 
Horace.  Gray,  writing  to  Horace  Walpole 
from  Bumham  in  Buckinghamshire,  says 
that  he  is  redining  at  the  foot  of  one  of 
the  venerable  beeches,  while  "the  timorous 
hare  and  sportive  squirrel  gambol  around 
me  like  Adam  in  Paradise  before  he  had 
an  Eve;  but  I  think  he  did  not  use  to 
read  Virgil  as  I  commonly  do.''  He  de- 
lighted^ however,  more  especially  to  wander 


in  the  less  trodden  paths  of  classicaL  llcera- 
ture,  and  writing  to  his  friend  Wharton  in 
1747,  he  says:  "I  have  read  Pausanias 
andAthenaBUs  all  throagh,  and  JSichylas 
again.  I  am  now  in  Pindar  and  Lysias, 
for  I  take  verse  and  prose  together  like 
bread  and  cheese."  Yet  this  somewhat 
severe  course  of  reading  did  not  pre- 
vent him  from  appreciating  the  elegant 
trifling  of  the  French  authors  Gresset  and 
Plron,  whose  influence  Is  seen  in  the  poem 
which  immortalised  Horace  Walpole's  cat, 
''Selima."  Homer  has  always  had  many 
admirers,  and,  particularly  In  Chapman's 
translation,  has  often  proved  a  powerful 
stimulus  to  poetic  fancy.  Macauiay,  with 
his  omnivorous  appetite  for  literature,  is 
said  to  have  read  no  leas  tlum  fourteen 
books  of  the  Odyssey  In  a  walk  between 
Worcester  and  Malvern.  Of  our  own  poets, 
the  beauty  of  the  ever  vernal  Chaucer, 

Whose  fresh  woods 
Throb  thick  with  merle  and  mavia  all  the  year, 

has  only  comparatively  recently  received 
adequate  recognition.  Spenser,  on  the 
other  hand,  especially  in  the  ''Faery 
Qaeen,"  has  been  the  favourite  reading  of 
nearly  every  poet  Pope  delighted  in  it. 
It  is  said  o£  Keats  by  a  Mend  that  "  though 
bom  to  be  a  poet,  he  was  Ignorant  of  his 
birthright  until  he  had  completed  his 
eighteenth  year.  It  was  the  '  F^ery  Queen ' 
that  awakened  his  genius."  Leigh  Hunt 
says  :  '*  When  a  melancholy  thought  Is  Im- 
portunate I  give  another  glance  at  my 
Spenser."  Milton,  like  Spenser,  claims  an 
almost  universal  allegiance.  It  was  one  of 
Walter  Savage  Lander's  favourite  books, 
and  while  living  in  South  Wales  he  writes : 
'<My  prejadices  in  favour  of  ancient  lite- 
rature began  to  wear  away  on  reading 
'Paradise  Lost,'  and  even  the  great 
hexameter  sounded  to  me  tinkling  when  I 
had  recited  aloud  in  my  solitary  walks  on 
the  seashore  the  haughty  appeal  of  Satan 
and  the  repentance  of  Eve."  Dr.  Johnson 
is  said  to  have  gorged  books,  and  it  is  in- 
teresting to  know  who  his  favourite  authors 
were,  though  censure  rather  than  praise  is 
the  characteristic  note  of  the  great  literary 
despot's  style— as  In  his  reply  to  some  one 
who  asked  bli$.  whether  he  thought  any 
man  of  a  modern  age  could  have  written 
*'Ossian."  ''Yes,  sir.  Many  men,  many 
women,  and  many  children  I"  The  "  Pil- 
grim's Progress"  won  his  regard,  and 
Burton's  "  Anatomy  of  Melancholy  "  was, 
he  declared,  the  only  book  which  ever  got 
him  out  of  bed  sooner  than  he  wished.  He 
also  looked  favourably  on  the  works  of  Sir 
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Thomas  Browne*  Of  some  of  his  eontem- 
porariea  he  affected  to  have  a  yery  poor 
opinion.  <*  What  inflaence/'  he  asks,  '^  can 
Mr.  Sheridan  have  upon  the  language  of 
this  great  country  by  his  narrow  exertions  1 
Sir,  it  is  burning  a  farthing  candle  at  Dover 
to  show  light  at  Calais."  With  equal  per- 
verieness  he  tries  to  make  out  that  Sheridan 
is  dully  '^  naturally  dull,  but  it  must  have 
taken  him  a  great  deal  of  pains  to  become 
what  we  now  see  him."  "  Such  an  excess 
of  stupidity,  sir,"  he  winds  up,  *'  is  not  in 
nature." 

Yery  different  is  the  estimate  of  Sheridan 
formed  by  Bj^ron,  who  was  never  tired  of 
praising  him  as  the  author  of  the  best 
modern  comedy,  the  best  farce,  and  the 
best  oration  ever  heard  in  this  country. 
The  Italian  poets  of  the  Middle  Ages  have 
ever  been  the  favourite  reading  of  a  select 
few.  Men  as  different  as  Mdton,  Gray, 
and  Shelley  have  all  been  admirers  of 
Dante  and  Petrarch,  Tasso  and  Ariosto, 
while  Byron  preferred  Tasso  to  Spenser. 
Boccaccio  has  been  loved  by  many  men  of 
letters  from  the  time  of  Ohaucer.  Landor 
when  at  Fiesole  read  him  witibi  all  the  addi- 
tional advantages  of  local  colpuring,  and 
Shelley  writes :  "  How  much  do  I  admire 
Boccaccio  1  What  descriptions  of  nature  are 
those  in  his  little  introductions  to  every  new 
day !  It  is  the  morning  of  life  stripped  of 
that  mist  of  familiarity  which  makes  it  ob- 
scure to  us."  Leigh  Hunt  includes  him  in  a 
list  of  the  favourite  works  in  his  library  : 
''I  looked  sideways,"  he  says,  "at  my 
Spenser,  my  Theocritus,  and  my  '  Arabian 
Nights/  then  above  at  my  Italian  poets, 
then  behind  me  at  my  Dryden,  and  Pope, 
my  romances,  and  my  Boccaccio,  then  on 
my  left  side  at  my  Chaucer,  who  lay  on  a 
writiog-desk,  and  thought  how  natural  it 
was  in  Charles  Lamb  to  give  a  kiss  to  an 
old  folio  as  I  once  saw  him  do  to  Chap- 
man's Homer."  The  very  perusal  of  the 
backs  of  such  books  he  held  to  be  a  dis- 
cipline of  humanity,  and  yielded  to  none 
in  his  love  of  bookstall  urbanity.  "  I  have 
spent,"  he  writes,  "as  happy  moments 
over  the  stalls — until  the  woman  came  out 
— as  any  literary  apprentice  boy  who 
ought  to  be  moving  onward^." 

Southey's  "  Life  of  Wesley  "  was  called 
by  Coleridge  a  darling  book,  the  favourite 
of  his  library,  more  often  in  his  hands 
than  any  other,  and  to  this  and  the  "  Life 
of  Baxter "  he  was  wont  to  resort  when- 
ever sickness  or  languor  made  him  feel  the 
want  of  an  old  friend.  The  poems  of 
William  Lisle  Bowles  had  a  great  influence 


both  on  Cjleridge  and  on  Charles  Lamb. 
Coleridge  wrote  of  the  work  as  having 
"done  his  heart  more  good  than  all  the 
other  books  he  ever  read,  excepting  his 
Bible."  Lamb  complains  when  at  the 
India  House  that  not  a  soul  there  loved 
Bowles,  and  scarce  one  had  heard  of  Bums. 
Chance  has  very  frequentlv  had  a  marked 
effect  In  determining  the  Dent  of  a  future 
author's  gexdus  or  the  path  of  literature  In 
which  he  would  hereafter  tread.  The 
"  Books  lying  open  millions  of  surprises  " 
are  alluded  to  by  De  Qaineey;  "books, 
that  is  to  say,  left  casually  open  without 
design  or  consciousness,  ftom  which  some 
careless  passer-by,  when  throwing  the  most 
negligent  of  glances  upon  the  page,  has 
been  startled  by  a  solitary  word  lyin^  as 
it  were  In  ambush  waiting  and  InrKing 
for  him,  and  looking  at  him  steadily  as  an 
eye  searching  the  haunted  places  In  his 
conscience."  * 

The  dhrectlon  of  Dr.  Johnson's  studies 
was  partly  deterndned,  we  are  told,  by  the 
discovery  of  a  folio  of  Petrarch  lying  on  a 
shelf  where  he  was  looking  for  apples.  It 
was  an  accident  again  wliich  tlurew  the 
continuation  of  Echard^s  Soman  History 
in  the  way  of  Gibbon.  "  To  me,"  he  says, 
"  the  reigns  of  the  successors  of  Constantine 
were  absolutely  new^  and  I  was  immersed  in 
the  passage  of  the  Goths  over  the  Danube, 
when  the  summons  of  the  dinner-bell 
reluctantly  dragged  me  from  my  Intel- 
lectual feast.  .  .  «  I  procured  the  second 
and  third  volumes  of  Howell's  *  History  of 
the  World,'  which  exhibit  the  Bjzantine 
period  on  a  larger  scale.  Simon  Ockley 
first  opened  my  eyes,  and  I  was  led  from 
one  book  to  another,  till  I  had  ranged  round 
the  circle  of  Oriental  history."  Bums,  too, 
though  he  had  the  choice  of  such  works  as 
the  "Spectator,"  "I/ocke  on  the  Human 
Understanding,"  and  Pope,  together  with 
odd  plays  of  Shakespeare,  which  formed 
the  staple  reading  of  his  home,  nevertheless 
owed  most  to  an  old  collection  of  songs. 
"  This,"  he  says,  "  was  my  vade  mecum  1 
I  pored  over  them  during,  my  rest  or 
walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse  by 
verse,  carefully  noting  the  true,  tender, 
and  sublime  from  affectation  and  fnstiaa 
I  am  convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice 
much  of  my  critic  craft,  such  as  it  is  1 " 
Charles  Lamb  was  one  of  the  many  ad- 
mirers of  Isaac  Walton's  "Compleat 
Angler,"  and  none  have  paid  that  work 
a  handsomer  tribute  of  praise.  "  It  would 
sweeten  a  man's  temper,"  he  exclaimed, 
''at  any  time  to  read  it;  It  would  Chris- 
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tfaniaa  every  discordant,  angry  passion.'' 
Bat  his  favourite  authors,  after  all — ^the 
sweetest  names,  and  which  carry  a  per! ame 
in  the  mention  —  were  old  Kit  Marlowe 
and  Dray  ton,  Drommond^  of  Hawthomden, 
and  Oowley ;  and,  in  one  of  his  essays,  he 
recalk  the  time  he  spent  at  Blakesware, 
and  ''the  cheerfoi  store-room  in  whose 
lob-window  seat  I  used  to  sit  and  read 
Cowley  with  the  grasis  plot  before,  and 
the  ham  and  flapping  of  that  one  solitary 
wasp  that  ever  haunted  it  about  me/' 

Shelley  was  a  great  reader  all  through 
his  too  brief  life.  As  a  boy  at  school  at 
Sion  House  his  favourite  amusement  was 
novel-reading ;  and  at  Oxford  he  is  said  to 
have  been  lost  in  books  for  sixteen  out  of 
the  twenty-four  hours  of  each  day.  When 
at  Pisa  he  was  up  betimes  reading  Plato, 
Sophocles^  or  Spinoza,  with  the  accompani- 
ment of  a  hunch  of  di^  bread.  The  Bible, 
with  its  fervour  of  diction  and  wealth  of 
imagery^  had  a  considerable  influence  upon 
him— as  upon  his  brother  poet  Bjron — 
one  of  his  favourite  parts  being  the  Book 
of  Job.  Ever  fond  of  sailing,  he  some- 
times read  as  he  steered,  and  at  his  death 
his  jaeket  was  found  with  a  volume  of 
Miobylxui  in  one  pocket  and  Eeats's  poems 
in  the  other,  doubled  back  as  if  the  reader 
in  the  act  of  reading  had  hastily  thrust  it 
away. 

Ajnong  women  authors,  Jane  Austen 
was  nounshed  on  standard  literature ;  she 
was  minutely  acquainted  with  Bichardson, 
and  was  fond  of  Johnson's  works,  and 
read  the  "Spectator,"  like  every  one  else 
in  those  days;  but  she  was  especially 
devoted  to  Crabbe,  of  whom  she  was  wont 
to  say  that  if  she  ever  married  she  could 
fancy  being  Mrs.  Orabbe.  In  later  years 
she  was  cluirmed  with  Scott's  poetry,  and 
admired  the  first  Waverley  Novels. 

A  curious  selection  of  books  fed  the 
mhid  of  Greorge  Eliot  in  her  earlier  days : 
Ella's  "Essays,"  Defoe's  "History  of  the 
Deyil,"  the  now-forgotten  "Basselas"  of 
Dr.  Johnson,  and  the  "Pilgrim's  Progress  " 
— as  perennially  inspiring  as  the  "Faery 
Qaeen^^  or  the  "Thousand  and  One 
Nights."  At  a  later  date  she  was  fasci- 
nated with  "Waverley," 

Such  are  some  of  the  books  which  have 
been  the  favourite  reading  of  maoy  great 
minds  —  books  "  within  whose  silent 
chambers  treasure  lies,  preserved  from  age 
to  age,"  by  whose  means  so  many  have 
been  enabled  to  preserve  the  early  fresh- 
ness of  their  love  for  the  ideal  which, 
according   to   Hazlitt,  consists   in    "the 


heavenly  tinta  of  fancy  reflected  in  the 
bubbles  that  float  upon  the  springtide  of 
human  life." 


LADIES   "ON  THE  EOAD." 


I  REMEMBER  reading  somewhere  that 
the  men  who  first  rode  velocipedes  in 
London  were  hooted  and  mobbed  all 
through  the  streets ;  why,  Heaven  knows, 
unless  that  they  were  daring  to  do  some- 
thing that  had  never  been  done  before, 
and  must  therefore  be  unconventional.  In 
the  same  way  lady  bicyclists  are  having  a 
bit  of  a  bad  time  just  now.  An  American 
bishop,  we  are  told,  declares  that  th'^y 
remind  him  of  witches  on  broomsticks; 
while  from  Paris  come  newspapers 
vehemently  demonstrating  that  these 
curious  animals,  the  lady  bicyclists,  who 
perambulate  the  Bois,  are,  without  ex- 
ception, members  of  the  foreign  colony  of 
the  French  capital.  In  this  country  people 
content  themselves  pretty  much  with 
shrugging  their  shoulders  and  declaring 
that  none  of  theirs  shall  go  and  do  like- 
wise; which  seems  a  pity,  considering 
from  what  an  extremely  pleasant  and 
healthful  ezf^rcise  their  girls  are  being 
debarred.  However,  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  all  these  prejudices  will  soon  have 
evaporated.  Tricycles  for  ladies  have  for 
the  last  ten  or  fifteen  years  been  condoned, 
or,  at  least,  tolerated  by  most ;  and  before 
long  I  believe  it  cannot  fail  to  be  re- 
cognised that  bicycles,  while  not  one  whit 
more  mannish,  are  infinitely  prettier  and 
more  graceful  than  the  three-wheelers, 
besides  having  a  thousand  recommenda- 
tions in  their  favour  from  the  point  of 
view  of  economy  of  labour  and  strength. 

But  it  is  not  my  mission  to  preach 
the  two- wheeler.  Eather  I  would  draw 
attention  to  the  pleasures  of  cycle  touring 
— to  be  sure,  I  never  tried  tricycle  touring, 
but  I  dare  say,  with  the  addition  of  a  few 
drawbacks,it  resembles  the  two-wheeled  ma- 
chine. By  no  other  mode  of  travelling  can 
one  so  thoroughly  and  so  pleasantly  become 
acquainted  with  the  beauties  of  a  country. 
In  pedestrianism,  only  the  very  strong  can 
cover  enough  ground  without  over  fatigue; 
in  the  railway,  one  covers  too  much  ground 
without  qbteining  a  definite  idea  of  any 
single  scene,  and  as  for  touring  on  horse- 
back, it  is  replete  with  so  many  worries 
and  responsibilities — equine  lame  feet,  sore 
backs,  and  inflaenz^s — ^that  one  would  a 
great  deal  rather  be  sitting  at  home  at  ease. 
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By  this  I  do  not  mean  to  infer  that 
cycle  touring  is  without  its  difficaltiea. 
No ;  more  appropriate  would  it  be  to  say 
that, 

Only  those  who  brave  its  dangers 
Comprehend  its  mysteries. 

Luggage  disappears,  gets  jumbled  up  with 
other  people's  in  railway  parcel-offices,  and 
fails  to  arrive  in  time  at  its  hotel  destina- 
tions. When  it  is  there  right  and  tight, 
you  are  not,  nor  likely  to  be,  having  got 
storm-staid  in  some  village  or  other  twenty 
miles  away.  When  you  are  hungry  you 
can  never  find  a  shop^  or  when  thirsty  a 
stream,  and  it  is  an  utter  impossibility  to 
discover  a  smithy  when  your  cycle  is  in 
want  of  a  little  patching  up.  But  all 
these  are  the  mere  inevitable  accom- 
paniments of  the  journey,  the  spices 
which  lend  a  flavour  of  adventure  to  ex- 
peditions which  might  otherwise  grow 
prosaically  smooth.  The  main  fact  is 
that  you  can  steer  yourself  with  perfect 
Independence  through  the  most  charming 
scenes,  can  stop  to  admire  or  to  rest 
when  such  is  your  good  pleasure,  and  can 
inhale  more  oione  in  a  Week  than  your 
poor  town-bound  friends  have  the  chance 
of  appropriating  to  themselves  in  a  whole 
year. 

One  of  the  pleasantest  tours  I  ever 
made,  and  one  which  I  could  confidently 
recommend  to  a  couple  of  lady  cyclists, 
was  from  Inverness  to  Gairloch-^in  other 
words,  across  Scotland  from  sea  to  sea — 
a  route  which  embraces  some  of  our  finest 
loch  and  mountain  scenery.  The  stages 
ought  to  be  made  extremely  easy,  namely, 
Strathpeffer,  Achnasheen,  and  Loch 
Maree;  the  luggage  being  sent  on  in 
Aront,  in  the  first  two  instances  by  train, 
and  in  the  last  by  coach  or  parcel  post. 

It  was,  as  far  as  I  remember,  about  the 
end  of  July  or  the  beginning  of  August  that 
my  friend  and  I  set  out  on  this  expedition. 
Waterproof-capes,  combs,  soap  and  towels, 
and  a  cyclist's  touring  guide  made  up  the 
sumof  our  personal  equipments,  andouriron 
steeds  were  first-class  pneumatic  safeties. 

Along  the  breezy,  shores  of  the  Baauly 
Eirth,  and  through  a  considerable  expanse 
of  wooded  country,  our  first  day's  journey 
led  us.  I  recollect  that  we  passed  by  the 
historical  and  catholic  domain  of  the 
Simon  Frasers,  getting  a  glimp|e  of  Lord 
Lovat's  seat,  Beaufort  Castle,  from  the  fact 
that  I  had  always  taken  a  special  interest 
in  that  unlucky  Simon  Eraser,  Lord  Lovat, 
who  was  out  in  the  '45,  and  who,  after 
innumerable  ups  and  downs — and  notwith- 


standing that  he  had  all  the  cunning  of 
the  Heathen  Chinee  in  his  headpiece- 
landed  himself  on  Tower  Hill  when  upwards 
of  eighty  years  of  age.  He  was  a  fat, 
comical-looking  old  man,  as  can  be  seen 
by  the  curious  little  painting  of  him  in  our 
XationsJ  Portrait  Gallery;  and  there  are 
many  of  his  odd  sayings  still  related— 
none  more  characteristic  perhaps  than  that 
with  wUch  he  greeted  the  crowds  as- 
sembled at  his  execution :  "  God  save  us," 
he  exclaimed,  as  he  mounted  the  scaffold, 
'*  why  should  there  be  such  a  bustle  about 
taking  off  an  old,  grey  head,  that  can't  get 
up  three  steps  without  two  men  to  support 

itr' 

Strathpeffer,  or  "the  Strath"  as  it  is 
called,  is  worth  two  or  three  days'  ex- 
ploiting. I  know  it  of  old  and  all  its 
attractions.  In  the  first  place,  however, 
I  should  say,  do  not  drink  the  waters  with- 
out medical  sanction.  When  you  hear  a 
doctor's  gig  rattle  by  after  midnight  in 
Strathpeffer,  it  is  ten  to  one  that  somebody 
has  been  experimenting  on  them  on  his 
own  account.  What  untold  sufferings  are 
entailed  thereby  I  have  no  notion,  as 
forbidden  fruits  in  the  shape  of  nauseous 
medicbial  fluid  are  for  me  void  of  tempta- 
tion. 

There  is  a  great  grassy  knoll,  you  can 
scarcely  call  it  hill,  at  one  end  of  Strath- 
peffer, from  which  you  get  a  magnificent 
view  of  the  surrounding  country.  Knock 
Farrel  is  its  name;  I  have  seen  it  in 
summer  literally  garlanded  with  pink  and 
white  dog-roses.  You  climb  to  the  top 
in  order  to  inspect  a  vitrified  fort — a  thing 
that  nobody  seems  to  understand  much 
about — ^and  while  you  are  there  you 
receive  an  object  lesson  which  gives  you  a 
clear  understanding  on  some  other  points 
which  till  then  have  probably  been  merely 
vague  designations  in  your  mind.  One 
long  sweep  of  country,  for  instance,  you 
discern  to  be  marked  out  in  patches  after 
the  fashion  of  a  badly  drawn  chessboard, 
and  in  some  comer  of  each  of  these  you 
will  distinguish  a  tiny  thatched  hovel 
You  are  looking  down  on  Eoss-shire,  and 
these  are  some  of  the  abodes  of  the  famous 
Ross-shire  crofters.  To  the  east  stretches 
the  blue  Cromarty  Firth,  to  the  west  loom 
the  jagged  and  peaked  mountains  of  Boss- 
shire.  From  northwards,  Ben  Wyvis,  in 
her  tarnished  glory,  looks  down  upon  you 
shamefacedly ;  for,  whereas^  she  pretended 
to  stand  highest  amongst  Scotch  summits, 
she  has  now  been  relegated  definitely  to  a 
fourth   or   fifth   place    amongst    them. 
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More  than  one  loch  greets  yoar  eyes ;  and 
sarely,  too— unless,  as  I  fear,  the  Cat's 
Back  comes  in  the  way — the  silver  streak 
of  Conon  Biver,  in  the  midst  of  which  as 
likely  as  not  are  ta  be  seen  men  knee-deep, 
stooping  in  search  of  pearl  oysters.  I  have 
called  Knock  J*arrel  a  knoll,  but  after  all 
it  is  a  goodish  sized  knoll  for  the  people 
who  live  in  the  bleak  peat  country  behind, 
and  who  have  to  toil  heavily  laden  over  it 
— as  I  have  seen  them  doing — every  time 
they  go  to  fetch  in  provisions  from  Ding- 
wall or  the  Siarath. 

We  cyclists  were  very  kindly  treated — 
petted,  even,  I  might  say — ^in  the  little 
hotel  in  Strathpeffer  at  which  we  pat  np. 
Having  passed  a  dreamless  night,  we  were 
awakened  at  an  early  hour  by  the  stirring 
atraina  of  the  bagpipes  of  the  officii 
village-ronser,  and  soon  after  we  got  under 
we^h  for  oar  joamey,  the  whole  of  the 
hotel  goests  coming  down  to  see  as  off. 
One  good  woman,  jadging  probably  from 
my  eye-glasses,  and  the  strong-minded 
nature  of  our  enterprise,  had  quite  settled 
in  her  own  mind  that  I  was  an  author. 

'*  Tou  will  write  an  account  of  the  tour 
for  a  magazine,  will  you  not?"  she 
whispered  insinuatingly,  as  we  walked 
down  the  garden  in  front  of  the  hotel 

**  Ob,  by  all  means,"  I  answered  reck- 
lessly. 

Pfonoises  of  that  sort  are  so  easily 
made. 

"And — and,  my  dear,"  here  her  voice 
dwindled  almost  to  a  sigh,  "you  will  be 
sure,  win  you  not,  to — to  put  me  in^ 
too?" 

Agun  recklessly  I  answered  in  the 
a£&imative;  upon  which,  with  as  cordial 
a  hand-shake  as  if  we  had  been  acquainted 
for  yearn,  we  parted  for  ever  and  a  day. 

I  have  no  intention  of  describing  here 
the  route  from  Strathpefifer  to  Achnasheen 
— it  ifl  all  in  the  guide-books,  a  great  deal 
better  put,  I  dare  say,  than  I  could  give  it 
You  make  straight  for  these  rugged, 
towering  mountains,  summits  of  which  you 
descried  from  Knoc^  Farrel.  With  every 
nule  the  scenery  gets  wilder  and  grander, 
and  yet  you  come  here  and  there  upon 
wooded  glens,  calm,  sedgy  lochs,  gentle 
waterfalls.  The  air  is  intensely  exhila- 
rating, laden  with  the  honey-scents  of  the 
heather  and  the  pungent  fragrance  of  bog- 
myrtles,  and  charged  with  the  music  of 
the  pee-weet  or  krk,  of  the  sparkling, 
danc&g  salmon-stream,  or  the  roaring, 
aplaah&Qg  river. 

"Every  Highlandman  is  a  gentleman," 


Queen  Victoria  is  reported  to  have  said. 
We  had  not  gone  far  over  Soss-shire  before 
we  discovered  that  every  Highlandman 
deemed  it  incumbent  on  him  to  doff  his 
bonnet  to  us,  and  that  it  we  would  not  be 
outdone  in  the  matter  of  politeness  we 
must  at  least  be  prepared  to  return  the 
greeting.  Very  picturesque  the  shepherds 
looked  with  their  plaids,  crooks,  and  broad 
bonnets,  and  their  wonderfully  intelligent 
companions,  the  collies,  trotthig  at  their 
heels,  or  doing  their  behests  amongst  the 
sheep  up  the  far-oUstant  mountain-sides. 
How  many  words  these  faithful  followers 
carry  in  the  vocabulary  of  their  under- 
standuigs  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  should  think 
a  good  many,  and  all  Gaelic,  of  course.  I 
remember  being  much  amused  once  in 
New  Zealand  at  a  complication  which 
arose  on  a  large  station,  over  the  question 
of  Highland  and  Lowland  doga  Some  half- 
dozen  of  the  shepherds-^true  Celts  who  had 
never  forsi&en  their  mother  tongue — ^were 
leaving  for  Scotland,  and  their  dogs, 
highly  trained,  valuable  animals  belonging 
to  the  squatter,  were  handed  over  to  the 
incoming  shepherds,  who,  as  it  happened, 
were  every  one  of  them  Anglo-Saxons. 
Bat  when  it  came  to  work,  it  was  found 
that  the  poor  collies,  with  the  best  will  in 
the  world,  could  not  manage  to  understand 
their  new  masters,  the  Gaelic  being  the 
only  tongue  they  knew,  and  Eogluh  to 
them  a  foreign  language. 

Another  discovery — and  not  so  pleasant 
a  one — ^wh{6h  we  made  as  we  penetrated 
farther  and  fartlerinto  the  Highlands,  was 
that  we  had  come  upon  a  region  in  which 
horses  and  bicycles  had  not  yet  made 
acquaintance,  and  where  the  sheen  of  our 
steel  bearings  bade  fair  to  despatch  whole 
waggonfuls  of  our  fellow-creatures  over 
the  nearest  handy  precipices. 

At  Achnasheen--of  which  I  shall  say 
nothing  except  that  its  name,  "  Field  of 
Bain,"  is  an  appropriate  one — we  spent 
most  of  our  evening  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
master,  under  instructions  from  a  table- 
maid,  the  pronunciation  of  Loch  Bosque — 
which  comes  out  something  like  Achroisg 
— ^having  failed  to  arrive  at  an  .  under- 
standing with  the  one  shopkeeper  about 
the  purchase  of  a  newspaper.  Oar  "  Cia 
mar  tha  thus "  produced  all  sorts  of  com- 
modities from  pipe-clay  to  fishing  hooks, 
but  not  a  vestige  of  printed  matter.  One 
of  the  aborigines— a  pretty,  dark-eyed  boy, 
apparently  about  fourteen  years  of  age — ^I 
did  hear  making  use  of  the  English  at  one 
hotel ;  and  the  soft  prolonged  sibilance  of 
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the  tones,  combined  with  the  burden  of 
their  meaning,  haanted  me  for  many  a  day 
after.  He  was  standing  at  the  hotel  bar 
at  the  time,  and  the  words  he  hissed  oat 
were  these :  "  A  glass  of  whis-s-s-kyi"  and 
again,  ''A  ghna-ass  of  whis-ky." 
As   we  were   leaving  Achnasheen  we 

Eassed  two  eaptive  eagles  gazing  through 
on  bars  out  upon  theu  beloved  mountun 
fftbtnesses.  Motionless,  solitary,  disdainfulj 
they  seemed  to  us  the  incarnation  of  hope- 
lessness and  proud  despdbr ;  while  in  sharp 
contrast  a  roe  deer  bounded  wild  and  free 
along  the  loch-side  in  front  of  us. 

But  I  shall  not  be  so  rash  as  to  drift  into 
a  description  of  this  day's  route  either. 
The  view  from  Glen  Docherty  down  upon 
Loch  Maree  is  one  that,  once  seen,  is  not 
likely  to  be  forgotten ;  and  the  loch  shores 
themselves,  now  all  sylvan  beauty— tangles 
of  silver  birch,  mountain  ash,  and  statelv 
fir — and  again  fiercely,  ruggedly  wild, 
sheer  down  weather-beaten  precipices  and 
foaming  torrents,  make  an  indelible  im- 
pression on  the  memories  of  all  who  have 
visited  them. 

When  we  put  up  at  Talladale,  half-way 
along  the  loch,  we  foimd  ourselves  merged 
in  an  entirely  new  order  of  beings.  The 
frequenters  of  this  hotel  might  be  described 
as  a  kind  of  amphibious  animals.  The 
greater  part  of  their  day  was  spent  in  boats 
with  ghiUies ;  and  what  time  they  passed 
on  shore  was  consecrated  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  their  own  or  their  rivaU'  plates 
of  trout,  and  the  planning  of  further 
campaigns.  Just  as  in  Shepheard's  at 
Cairo  one  must  talk  Egyptology  or  nothing, 
so  here  one  was  nowhere  without  a  know- 
ledge of  rod  fishing.  The  hero  of  the 
evening,  indeed,  was  the  man  who  had 
caught  the  largest  trout,  and  to  his  words 
of  wisdom  we  all  listened  with  gaping 
mouths, 

I  must  not  forget,  however,  that  one 
man — a  brawny  Anglo-Indian  Colonel,  who, 
with  his  five-foot-eleven  wife,  had  had  one 
of  the  best  catches  of  the  day — made  a 
valiant  attempt  at  dinner-time  to  put  aside 
for  the  nonce  the  eternal  angling  jargon. 
As  he  helped  himself  to  haggis — a  dish 
which  in  the  Scotland  of  to-day  is  prepared 
only  for  the  English  visitors — he  made  the 
announcement  that  he  had  seen  that  after- 
noon a  couple  of  magpies,  **and  two  of 
these  mean  grief,  unfortunately." 

<*  To  be  sure,"  said  a  lady  by  his  side. 
" '  One  joy,  two  grief.' " 

<<  Tes,  and  do  you  know,"  continued  the 
Colonel,   "I  have    always  had  an  eerie 


feeling  about  that,  on  account  of  what  once 
happened  to  my  father.  It  was  when  he 
was  quite  a  young  man.  He  was  travelling 
through  Devonshire  on  a  coach,  and  as  they 
went  alcmg  a  magpie  happened  to  alight  on 
the  road  in  front.  '  One  joy,'  said  a  pas- 
senger. But  immediately  somebody  else 
shouted,  '  Two  grief,'  and  another,  'Three 
a  wedding.'  Then  just  as  a  fourth  bird 
appeared  and  my  father  had  <  Four  deaih ' 
on  his  lips,  with  a  tremendous  crash  down 
toppled  the  coach  over  the  side  of  a  litUe 
wooden  bridge  they  were  crossing,  and  the 
poor  beggar  of  a  driver  had  his  neck 
broken." 

There  was  a  momentary  pause  when  ilie 
Colonel  had  done  speaking,  then : 

''  Just  so,"  exclaimed  a  little  drily  the 
man  who  had  hooked  the  finest  trout,  "  the 
fellow  had  been  paying  too  much  attention 
to  the  magpies  and  not  enough  to  his 
horses'  heads  probably,"  and  wi&  that  he 
commenced  again  upon  the  question  of 
dressing  fly  hooks. 

But  the  gallant  Colonel  was  not  to  be 
discouraged.^  A  littie  later,  somebody 
having  disdainfully  rc^j  acted  a  mayonnaise 
because  the  lobster  had  been  tinned,  he 
opened  out  in  the  defence  of  tinned  meats 
generally. 

*'  In  India,"  he  said,  "  we  consider  them 
as  luxuries.  If  one  can  afford  to  buy 
things  tinned,  one  may  be  independent  of 
the  native  markets  altogether.  Why,  a 
man  with  his  heuse  full  of  tinned  meats  is 
thought  to  be  simply  in  clover  out  there. 
Green  peas,  American  pears,  oatmeal,  Ger- 
man sausages,  there  is  nothing  you  need 
be  without  I  remember  an  amusing  story 
about  a  country-bred  lady,  that  shows  you 
exactiy  what  tinned  meats  are  to  the 
Anglo-Indians.  You  know  what  country- 
bred  means,  don't  yout  People  bom  in 
India,  and  of  English  or  European  parents, 
who — ^through  want  of  cash — have  never 
been  sent  home,  but  have  been  educated 
at  hill-stations,  in  convents,  or  something 
of  the  sort. 

'*  It's  a  queer  thing,  but  these  conntry- 
breds  have  often  the  oddest  notions  about 
things.  The  lady  I  am  thinking  of  was 
dining  one  day  in  company  with  the  wife 
of  a  member  of  the  Supreme  Council,  a 
*  burra  mem,'  who  had  jast  returned  from  a 
visit  home.  , 

'''And  yon  dined  with  the  Queen  I' 
asked  the  country-bred,  breathless  with 
excitement. 

« I  Yes.' 

"'At  Balmoral?' 


OfaArleB  Dickens.] 


A  TRIP  TO  THE  ARCTIC  OCEAN. 


[July  20, 1893.1    109 


"•Yes,  at  Balmoral." 

"Then,  waving  her  little  jewelled 
fingers  ''—and  here  the  Colonel  extended 
to  right  and  left  his  own  great  brown 
paws,  distorting  at  the  same  time,  his 
sternly  handsome  eoontenance  into  a  sad 
misrepresentation  of  a  woman's  simper : 

'* '  Ah  I '  she  cried  with  certainty.  '  Ah, 
everythuig  there  in  tin,  I  presume  f  " 

I  am  sorry  to  have  to  end  np  the 
aecoont  of  our  tonr  with  anything  so 
humiliating,  bat  truth  compels  me  to 
state  that  when  we  reached  Gairldch  on 
this  occasion  we  had  very  much  the 
appearance  of  a  couple  of  drowned  rats. 
The  fact  is,  the  whole  blame  of  it  rested 
with  my  companion.  At  the  outset  she 
had  dabbed  her  bicycle  —  which  was  a 
new  one — ^with  the  hiauspicioua  name  of 
Kelpie,  in  spite  of  my  protests — supported 
by  such  quotations  as  : 

The  Kelpy  has  risen  from  the  f athomleRS  pool, 
He  has  lighted  his  candle  of  death  and  of  dool ; 

and 

Hark  I  heard  ye  the  Kelpy  reply  as  we  passed  ? 
God's  blessing  on  the  warder,  he  locked  the 
bridge  fast  1 
All  that  oome  to  my  cove  are  sunk, 
Priest  or  layman,  lover  or  monk  ! — 

that  Kelpies  were  nasty,  vicious  creatures 
who  went  in  solely  for  drowning  human 
beings.  And  as,  on  'account  of  my  extra 
carefulness  all  along  the  line,  Kelpie  had 
failed  to  duck  us  in  the  lochs,  or  throw  us 
over  a  bridge — a  thing  he  was  not  far  off 
d(»ng,  by  the  way,  at  the  Grudie — he 
had  taken  the  mean  revenge  of  running  us 
fair  into  the  centre  of  a  thunderstorm  and 
drowning  us  with  jrain- water  instead. 
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Taking  into  consideration  the  vast 
numbers  of  globe-trotters  who  annually 
spread  tbemselves  over  the  surface  of  the 
earth,  it  is  a  subject  for  regret  how  so  few 
find  tiieir  way  to  the  land  of  the  Ice  King. 

If  it  were  possible  to  purchase  a  Cook's 
ticket,  doubtless  more  would  see  the  advis- 
aUUty  of  gobg  North,  but  under  the 
existing  conditions,  even  if  a  person 
should  desfre  to  brace  himself,  or  herself, 
into  new  life  by  inhaling  for  a  few  weeks 
the  unequalled  air  of  the  ice-bound  sea, 
the  opportunities  of  doing  so  are  so  few 
that  the  ratio  is  likely  to  remain  as  it 
stands. 

To  read  of  the  ozone  breezes  of  the 
Arctic  Ocean  is  to  smell  health,  though 
afar  off,  and    so,  perhaps,  there  are    a 


few  who  will  gladly  follow  me  to  the 
Frost  King's  realm,  and  sniff  in  imagina- 
tion the  purest  ether  that  our  world  can 
boast  of. 

The  seventh  of  April  was  the  day  on 
which  the  8 team- whaler  *' W "  was  ex- 
pected to  lift  her  anchor,  and  set  sail  for  the 
Arctic  Circle.  It  was  to  be  my  first 
voyage  on  the  salt  sea,  and,  as  I  was  to 
sail  on  board  in  the  capacity  of  surgeon, 
little  wonder  that  my  youthful  fancy 
pictured  what  reality  seldom  equals. 

The  day  arrived,  but  a  fierce  north 
wind  had  risen,  and  for  ten  dragging  days 
I  wandered  through  the  dreary  streets  of 
Peterhead,  paced  the  quay,  and  listened  in 
the  low-roofed  fo'c's'le  to  the  imaginative 
yarns  of  an  old  Greenland  salt. 

With  his  imagination  and  my  own  fervid 
one,  by  the  end  of  these  ten  days,  a  cruise 
on  an  Arctic  whaler  was  nothing  less,  to 
my  mind,  than  one  of  the  expected  delights 
of  Paradise. 

On  the  morning  of  the  seventeenth  all 
was  bustle  and  confusion,  and  by  the  after- 
noon we  had  bidden  farewell,  we  had  left  the 
crowded  quay,  and  the  old  ship  "  W — ^," 
with  her  'sprit  to  the  north,  was  steaming 
steadily,  though  slowly,  to  the  land  of 
expectatioa 

The  sea  was  calm,  but  there  was  a  long, 
smooth  swell  rolling  on  to  us,  in  which 
the  ship  sank  and  rose  with  the  graceful- 
ness of  a  sea-bird.  For  two  hours  I  walked 
the  quarter-deck,  pitchiug  hither  and 
thither  at  the  mercy  of  the  waves,  and 
forcing  myself  and  the  grinning  helmsman 
to  believe  that  I  was  appreciating  the 
graceful  bearing  of  the  vessel.  But 
nature  will  assert  itself,  and  '  some- 
how the  motion  lost  its  charm,  so  I  crept 
below  to  my  narrow  bunk,  and  Paradise 
was  veiled. 

Next  morning  my  nose  was  assailed 
with  the  strong  odour  of  ship's  coffee  and 
fried  ham,  and  on  looking  out  I  die- 
covered  the  two  mates  and  the  engineer 
engaged  in  a  very  businesslike  manner. 
*^What  stomachs  they  have!"  I  thought 
to  myself,  and  then  turned  away  with  a 
sudden  shudder. 

Thirty-six  hours  from  the  time  we 
started  the  anchor  was  run  out,  and  we 
lay  motionless  in  the  harbour  of  Lerwick, 
surrounded  by  a  circle  of  screaming  sea- 
gulls ;  and  from  that  hour  I  could  drain 
ship's  coffee  and  eat  fried  ham  with  the 
best  of  them,  and  continued  to  do  so  till 
the  end. 

Fifteen  Shetland  seamen  came  aboard, 
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and  these  made  up  our  complement  of 
sixty  all  told.  Mere  lads  were  the  most  of 
these  islanders,  but  tall,  healthy,  robust 
fellows,  with  honest,  smiling,  eager  faces. 

Several  ''fitting  out"  merchants  also 
visited  us,  with  great  bundles  of  Shetland 
mittens,  and  long  strings  of  sea-boots, 
which  they  piled  on  the  deck  and.  pro- 
ceeded to  dispose  of  to  all  comers. 

The  sea-boots  were  not  in  my  line,  but 
it  is  necessary  for  each  man  on  board  to 
have  in  his  possession  some  six  pairs  of 
'  mittens.  A  Shetland  mitten  is  a  distinctly 
special  product  of  the  island.  It  is  up- 
wards of  twelve  inches  long  from  the 
thumb  to  the  tip,  and  adds  a  peculiar 
element  of  comedy  to  the  wearer,  when 
first  seen. 

When  the  merchants  had  been  disposed 
of,  and  the  pilot  was  aboard,  we  again 
rdsed  the  anchor  to  a  swelling  chorus, 
and  left  the  last  of  civilisation  until  we 
anchored^  five  months  later,  in  the  same 
spacious  harbour. 

I  stood  long  on  the  poop,  and  watched 
the  rocky  clifis  of  the  treeless  islands  sink- 
ing, sinking  beneath  the  sea.       » 

Iceland,  of  Viking  memory  and  the 
home  of  the  Sag),  we  saw  as  a  dim  shadow 
on  the  horizon.  And,  then,  shall  I  ever 
forget  that  eventful  morning,  when  I  rose 
to  find  myself,  for  the  first  time,  amid  a 
field  of  ice  1 

I  rushed  to  the  bridge^  and  gazed  over 
the  strange  scene.  It  was  like  a  dream  of 
fairyland,  so  new,  so  fab*,  so  peaceful  Not 
a  cloud,  nor  the  faintest  shadow  of  one, 
dimmed  the  sky.  The  sun  shone  from  the 
blue  dome  with  a  dazzling  glory.  The  sea 
lay  like  a  vast  mirror,  save  where  it 
washed  with  a  soft  plash  on  the  thousands 
of  floating  snow-crowned  ice-blocks,  glitter* 
bg  in  green,  and  blue,  and  silver,  as  they 
rose  and  sank  on  the  almost  imperceptible 
swell.  Hundreds  of  white  wings  swept 
ceaselessly  around  us,  trailing  long  shadows 
behind  them,  or  chasing  those  before  them, 
over  the  glassy  surface  of  the  ocean. 

Away  on  the  port  bow  was  a  black 
speck.  Nearer  and  nearer  we  approached 
it,  threading  our  way  through  the  gleam- 
ing ice-pack,  and  leaving  a  long  wake 
behind  us,  dotted  with  our  noisy  com- 
panions the  *'  mollies,"  and  outlined  by  the 
hovering  snow-birds. 

It  was  a  seal,  a  beautiful  soft-eyed 
creature,  basking  in  the  warm  rays  of  the 
snn.  As  the  dark  hull  of  the  ship  pressed 
on  its  vision  it  lifted  its  head  and  regarded 
us  with  a  curious  stare,  but  without  fear. 


for  we  passed  quite  close  to  it — in  fact, 
struck  a  corner  of  the  very  block  on  which 
it  was  resting. 

A  harpooner  fired  from  the  chains  and 
killed  it ;  and  in  the  space  of  three  minutes 
a  boat  was  lowered,  the  seal  was  "  flinched," 
the,  men  were  aboard  i^ain,  and  we  were 
off.  This  was  the  first  example  I  had  had 
of  the  dexterity  required  and  exhibited  on 
board  a  whaler. 

The  men  were  in  high  s^Mts  at  this 
trifling  success,  which  they  regard  with 
such  Miperstitiotts  beliei  For  if  the  first 
seal  is  secured,  it  is  a  full  voyi^e  in  their 
eyes,  but  should  it  escape,  then  an  empty 
ship  is  next  thine  to  a  certainty,  and  every 
old  salt  will  male  it  an  unhappy  period 
for  the  young  hands. 

I  looked  back,  and  could  not  help 
shuddering  as  my  eyes  rested  on  the 
mangled  carcase  of  the  poor  seal,  then 
surrounded  by  a  vast  cloud  of  birds,  rising 
and  falling,  bursting  and  combining  again 
like  the  long  columns  of  gnats  above  our 
own  streams. 

Great  Arctic  gulls,  fierce  burgomasters, 
and  determined  mollies  in  one  confused, 
fighting,  and  screaming  mass,  tearing  the 
"krang"  (flesh)  from  the  yet  quivering 
corpse  with  their  curved  beaks ;  flapping 
at,  striking  at,  and*  tumbling  with  each 
other  in  savage  contes^t,  to  rise  among  the 
stooping  terns  and  snow-birds,  spattered 
and  crimsoned  from  the  affray. 

The  wind  fell,  and  for  two  days  a  dark 
trail  of  smoke  in  the  cloudless  sky^marked 
our  passage. 

And  now  we  are  out  of  the  ice-pack 
and  into  the  open  sea  once  more;  not 
gliding  over  a  shimmering  surface,  but 
rolling  helplessly  in  a  long  side  swell,  the 
propeller  at  times  churning  up  the  water 
into  foam,  and  anon  whirring  in  space. 

A  line  of  bobbing  black  heads,  crossing 
our  course -^resembling  the  buoys  of  a 
herring-* net — caught  my  eye.  Another 
line  and  another  followed,  some  irregular, 
and  some  in  perfect  formation.  These 
were  seals  migrating  for  their  annual 
general  assembly  to  a  certain  point  of  ice 
fixed  in  the  mind  of  each  in  some  mys- 
terious manner. 

To  find  tUs  point  is  of  the  first 
importance  to  a  sealer,  and  to  do  so  he 
endeavours  to  cross  the  track  of  the  seals. 
It  seems  scarcely  credible,  but  it  is  none 
the  less  true,  that  every  seal  knows  the 
exact  point  where  they  are  to  collect,  and 
where  they  do  collect  in  their  millions 
from  all  parts  of  the  Arctic  Ocean. 


Qhsrlee  DiokenB.] 


A  TRIP  TO  THE  ARCTIC  OCEAN. 


[July  29, 18S8.]    Ill 


I  commonicated  my  news  tS  the  first 
mate,  aa  I  well  knew  what  we  were  look- 
log  for,  but  he  had  already  informed  the 
captain.  Their  track  having  been  notified, 
our  coarse  was  altered,  and  for  two 
handred  miles  we  followed  their  line, 
blindly  relying  on  their  instinct  to  be 
at  last  saeoessf  al. 

Some  days  afterwards,  when  I  was  seated 
at  the  bow,  the  smoke  of  a  steamer  was 
perceived  on  the  horizoa  All  eyes  were 
tamed  on  the  doll  streak.  She  was  tam- 
ing about  in  a  most  suspicious  manner,  and 
Burmising  was  at  its  height  when  the 
spectioneer  sang  out  from  the  crow's  nest 
that  she  was  picking  up  seals.  Loud  were 
the  maledictions  from  the  foWle.  "  Full 
steam  ahead,"  was  the  order  from  the 
bridge,  and  next  minute  the  engines  were 
at  it  in  earnest,  and  the  fireman  was  heard 
slamming  to  the  iron  doors  as  he  fed  the 
slumbering  fires. 

It  was  one  o'clock  on  the  twenty-ninth  of 
April  when  we  steamed  into  a  peninsula  of 
ice,  where  we  had  marked  the  steamer,  and 
found  we  were  just  too  late.  Nothing 
remained  for  us  but  certain  evidence  of 
the  success  of  our  rival,  whom  we  could  see 
steaming  at  full  speed  to  the  eastward, 
hopbg  to  fall  across  another  "patch"  in 
that  quarter  of  the  "  point." 

What  a  horrible  picture  she  liad  left  to 
us — a  ghastly  field  of  death  and  butchery. 
Oa  all  sides  mutilated  carcases  grinned  at 
us  amid  the  blood-stained  snow — an  awful 
evidence  of  the  presence  of  man ;  of  the 
wants  of  civilisation,  and  of  how  these  are 
satisfied. 

Oar  friend  had  gone  to  the  east,  so  we 
steered  to  the  west,  with  an  empty  ship 
but  with  hopeful  hearts.  We  had  not 
poshed  far  when  it  was  evident  by  the 
orders  ftoia  the  crow's  nest  that  seals  were 
in  dght  And,  sure  enough,  there  they 
were,  forming  a  clean-cut,  black  line  on 
the  horizon. 

Nearer  and  nearer  we  crept  to  the  vast 
army,  stretching  in  its  millions  around  us 
as  iiar  as  the  eye  could  reach,  lying  like  the 
shadow  of  a  stupendous  thunder-cloud  on 
the  face  of  the  ice-field. 

I  had  seen  the  wild  ducks  feeding  on 
the  marshes ;  I  had  seen  the  dotted  cSieep 
on  the  MUsides  of  Braemar  j  but  here  was 
life  as  I  had  never  seen  it — units  in  thek 
mfllions  gathered  from  all  parts  of  the 
Aretic  Ocean  to  one  centre. 

Within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the 
nearest  patch,  the  engines  were  stopped, 
and  all  hands,  with  the  exception  of  the 


captain  and  halfa-dozon  men,  left  the  ship 
and  took  their  way  towards  the  seals. 

The  two  mates,  the  spectioneer,  three 
harpooners,  and  myself  carried  firearms  in 
the  form  of  Martini-Henry  and  Expresses. 
One  man  with  a  boat-hook  attended  each 
rifle  to  assist  him  in  case  of  accidents, 
while  the  rest  of  the  crew  followed  in 
groups, "  flinched  "  the  seals  that  were  shot, 
and  towed  the  skins  into  heaps  ready  for 
the  ship  when  she  proceeded  to  pick  them 
up. 

What  could  I  not  relate  of  this  day  of 
all  days  to  a  sealer  1  How  many  pages 
could  I  not  fill  did  I  dare  to  recall  the 
danger,  the  excitement  of  that  one  day  on 
the  ice;  how  we  had  to  spring  from  block 
to  block  across  the  open  sea ;  how  the  ice 
gave  beneath  me;  how  I  fell  in;  how  I 
left  the  rest  in  my  foolish  eagerness ;  how 
I  crept  up  to  the  sleeping  seals,  rifle  in 
hand,  like  a  murderer  that  I  was;  how 
the  mist  came  down ;  how  I  did  not  notice 
the  hoisting  of  the  Jack ;  and,  lastly,  how  I 
got  lost  for  my  pains,  and  lay  down  beside 
a  poor  seal  I  had  shot 

Five  hundred  *'  saddle-backs"  fell  to  our 
rifles.  The  skins  were  piled  in  a  huge 
heap  on  deck,  after  which  came  the 
"making  off" — separating  the  blubber 
from  the  skin — and  when  the  deck  was 
partly  cleared,  we  once  more  set  sail,  leavi)Qg 
behind  us  a  grim  history,  written  on  the 
snow. 

For  a  month  we  searched  the  bays  and 
indentures  of  the  ice-field  in  a  vain  quest 
for  leviathan.  And  once  we  attempted 
to  steam  through  a  large  sheet  of  "  bay- 
ice" — ice  found  during  the  spring — and 
faQed.  There  was  a  heavy  swell  running 
outside  in  the  open,  which  jammed  it  in 
on  us,  causing  us  to  experience  what 
among  heavier  ice  would  have  been  the 
much  feared  "  nip."  As  it  was,  our  efforts 
to  keep  it  apart  from  us  by  ice-anchors 
and  wire  cables  proved  useless,  the  latter 
bursting  asunder  in  a  most  dangerous 
manner. 

Around  us  reared  confused,  heightening 
masses  of  crushed  ice-blocks,  and  from 
below  came  a  thunderous  sound  of  grating, 
grinding,  and  crushing. 

The  captain  grew  alarmed  for  the  safety 
of  the  radder,  so  the  ice-saws  and  axes 
were  produced,  and  the  men  and  myself 
set  to  work  witti  a  will  to  cut  a  passage  for 
the  ship. 

We  lay  two  hundred  yards  from  open 
water,  which,  however,  was  fast  packing 
up.    We  cut  from  the  open  towards  the 
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ship,  and  ran  oat  the  pieces  with  long 
poles  and  boat-hooks  as  they  were  severed. 
It  was  disheartening  work,  for  almost  as  fast 
as  we  cat  oar  way  the  edges  closed  again. 
We  persevered,  and  at  last  sacceeded,  yet 
it  took  fifty  men  sixteen  hoars  to  cat 
that  passage,  and  when  the  ship  did  steam 
ahead  there  was  not  an  inch  to  spare  on 
either  side. 

The  sheets  of  bay-ice  kept  as  oat  of  the 
field;  as  nothing  coald  be  done  ander 
the  circamstances  bat  wait  for  (he  heat  of 
sammer  to  help  as,  we  steered  soath  in  the 
direction  of  an  island  called  Jan  Mayne, 
latitude  seventy-one  degrees. 

Here,  on  the  fifteenth  of  Jane,  we  fell 
in  with  a  pack  of  what  are  commonly 
known  among  sailors  as  "Bladders" — 
becaase  of  a  pecaliar  bladder-like  stractare 
they  carry  on  the  front  of  the  head — ^bat 
more  correctly  named  crested  seal,  for  the 
same  reason.  This  is  the  largest  species 
in  the  Arctic,  if  we  except  the  gronnd  seal, 
which  is  very  rare. 

They  differ  from  the  common  ''  saddle- 
back "  in  shanning  the  yoang  flat  ice  as  a 
sammer  resort,  and  in  having  a  distinct 
preference  for  the  highest  and  oldest  to  be 
foand.  I  have  seen  a  "  bladder  "  looking 
down  at  me  from  an  edge  of  ice  twenty 
feet  and  even  more  above  the  sea,  and  it 
is.  a  common  occarrence  to  find  yoarself  ap 
to  the  neck  in  soft  snow,  or  in  a  snow 
water  lake,  when  yoa  venture  to  seek  yoar 
victim. 

This  was  another  day  never  to  be  for- 
gotten. It  was  all  boating.  Shall  I 
ever  forget  how  the  sun  shone  on  that 
fifteenth  of  Jane;  the  doadless  sky;  the 
blae,  blae  ocean ;  the  great  snow-clad  ice- 
blocks,  floating  grand  and  massive  in  their 
perfect  whiteness,  pinnacled,  colamned,  and 
carved,  bearing  on  their  snowy  bosoms 
thoasands  of  tiny,  gleaming  lakes  of  pare 
fresh  water  1 

Three  handred  skins  covered  the  deck, 
measaring,  on  an  average,  eight  to  ten 
feet ;  so,  well  satisfied  with  oar  sealing,  we 
again  tamed  northward  in  search  of  the 
whale. 

The  san  had  helped  as,  and  the  bay-ice 
had  gone,  so  we  entered  at  a  great  harboar 
^here  the  ice,  not  being  beaten  into  a  solid 
barrier  by  the  swell,  admitted  of  a  passage. 

We  steamed  straight  in,  for  the  season 
was  advancing  on  as,  and  the  captain  had 
come  to  the  condation  that  the  whales 
were  well  inside  if  they  were  anywhere. 

Qradaally  the  sea  became  greener  and 
glaey,  owing  to  the  presence  of  vast  qaan- 
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tities  of  animalcala  called  whales'  food. 
The  presence  of  this,  and  what  is  termed 
"spoatings,"  raised  the.  hopes  of  all  to  a 
high  pitch ;  bat  ala?,  alas  ! 

In  we  steamed,  farther  and  farther,  now 
gliding  over  onrufflsd  inland  lakes,  now 
fixing  oar  ice-anchors  to  the  lee  of  some 
gigantic  fl  je  when  the  Storm  King  reigned, 
or  lying  by  in  some  lovely  "  bighfc,"  where 
the  great  creatare  we  were  in  search  of 
might  be  expected  to  sport  itself. 

At  times  a  narwhal  was  secared  by  a 
watchfal  boat's  crew  as  they  lay  in  wait  by 
the  floe  edge,  and  many  a  ''  floe-rat " — a 
small  seal — fell  a  victim  to  the  ballet  as  it 
swam  or  bobbed  carioasly  aroand  the  ship. 

We  were  then  little  more  than  fifcy 
m^les  from  Greenland.  It  is  seldom  that  a 
ship  can  penetrate  so  near  to  land,  but  the 
"set"  of  the  ice  was  in  oar  favoar.  Its 
great  peaked  moantains  rose  before  as  in 
all  their  blae  splendoar,  with  one  sammit 
— called  the  Gharch  —  towerbg  conspi- 
caoasly  above  its  fellows.  There  was  a 
delicioas  warmth  in  the  breeze  that  blew 
off  it,  und  what  sailors  call  a  '^  land  heat " 
in  the  air.  One  man  professed  to  have 
been  there,  and  he  yarned  to  me  on  the 
forepeak  of  the  diamonds,  the  gold,  the 
bears^  the  deer,  the  white  hares,  the  white 
foxes,  the  ptarmigan,  the  cranberries,  and 
the  blaeberries  to  be  foand  there. 

When  I  thoaght  of  the  diamonds  I 
tamed  to  my  companion  and  enqaired 
how  it  happened  he  was  not  a  millionaire, 
and  he  gave  me  to  anderstand  that  jast  as 
he  was  stooping  to  fill  his  pocket»0,  "a 
darned,  meddlin',  interferin'  orittar  o'  a 
bar  "  wanted  to  go  halves  with  him. 

We  were  so  near  land,  and  as  the  ice 
seemed  fairly  loose,  the  captain  thonght  he 
woald  try  and  force  a  passage  throagh  the 
famoas  Lancaster  Soand,  and  get  to  the 
west  of  Greenland.  This  attempt,  how- 
ever, only  broaght  as  to  within  forty 
miles  of  the  land,  where  a  close  line  of  ice 
hemmed  it  in.  It  was  qaite  impossible  to 
attain  oar  wish  in  any  fashion,  so  we 
steamed  slowly  along  withoat  the  pre- 
scribed limit. 

A  bear  was  seen  wandering  aimlessly 
about  the  ice.  We  barnt  some  bones  in 
the  cook's  fire,  which  it  instantly  scented 
and  replied  to  by  shambling  towards  as. 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  shooting  it,  and  it 
rewarded  me  with  a  good  skin. 

Great  flocks  of  smaller  gaillemotSr— little 
auks,  the  sailors  call  them — swept  past  us 
to  their  feeding  grounds,  and  when  we 
''lay  to"  in  an  open  stretch,they  sorroanded 


CBttrlOB  DUskana.] 


A  FURNISHED  HOUSE. 


CJnly  29, 18W.1    113 


the  ship  like  bees  round  a  hive,  making  a 
polling  sort  of  noise  very  pleasant  to  listen 
to,  and  carrying  a  small  wave  of  water 
More  them  as  they  dived,  and  scrambled, 
and  flapped  their  little  fin-like  wings. 

The  captain  brought  oat  his  shot-gun 
and  killed  three  score  of  them  with  a  few 
discharges.  We  picked  them  up  in  a  boat, 
and  when  skinned,  stewed,  and  made  into 
a  pie,  these  little  birds  proved  a  great 
deUcacy.    And  remember,  reader,  that  I 

I  was  not  starved.  When  we  left  Scotland 
we  took  with  us  a  bullodk,  a  pig,  and  a 
sheep.  They  were  braced  to  the  masts, 
where  they  froze,  and  for  five  months 
supplied  the  cabin  with  fresh  meat. 

Until  the  end  of  August  we  sailed 
hither  and  thither  in  a  fruitless  search  for 
whalebone,  and  then,  as  night  showed 
symptoms  of  approaching,  and  bay-ice  was 
already  forming,  the  captain  took  the 
alariQ  and  ordered  "  full  speed  ahead." 

And,  truly,  it  was  not  too  soon,  for  the 
eager  Prost  King  was  only  waiting  for  the 
sinking  of  the  sun  to  breathe  on  the  sea 
BXkd  close  ihe  gates  for  nine  long  months. 

Bat  in  time — ^though  only  just  in  time — 
we  reached  the  open  sea,  and  then,  with 
all  sail  set  to  a  favouring  breeze,  and  the 
engines  at ''  full  speed,"  we  rushed  from  the 
solitudes  of  snow  and  ice  to  the  shores  of 
our  own  loved  isle,  forgetting  the  pleasures 
of  the  past  in  the  thoughts  of  the  future,  in 
the  joyful  expectation  of  a  glad  reunion 
with  the  dear  ones  we  had  lef  b  behind. 


A  FURNISHED  HOUSE. 

It  Is  becoming  every  year  more  the 
fasliion  for  sportsmen  out  for  a  holiday  to 
entertain  the  Jess  fortunate  portion  of  the 
human  race,  which  is  forced  to  sport 
vicariously,  with  narratives  of  their 
prowess  and  adventures.  Formerly  it  was 
held  seemly  to  keep  silence  unless  a  man 
should  be  in  a  position  to  tell  how  he  had 
shot  bears  in  the  Bockies,  or  musk-oxen 
in  Canada,  or  alligators  in  Queensland,  or 
done  aome  sporting  deed  of  like  im< 
portance;  but  nowadays,  when  picturesque- 
ness  or  eccentricity  of  style  looms  so  large 
as  a  factor  in  every  sort  of  screed,  the 
slaughter  of  ten  brace  of  partridges  by 
Johnson  in  East  Anglia,  or  the  capture  of 
a  dozen  trout  by  Thompson  in  a  Highland 
loch,  are  held  to  be  pegs  substantial 
enoagh  whereon  to  hang  a  sporting 
article,  more  or  less  weighty;  Thompson 
and  Johnson,  be  it  observed,  being  fully 


persuaded  that  they  have  a  style  at  com- 
mand which  would  be  capable  of  illumi- 
nating a  theme  much  denser  and  less 
attractive. 

There  is  another  form  of  sport  much 
affected  every  summer  by  respectable 
middle-class  men,  fathers  of  famflies,  who 
could  no  more  handle  a  rod  or  a  gun  than 
they  could  navigate  the  Ohannel  fleet,  and 
this  is  the  hunt  for  that  furnished  house 
in  the  country,  in  which  they  may  spend 
their  six  weeks  or  two  months  of  holiday, 
having  had  enough  for  the  present  of  the 
humours  of  English  watering-places,  and 
of  Scotch  and  Oontinentsd  routes  of 
organised  travel.  When  once  it  has  been 
settled  in  the  family  council  that  "country 
honise "  is  the  watchword  for  the  coming 
summer,  the  agent's  list  is  sent  for,  and 
the  first  perusal  of  this  is  a  veritable  peep 
into  a  paradise  of  rural  joys. 

In  reading  the  detailed  excellencies  of 
the  various  houses  in  the  market,  one  is 
brought  to  a  mental  state  something  like 
that  of  a  cat  in  a  tripe  shop :  one  does  not 
know  which  tempting  treasure  to  fix  upon. 
As  one  runs  the  eye  over  the  varied  benefits 
which  are  offered  in  exchange  for  the 
stipulated  number  of  guineas  per  week, 
one  is  amazed  that  the  lucky  owners 
of  all  these  good  things  can  bring 
themselves  to  part  with  them,  for  mere 
lacre,  to  alien  Londoners.  How  can  the 
possessors  of  shady  tennis  lawns,  well- 
matured  grounds,  productive  kitchen  gar- 
dens, and  cows  and  fowls  in  full  profit, 
make  up  their  minds  to  abjore  the  enjoy- 
ment of  them  at  the  season  when  life  in 
the  country — given  fine  weather — ^is  a 
dream  of  lazy  beatitude,  and  betake  them- 
selves to  join  the  travelling  ruck  in  foreign 
lands,  or,  worse  still,  to  spend  weary  days 
in  a  fly-blown  lodging-house  on  the  shade* 
less  sea-front  of  an  English  watering- 
place  % 

It  is  not  until  the  sportsman  pater- 
familias sets  forth  some  fine  morning  with 
a  selection  of  '< orders  to  view"  in  his 
pocket,  that  he  will  realise  that  the  quarry 
he  is  in  search  of  is  one  not  to  be  stalked  at 
the  first  attempt.  Of  all  the  descriptions 
he  has  read,  there  is  not  one  which  has 
taken  his  fancy  so  strongly  as  that  of  the 
Limes,  and  thither  accordingly  he  first 
turns  his  steps. 

*'Dear  me,  can  this  be  the  Limes  T' 
he  exclaims,  as  he  runs  through  a  rickety 
entrance  gateway,  down  a  weed-grown 
drive,  and  finally  stops  before  a  blistered, 
weather-stained  house,  fronted  by  a  lawn 


114   [Jal72«,18M.} 


ALL  THE  TEAB  BOUND. 


[Oonduoted  by 


which  might  have  been  cat  the  week  before 
last,  and  Uttered  with  the  whole  Bummer'a 
d6bris.  The  house,  though  old  in  design, 
is  new  in  construction,  and  is  one  of  those 
ill-starred  ones  built  with  unseasoned 
timber  and  untempered  mortar.  No  present 
care  would  ever  make  it  cosy^  nor  would 
it  ever  grow  venerable  }}j  lapse  of  time. 
But  the  owner,  as  he  takes  you  round, 
assures  you  that  It  is  one  of  the  most 
comfortable  houses  in  England;  that  he 
has  let  it  to  the  same,  family  for  four  years 
in  succession.  The  tennis  lawn  merely 
wants  a  little  rolling,  and  though  you  have 
to  stand  on  the  gravel  path  to  serve,  and 
may  be  driven  occasionally  into  the  potato 
ground  to  reach  a  ball  placed  well  back, 
there  are  very  few  tennis  courts  in  that 
part  of  the  country  to  compare  with  it 
The  cows,  unluckily,  are  both  gone  dry, 
but>the  produce  of  the  poultry  will  be 
yours  on  condition  that  you  provide  the 
food,  a  contract  which  will  probably  yield 
you  but  moderate  profit,  seeing  that  the 
yard  is  filled  chiefly  with  long-legged 
young  cockerels,  who  look  as  if  they  might 
be  gifted  with  healthy  appetites. 

The  early  potatoes  and  the  peas  are 
almost  finished,  and  the  apples,  the  only 
other  garden  produce  visible,  are  of  an 
uncompromising  greenish  hue,  and  look  as 
if  they  might  be  fit  for  use  some  time  next 
spring.  You  are  naturally  a  little  dis- 
appointed that^  in  the  event  of  your 
taking  the  place,  you  will  still  need  the 
services  of  the  greengrocer,  but  the  pro- 
prietor, by  way  of  consolation,  waves  his 
hand  benignantly  over  a  dozen  gooseberry 
and  currant  bushes,  innocent  of  the  tiniest 
berry,  and  assures  you  that  all  the  bush 
fruit  on  the  place  will  be  yours. 

The  hunter  will  come  across  Poplars,  and 
Elms,  and  Cedars,  all  first  cousins  to  the 
Limes,  and  he  will  soon  come  to  the  conclu- 
i^ion  that  the  compflers  of  house  agents'  lists 
are  past  masters  in  the  art  of  ingeniously 
misrepresenting.  I  have  gone  through  it  all 
myself,  and,  moreover,  I  have  before  this 
been  beguiled  into  hiring  a  house  which  I 
knew  was  an  imposture,  and  sUfiering  the 
penalties  due  to  my  folly.  But  this  year 
I  have  fallen  upon  my  feet,  and  have 
secured  the  very  place  I  want  at  a 
moderate  rent,  a  place  which  turns  out  to 
be  more  desirable  even  than  its  owner 
declared.  My  friends,  as  a  rule,  assert  I 
am  the  luckiest  of  mortals  to  have  got  hold 
of  such  a  treasure ;  but  in  spite  of  this,  as 
I  sit  after  breakfast — that  meal,  I  must 
mention,  was;  graced  with  eggs  and  straw- 


barries  and  cream,  all  produced  on  the 
domain — ^under  the  verandah,  and  gaze 
over  the  gay,  sunlit  garden,  I  feel  that  the 
pursuit  of  content  in  a  furnished  house  is 
an  unavailing  one.  If  a  serpent  has  crept 
into  {his  paradise,  whither  shall  I  flee! 
Will  it  not  be  better  to  reture  to  the  back 
regions  of  my  house  in  —  Street,  and 
take  my  holiday  in  shirt-sleeves  and  carpet 
slippers,  saving  meantime  the  wages  of  the 
caretaker ) 

In  outward  seendng  my  present  trouble 
might  well  be  set  down  as  a  chimera. 
Seeing  that  the  proprietor  was  mostanziotiB 
to  secure  me  as  a  tenant,  that  I  have  paid 
half  my  rent  in  advance,  and  am  under 
legal  obligation  to  pay  the  balance  before 
vacating  my  temporary  abode ;  seeing  that 
I  consume  only  such  amount  of  garden 
stuff  as  I  require  for  my  own  household, 
and  never  send  off  surreptitious  baskets  of 
it  to  my  gardenless  friends  in  town — a 
practice  not  uncommon,  I  am  told,  with 
people  in  my  present  case — ^and  that, 
speaking  generally,  I  and  all  my  belong- 
ings are  fully  as  careful  of  my  landlord's 
goods  and  chattels  as  we  are  of  our  own,  I 
do  not  suppose  there  can  be  any  special 
reason  why  I  should  liken  myself  to  the 
cuckoo  in  the  song-bird's  nest ;  but  free  as 
I  may  be  in  spirit  of  the  felonious  attri- 
butes of  the  ^'  blithe  new-comer,"  I  cannot 
shake  off  the  notion  that,  taken  literally, 
I  am  in  my  present  surroundings  just  as 
arrant  an  intruder  as  he  is,  a  harmless, 
law-abiding  intruder  if  you  will,  but  an 
intruder  aU  the  same. 

My  present  landlord  has  never  let  his 
house  before,  consequently  both  he  himself 
and  the  furniture  around  me  are  new  to 
the  business,  hence  probably  the  satis- 
factory nature  of  my  hire.  -  As  I  have 
already  hinted,  I  have  had  large  experience 
of  furnished  houses,  and  how  one  feels  as 
the  dweller  in  anotiier  man's  nest.  This 
experience  has  led  me  to  formulate  a  belief 
as  to  the  sentiency  and  individuidity  of 
articles  of  furniture  which  come  into  most 
immediate  contact  with  their  owners ;  not 
going  so  far,  however,  as  to  elevate  them 
to  the  dignity  of  transmitters  of  communi- 
cations from  another  sphere.  Somehow 
this  fancy  has  never  struck  me  so  strongly 
as  in  my  present  surroundings,  and  I  have 
an  uneasy  suspicion  that  I  may  be  forcing 
my  company  where  I  am  not  wanted,  a 
suspicion  which  has  never  troubled  me 
when  I  have  been  surrounded  by  what  I 
may  call  professional  furniture,  die  furni- 
ture one  meets  in  hotels,  or  lodging-houses. 
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or  in  those  south  country  rectories  and 
vicarages  which  of  late  have  come  so 
hrgely  into  competition  with  the  ahove. 
All  of  this,  from  the  base  usage  to  which 
it  has  been  put  for  so  many  seasons,  must 
differ  entirely  from  the  furniture  of  a  well- 
ordered  home,  like  that  which  I  now  see 
around  me,  just  as  the  waiter  and  the  job- 
horse  differ  from  their  congeners  in  private 
service.  They  must  deteriorate  morally 
before  the  nap  has  lost  its  first  freshness, 
or  the  varnish  been  defaced  by  a  single 
scratch. 

The  first  evening  of  my  sojourn  here, 
impressed  no  doubt  by  the  spirit  of  the 
surroundings,  I  put  myself  in  my  land- 
lord's place,  and  conjured  up  the  vision  of 
some  other  man  sitting  in  my  own  easy- 
chair,  'and  walking  over  my  own  Oriental 
rogs.     I  felt  that  my  cherished  belongings 
would  take  it  as  an  injury.    I  credited 
them  forthwith  with  faculties  such  as  no 
weaver  or  cabinet-maker  could  ever  have 
put  into  them,  making  them  thus  partici- 
I  pators,     in    a    measure,    in     my    own 
idiosyncrasies.    I  take  it  that  most  men 
manage  to  impress  marks  of  their  own  in- 
dividuality on  their  immediate  surround- 
ings, and  I  often  wonder  how  it  is  that 
those  curious  investigators  in  the  byways 
of  being  have  not  set  to  work  to  describe 
character,  or  even  to  foretell  the  future, 
from    the   aspect  of  a  man's  household 
belongings.    Commonplace  people  would 
say  that  the  data  here  available  are  just 
as  trustworthy  as  those  supplied  by  the 
bumpB  on  his  head  or  the  creases  in  the 
pahns  of  his  hand. 

I  have  no  personal  knowledge  of  my 
landlord  or  of  any  of  his  family,  but  after 
a  fortnight  spent  in  their  home,  I  seem  to 
know  them  indirectly.  To  judge  from  his 
title^  the  head  of  the  house  may  have  seen 
active  service  as  a  man  of  arms  in  past 
years ;  and  the  trim  neatness  of  the  place, 
outside  and  hi,  proclaims  that  he  must 
have  been  a  smart  officer,  and  brought 
bis  orderly  tastes  into  retirement.  The 
house  is  well  furnished,  but  there  are  no 
superfluities,  as  if  the  idea  of  having  to 
strike  tents  in  a  hurry  and  move  on 
to  fresh  ground  had  always  been  present. 

The  pictures  on  the  walls  of  the 
Captain's  snuggery  balanced  each  other 
perfectly;  his  writing-table,  when  I  first 
sat  down  to  it,  was  a  model  of  neatness, 
ftod,  though,  since  I  have  been  here  I  have 
done  my  best  to  provoke  around  me  the 
litter  which  at  home  follows  my  advent  in 
any  part  of  Uie  house  as  surely  as  dawn 


follows  sunset,  I  cannot  manage  it.  I  may 
put  the  Oaptain^s  inkstand  and  his  paper- 
weights away,  and  shift  every  chair  out  of 
its  allotted  place,  but  they  do  not  on  this 
account  produce  an  effect  of  natural  dis- 
array. My  own  surroundings,  have  grown 
by  long  usage  hopelessly  demoralised  and 
down  at  heel,  and  seem  to  delight  in  their 
disrespectability,  but  the  Caption's  house- 
hold effects  rather  resemble  respectable 
middle-aged  gentlemen  constrdned  to  put 
on  raffish  Bohemian  ways  of  which  they 
thoroughly  disapprove.  There  is  a  mute  re- 
proach in  their  involuntary  disorder  which 
I  cannot  bear.  It  disturbs  me  more  even 
than  the  prim  symmetry  in  which  I  found 
them,  and  to  which  they  are  evidently 
pining  to  return;  so  I  restore  them  to 
their  well-balanced  rectangular  alignment, 
and  sit  straight  in  their  midst  as  if  I  were 
the  Captain  himself,  and  even  fancy  that 
I  am,  pro  tem.,  dtidowed  with  a  certdn 
military  stiffness. 

But  it  is  not  in  the  Captain's  snuggery 
that  I  feel  most  like  a  cuckoo.  There  is 
a  tiny  apartment,  half  bower,  half  con- 
servatory, at  the  end  of  the  house,  and  in 
this  I  have  more  than  once  attempted  to 
smoke  my  after-lunch  pipe,  and  to  spend 
over  a  novel  what  is  in  an  ordinary  way 
the  pleasantest  hour  in  the  whole  f  our-and- 
twenty,  but  I  felt  that  every  whiff  I  blew 
out  was  an  outrage,  though  my  landlord 
had  bidden  me  to  smoke  wherever  I 
would,  as  he  did  himself;  indeed,  the  first 
time  I  entered  it  I  certainly  did  smell  to- 
bacco, but  I  could  not  bring  myself  to 
intensify  this  aroma,  even  by  the  choicest 
Egyptian, 

,  Delicate  water-colours  and  etchings  hung 
on  the  walls^  and  ornaments  and  nick- 
nacks  of  the  prettiesti^  stood  about  every- 
where. Since  I  have  been  in  residence, 
hints  have  come  to  my  ears  that  the 
Captain  was  induced  by  the  "  res  angusta '' 
— ^taking  the  form  of  the  cessation  of  Irish 
rents — to  let  his  house  this  summer^  and 
now  as  I  look  round  at  this  pretty  little 
boudoir,  furnished  with  such  care  and  good 
taste  for  his  wife  and  the  charming  bevy 
of  girls  whose  photographs  at  various 
stages  of  growth  adorn  the  walls,  I  realise 
what  a  pang  it  must  have  been  to  them 
all  to  turn  out  of  this  pretty  home,  just  at 
the  season  when  it  was  best  worth  living 
in,  and  feel  that  I  was  acting  the 
psurt  of  a  niggardly  brttte  when  I  delivered 
my  ultimatum  to  the  agent,  and  declared  I 
must  have  the  Captain's  domain  for 
pounds  instead  of  guineas. 


116    CJnly  19, 188S.] 


ALL  THE  TEAB  BOXTSD. 


(Oondiifited  I7 


I  Bhoold  not  like  to  tarn  over  my  study 
with  its  well-worn  f  amitnre,  its  engravings 
and  drawings,  which  are  valaable  rather 
horn  association  than  from  any  inherent 
merit,  and  ito  modest  assortment  of  books^ 
indading  certain  rare  first  editions  and 
Yolomes  oat  of  print,  to  any  stranger  for 
whose  respectability  I  had  no  better 
guarantee  th^  the  Oaptain  has  for  mine ; 
but  this  would  be  a  light  sacrifice  compared 
with  the  one  which  must  have  been  made 
with  respect  to  the  little  boudoir.  To 
have  to  let  such  an  apartment  for  hire 
seems  almost  as  great  a  domestic  tragedy 
as  having  to  sell  the  odds  and  ends  from 
the  old  home,  or  one's  school  and  college 
prizes. 

I  find  I  am  becoming  somewhat  senti- 
mental and  inclined  to  moral  on  the 
times,  so  I  take  my  hat  and  stroll  out  into 
the  garden  by  way  of  seeking  a  fresh 
subject  for  meditation;  but  whichever 
way  I  turn,  I  meet  fresh  proofs  and 
warnings  that  I  am  an  intrusive  presence. 
I^  see  the  gardener  bound  for  tiie  kitchen 
with  a  basket  of  prime  potatoes,  the  seed 
of  whichi  I  believe,  my  Cincinnatus 
landlord  planted  with  his  own  hand.  I 
hear  the  suggestive  cackling  of  the  hens ; 
and,  regardless  of  the  parasites  I  may 
acquire,  I  go  and  search  for  the  morning's 
eggs ;  and,  as  I  issue  forth  with  a  dozen 
or  so  lovely  ones,  I  feel  my  cuckoo  status 
still  more  acutely.  I  am  hidf  inclined  to 
invite  the  Captain  and  all  his  family  to  come 
and  stay  with  us  for  the  rest  of  our  term, 
so  as  to  lessen  the  feeling  that  I  am  con- 
suming a  heritage  in  which  I  have  no  just 
part. 

At  thef>resent  time  I  regard  the  Captain 
as  the  victim  of  the  cruellest  of  fates.  Had 
I  once  succeeded  in  raising  a  potato,  or  in 
nurturing  a  hen  to  the  egg-laying  stage,  I 
should  have  felt  ruin  itself  little  worse  than 
the^  abandonment  of  these  home-grown 
delicacies  to  a  stranger.  I  only  hope  that 
I  may  be  in  as  charitable  a  mood  towards 
the  Captain  after  our  final  account  has 
been  adjusted. 

My  friend  Thompson  who  was  here  last 
week  gave  me  some  details  of  his  own  ex- 
perience of  taking  furnished  houses  which 
were,  to  put  it  moderately,  a  little  disquiet- 
ing :  stones  of  whole  closets  full  of  cracked 
plates  and  cups  produced  at  the  last 
moment  as  candidates  for  compensation, 
of  cupboard  doors  gone  slightly  wrong  and 
necessitating  a  builder's  estimate  to  put 
them  straight,  and  of  grease  spots  on  every 
carpet  and  rug  in  the  house.   According  to 


Thompson,  those  hfres  which  begin  well 
are  almost  sure  to  end  badly.  He  declares, 
too,  that  my  conception  of  the  Captain  is 
entirely  ideal,  and  that  most  likely  I  shall 
have  to  settle  a  bill  for  dihipidatlons  which 
will  astonish  me.  Thompson  has  given  up 
taking  furnished  houses,  and  prefers  to  stay 
with  people  who  da  He  goes  on  to  say 
that,  whenever  he  is  compeued  to  entertain 
himself,  he  finds  it  more  economical  to 
engage  a  first  fl>or  suite  of  rooms  in  the 
grandest  of  seaside  grand  hotels.  But 
Thompson  always  was  a  pessimist. 


THE  ETERNAL  PAST.  . 

A  STORY   IN   FIVE  CHAPTER& 
CHAPTER  IV. 

"Well,  I  can  live  as  long  as  I  like 
with  an  easy  conscience  now  you  are  pro- 
vided for,"  said  Mrs.  Deane. 

**  Please  be  pleased  for  a  better  reason." 

*'  I  am  pleased  for  a  great  many  reasons. 
You  have  proved  yourself  a  success,  that's 
one.  AUyour  people  and  mine  had  set 
you  down  for  an  old  maid,  and  we 
shidl  have  the  laugh  over  them — that's 
another." 

Hilary  winced ;  she  would  rather  have 
ignored  these  reasons. 

'<Bat  you  like  himl"  she  said. 

"  Of  course,  who  wouldn't* !  He  is  such  a 
handsome,  well-bred  young  man.  He  will 
always  be  a  credit  to  us.  He  looks  so 
clean,  and  well-groomed,  and  young." 

They  were  breakfasting  in  the  garden 
as  usual  The  gate  clicked,  atfd  Charlie 
came  down  the  path.  He  looked  as  if  he 
had  come  on  purpose  to  emphasise  Mrs. 
Deane's  description  of  him,  The  old 
woman's  face  glowed  with  pleasure  at  the 
sight  of  him. 

*<Dear  boy  I  Hilary,  you're  a  lucky 
girl,  and  I'm  overjoyed,"  she  said.  ''  Shall 
I  go  in  1    Will  he  want  to  kiss  you)" 

Hilary  was  appeased.  The  heart  of  the 
hardest,  bitterest  old  woman — cold  as  stone 
to  her  own  sex-^will  warm  and  soften 
over  the  love  of  a  beautiful  boy.  Hilary 
was  glad  to  fiud  how  content  she  was 
that  her  grandmother's  sympathy  should 
waken  more  for  Charlie  than  it  had  done 
for  herself. 

''  Don't  go  in  till  he  has  told  you  for- 
mally," she  said.  '*  He  will  wut  for  that, 
he  is  so  well-behaved." 

Bat  she  was  mistaken;  he  kissed  her 
in  the  presence  of  Mrs.  XJeane — ^with  a 
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pTQigeooB  air  of  matter-of-fact  right — Mxd 
Hilary  found  this  kiss  even  pleasanter 
than  the  soft  kisses  of  the  night  before. 
There  was  so  mach  proprietorship  in  it — it 
made  her  feel  a  child — and  she  was  glad 
to  belong  to  him.  No  one  had  cared  to 
appropriate  her  for  so  long. 

"She  has  told  yon,  of  coarse  1  **  Charlie 
was  saying  to  Mrs.  Deane. 

'*  She  was  jast  telliog  me,"  the  old  lady 
answered,  with  frank  delight  in  his  yonng 
self-possession.  '*  You  might  have  waited 
till  you  had  my  consent  before  you  took 
such  absolute  possession  of  my  grandchild, 
don't  you  think  r*       • 

"  Why,  you  knew  all  the  while,  didn't; 
you  1 "  he  asked  innocently.  '  I  thought 
you  did,  you  know.  You  helped,  me  so 
nicely."  Then,  as  the  old  lady  just  looked 
in  hia  handsome  face  and  laughed,  he 
added:  "I  was  so  much  obliged  to 
you." 

He  sat  down  at  the  breakfast -table 
beside  Hilary,  and  went  on  talking.  He 
wanted  to  make  plans,  and  there  wasn't 
much  time  for  making  them.  He  wanted 
Mrs.  Deane  and  Hilary  to  go  to  Algiers 
for  the  wint^;  that  would  be  such  a 
charming  arrangement  Tiiey  were  going 
abroad,  in  any  case.  Whyjuot  to  Algiers] 
He  was  bound  to  go  there  himself,  and  he 
couldn't  possibly  go  without  Hilary.  He 
was  sure  Mrs.  Deane  would  like  Algiers. 

Mrs.  Deane  said  she  would  do  whatever 
the  young  people  liked,  and  left  them  to 
sdttle  their  plans  together. 

"H)W  nice  she  is,"  said  Charlie,  pulling 
his  chair  a  little  further  into  the  sunshine. 
"You  won't  mind  coming  to  Algiers, 
Hilary  r' 
'*I  think  I  shall  like  it." 
"I  want  you  to  see  my  mother.  You 
won't  mind  going  to  her,  will  you?  She 
couldn't  come  to  you,  because  she  doesn't 
like  England  in  the  winter ;  and  winter  is 
pretty  near  now." 

"  It  would  be  rather  far  for  her  to  come 
to  pay  a  call.  Besides,  it  is  quite  right 
that  I  should  go  to  her." 

''I  didn't  know  but  what  you  might 
want  to  stand  on  your  dignity.  Most 
gvls  think  a  mother-in-law  a  natural 
enemy.  Nan  does.  Joe's  mother  wrote 
to  her,  and  talked  about  *  my  son's  choice.' 
Nan  said  it  made  her  feel  as  if  all  the 
girls  had  knelt  in  a  ring,  and  Joe  had 
stood  in  the  middle  and  looked  round,  and 
beckoned  to  her,  and  she  had  got  up  and 
niahed  at  him.  You  must  not  feel  like 
that  with  my  mother.      You  need   not 


stand  on  your  dignity  with  her.    She  is 
charming.     You  will  love  her." 

''You  are  like  your  mother,  are  you 
not  V 

*^  Yes,"  he  said,  flashing  a  little.  ''  More 
like  than  the  rest — in  appearance,  thai  is. 
She  is  very  gentle  and  unselfish.  I  am 
afraid  we  all  bully  her  sometimes,  we  are 
such  healthy  brutes.  You  will  get  on  with 
her." 

''I  am  sure  I  shall,"  she  said,  and  she 
was  sure  of  it  because  she  knew  that 
though  a  good  and  wise  mother  often 
idealises  a  worthless  son,  a  good  boy's 
belief  in  his  mother  is  never  misleading- 
knowing  him  you  can  almost  know  her. 
'*  I  shall  love  her  very  much,"  Hilary  con- 
tinued. *'  I  wish  I  were  as  sure  that  she 
would  love  me." 

"  Oh,  she  will,  I  know." 

"  I  hope  so." 

**  Of  course  she  will.    Why  not  1 " 

If  Hilary  had  spoken  the  truth  sha 
would  have  said:  '* Because  she  will  see 
through  me,  Catrin's  natural  remedies, 
my  own  pretence  of  lightheartedneas,  and 
all.  She  will  know  I  am  old  and  sad,  and 
that  you  are  not  my  first  love.  Every 
mother  likes  a  very  young  girl  for  her  son's 
wife.  Some  one  who  will  be  his  devotee 
rather  than  his  friend.  She  is  less  of  a 
rival." 

''Your  mother  has  always  loved  you 
more  than  all  the  others,"  she  said.  "  You 
are  her  dearest  treasure." 

"That  is  why  she  will  love  you,"  he 
said  simply.  '*  I  am  so  glad  you  are  not 
too  proud  to  go  to  her,  because  I  would 
not  go  if  you  didn't,  and  she  expects  me. 
You  don't  mind,  do  you,  that  I  am  so 
anxious  not  to  disappoint  herf  I  will 
write  to-day  and  say  that  we  are  going  out 
together." 

*'  Here  are  your  sisters,"  said  Hilary. 

"  They  are  come  to  tell  you  how  pleased 
they  are. .  I  told  them  last  night." 

And  he  went  ofi*  to  write  his  letter. 

The  girls  were  pleasecl,  or  at  any  rate 
sympathetic.  Their  very  praises  of  their 
brother  sounded  more  like  tribute  to  her 
good  taste  than  the  traditional  exhorta- 
tion to  '^be  worthy."  They  hoped  she 
would  not  mind  spending  the  winters  in 
Algiers.  Charlie  always  went  because  of 
mother.  "  Charlie  is  mother's  favourite,  you 
know.  He  is  the  only  one  of  us  who  takes 
after  her.  He  is  the  only  one  who  reads, 
or  thinks,  or  talks  to  mother  about  the 
things  she  cares  for.  If  one  of  us  went  to 
her  instead  of  him  she  would  be  pleased  at 
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the  attention,  bat  she  wonldn't  enjoy  the 
vidt" 

''Still,  it  wonld  be  hard  on  Hilary  to  give 
up  the  season  every  year." 

''Should  we  have  had  any  season  if 
we  didn't  go  to  Algiers ) "  asked  Hilary, 
laughing. 

'*  Oh,  yes,  when  you  are  married. 
Didn't  you  know  that  Oharles  was  rich — 
rich  compared  to  the  rest  of  us,  that  is  1 " 

"  No,  I  didn't  know  that." 

"  WeD,  don't  look  so  disappointed,  but 
he  is.  He  had  money  left  him.  Thai's 
how  he  and  mother  can  afford  to  live  in 
Algiers.  We  couldn't  all  afford  to  idle 
through  the  whole  winter.  We  go  in 
turns.  ITan  would  have  gone  this  year  if 
she  hadn't  been  engaged,  but  mother  likes 
Charles  best." 

"I  think  you  have  been  quite  wise, 
though  Charles  is  my  brother,"  said  Nan. 
"  I  don't  approte  of  marrying,  myself — I 
did  my  best  to  keep  out  of  it — but  I  was 
so  idiotically  gone  on  Joe  j  and  I  must  say 
Charles  is  quite  as  good  an  excuse  for 
marriage  as  Joe — ^he  is  so  young  and  full 
of  life,  and  has  such  pretty  ways.  It  is 
nice,  too,  to  have  one's  man  well  off — Joe 
and  I  will  have  to  go  for  our  honeymoon 
third  clas&" 

Where  was  the  grudging  spirit,  the 
carping,  her  narrow  bringing-up  had  taught 
her  to  expect  t  These  dear  girls  were  all 
looking  at  the  matter  entirely  from  her 
point  of  view  because  she  too  was  a  girL 
it  was  all  very  pleasant. 

They  chattered  away  the  whole  morning. 
In  the  afternoon  the  men  joined  them, 
and  they  all  went  for  a  walk  together. 
They  met  the  party  of  the  night  before 
and  exchanged  a  word  or  two.  The 
strangers  had  heard  of  the  new  engage- 
ment. Perhaps  Beckwith  had  mentioned 
it,  or  the  landladies  assumed  it. 

They  offered  congratulations  —  rather 
more  frank  than  were  in  good  taste  from 
such  strangers.  Charlie  was  not  in  the 
least  embarrassed.  He  looked  manly  and 
dignified.  Hilary  was  very  proud  of  him. 
The  little  woman  with  the  small  mouth 
said  bitter  things  about  marriage.  Beck- 
with said  nothing. 

When  she  went  to  bed  that  night  Hilary 
found  a  letter  in  her  room.  It  had  just 
been  sent  by  hand.  The  writing  was  Beck- 
with's.  She  opened  it  impatiently,  vexed 
that  her  pleasanter  thoughts  should  be 
interrupted. 

The  letter  rushed  straight  into  its  subject 
without   formal   address,  either    because 


Beckwith  knew  he  must  not  say  Hilary 
and  would  not  say  Miss  Deane,  or  through 
his  inveterate  tendency  towards  t^e 
dramatic. 

"  If  you  had  told  me  nothing,  I  should 
have  guessed  all  from  your  face  this  after- 
noon. From  my  heart  I  rejoice  that  you 
are  happy,  and  so  the  wrong  I  did  you  has 
ceased  to  exist  It  is  curiously  just  that 
we  should  meet  just  at  the  time  of  your 
triumph  and  my  trouble.  I  do  not  say  it 
was  not  hard  for  me  to  see  another  man 
take  the  place  that  was  once  mine,  but  I 
do  not  complain.  It  is  fit  that  I,  who 
made  one  good  woman  suffer,  should  suffer 
myself  through  another  good  woman,  but 
I  do  not  complain.  I  would  not  have  it 
otherwise.  You.eaid  last  night  that  you 
had  not  forgiven  me.  Surely  you  can  for- 
give me  now  'you  are  comforted,  and  I 
am  toritiented.' " 

Hilary  tossed  the  letter  on  the  toilette- 
table,  laughing.  "  Poor  Teddy,"  she  said, 
as  she  began  to  take  down  her  hair  and 
brush  it,  and  anoint  it  with  one  of  Catrin's 
"natural  remedies."  "Poor  Teddy,  just 
the  same  as  ever,  and  to  think  this  sort  of 
thing  once  impressed  me,  filled  me  with 
reverence — a  sort  of  sacred  shame  that  I 
should  be  chosen  by  fate  as  his  comforter ! 
Poor  Teddy,"  and  she  laughed  again. 

A  little  later  she  flung  aside  her  brushes, 
caught  up  the  letter,  and  threw  herself  on 
the  bed,  crying;  but  she  was  not  crying 
over  the  letter;  she  was  crying  because 
the  letter  had  made  her  laugh. 

CHAPTER  V. 

It  was  spring  again,  and  a  wazm  day. 
Hilary  Deane,  in  a  black  frock,  leaned 
against  the  gate  of  a  little  country  church- 
yard. Just  the  same  Hil^  as  she  was  last 
year;  her  hair  was  a  little  brighter  in  colour 
perhaps,  and  the  spring  mode  of  dressing 
it  was  even  more  becoming  to  her  than 
that  of  the  previous  autumn  had  been — 
that  was  all  the  change.  She  leaned 
against  the  wall,  locfking  at  the  hill  she 
would  have  to  climb  to  reach  home  half 
impatiently. 

Presently  Mr.  Beckwith  came  along  the 
road;  he  was  walking  quickly  and  unstwiily 
with  his  hat  drawn  over  his  eyes.  Wh^ 
he  saw  Hilary  he  stopped  short. 

He  stared  at  her  for  a  moment  as  If  he 
were  not  quite  sure  whether  she  were 
really  there,  or  whether  his  own  feeling 
of  the  fitness  of  things  had  called  up  a 
vision  of  her. 
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''  You  are  here/'  he  said  at  last.  '*  That 
if  as  it  should  be  again." 

"Of  course  I  am  here,"  she  said,  as 
surprised  as  he  was,  but  more  indifferent. 
*•  And  you  I" 

"  The  Suttons  hare  oome  to  their  house 
here  for  the  summer." 

"And  die  is  with  them)  And  that 
would  bring  you  still  1 "  she  said. 

"  It  would  have  brought  me,"  he 
answered  passionately^  "  while  my  life 
lasted.  Whatever  I  am — whatever  I  have 
been  to  others — in  this  matter  I  was  true. 
Have  yon  heard — ^in  the  village " 

"  No,  we  are  not  in  the  way  of  hearing 
things.     What  has  happened  1 " 

"  You  don't  know  1 " 

"  No ;  is  there  anything  to  know  1 " 

He  flushed,  and  pushed  his  hat  back, 
hesitating. 

"It  will  seem  less  terrible,  and  I  look 
less  rfdiculous,  if  I  tell  you  myself,  and 
you  are  sure  to  hear  it,"  he  said.  "You 
remember  what  I  said  last  year,  how 
curiously  just  it  was  that  we  should  meet 
then;  it  is  even  more  just  that  we 
should  meet  now — that  I  should  tell 
you  this  myself.  You  remember  that 
woman " 

"Mrs.  ^  Sutton's  friend,  whom  you 
pointed  out  to  me  1 " 

"  You  remember  how  I  thought  of  her; 
how  I  suffered  at  the  insults  put  upon  her ; 
the  degradation  she  suffered  from  contact 
with  her  husband — with  her  husband's 
friends?" 

"  I  remember  one  friend.  The  man  you 
said  should  not  be  allowed  to  live  in  the 
same  hemisphere." 

"  She  went  away  with  him  last  night. 
I  am  perhaps  the  only  one  who  did  not 
know  what  was  going  on  as  long  ago  as 
last  year.     You  are  laughing." 

"  How  can  one  help  laughing  ]  It  is  such 
an  amusing  world." 

"  And  you  and  I  have  had  such  a  good 
time  in  it" 

They  both  leaned  silently  against  the 
wall,  thinking.  Hilary  was  the  first  to 
speak: 

"It  is  all  so  very  conventional ;  there  is 
something  so  very  commonplace  about 
poetic  jui^ce." 

He  thought  over  that  a  little  before  he 
answered : 

"  You  at  least  are  happy  now." 

"  Oh,  no,  I  am  only  just  beginning  to 
know  just  how  unhappy  I  am." 

"  Are  you  married  yet,  or  when  will  it 
beJ" 


She  drew  her  eyebrows  together,  and 
looked  at  him,  surprised. 

"  Ab,  you  do  not  know}  Of  course  not 
— ^you  have  been  too  much  occupied — ^but, 
do  you  not  see  where  I  am  ?  Do  you  not 
understand  that — and  this  1 " 

She  made  a  little  gesture  towards  a  new 
grave  jtist  within  the  churchyard,  and  then 
towards  her  black  frock.  Beckwith  did 
understand;  he  turned  very  white  with 
honest  sympathy,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
hers ;  she  did  not  even  notice  hint 

"It  did  not  take  one  altogether  by 
surprise,"  she  went  on.  "  When  I  met  his 
mother  I  seemed  to  know — ^to  understand 
what  those  great  strong  brothers  and 
sisters  meant  by  saying  that  he  was  like 
her,  and  why  they  were  always  praising 
his  goodness  in  going  every  winter  to 
Algiers  to  his  mother,  and  they  did  not 
want  to  admit  the  truth  even  to  them- 
selves. When  I  saw  his  mother — I  knew 
— I  saw  the  likeness.  We  stayed  there 
during  the  winter — she  talked  of  coming 
to  England,  but  we  left  her  there.  He  did 
not  seem  to  get  over  it.  There  was  one 
cold  night  travelling — we  began  to  be 
anzious-r-we  got  nearly  home  first — then 
we  brought  him  here.  This  is  his  native 
village,  you  know.  His  sisters  came  for  the 
funeral,  two  of  them  are  married — ^they 
have  gone  now;  grandmother  and  I  go 
away  Ms  evening,  that  is  why  I  came  here 
this  afternoon," 

She  ended  as  she  had  begun — dully 
and  without  emotion.  All  the  while  she 
spoke  the  wind  had  been  blowing  the 
scent  of  violets  and  narcissus  from  the 
grave  towards  them.  Beckwith's  eyes 
were  full  of  tears.  / 

"  Hilary  ! "  he  said  gently,  "  I  am 
more  sorry  for  your  trouble  than  you  are 
for  mine."' 

"This  isn't  a  trouble  at  all." 

Her  voice  was  hard,  and  there  were  no 
signs  of  tears  on  her  face.  She  was  look- 
ing at  him  almost  vindictively. 

"That  is  what  I  cannot  forgive  you. 
My  lover  is  dead,  and  I  do  not  care  very 
much.  How  can  you  expect  me  to  forgive 
you  such  a  wrong  as  thati  Last  year, 
after  I  had  seen  you,  I  thought  it  would 
be  possible  for  me  to  marry  him,  and 
make  him  happy ;  but  I  was  not  happy;  I 
was  afraid  his  mother  would  think  me  too 
old  and  sad  for  her  son.  She  would  have 
thought  so  if  she  had  not  known  how 
little  it  would  matter  to  him  what  I  was 
like.  She  was  sorry  for  me  because  she 
saw  what  was  coming,  and   I   had    to 
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pretend  to  be  more  anxioas  than  I  was 
because  I  was  ashamed  of  my  hard  heart. 
I  didn't  love  him,  I  didn't  love  him,  and 
if  he  bad  lived  he  would  have  found  me 
#ont  Can  I  forgive  you  that?  And  now 
when  all  his  bright  life  and  pleasant  ways^ 
and  his  love  for  me,  is  shut  in  and 
stamped  down  under  that^  and  I  have  laid 
flowers  there  because  it  was  expected  of 
me.  still,  I  do  not  care  very  much.  Can 
I  forgive  you  that  f '' 

<*I  am  sorry,  Hilary  —  I  am  very 
son/." 

<*  What  is  the  good  of  that  now  1 " 

<*  Nothing,  I  know.  I  wish  I  had  acted 
differently;  I  wish  we  had  both  died — 
thab  evening — ^long  ago — in  the  garden." 

'*  Of  course  you  do.  That  is  the  right 
thing  to  wish  at  this  crisis.  Naturally  you 
would  wish  it." 

'<  I  wish  it  with  all  my  heart  I(  one 
could  only  foresee.  It  seemed  such  a  pretty 
incident  then;  I  can  see  the  starlight, 
smell  the  grasses " 

"No,"  she  said  roughly,  <'it  is  the 
flowers  on  that  boy's  grave  you  smell." 

"Don'k,  Hilary.  I  am  afraid  of  you. 
My  girl,  how  bitter  you  are.  Dan't  you 
believe  that  I  am  punished  1 " 

"It  makes  such  a  little  difference 
whether  you  are  punished  or  not." 

"  If  there  were  anything  I  could  say  or 
do." 

''  But  there  is  nothing.  I  have  some- 
times thought,  when  I  felt  saddest,  that  if 
Heaven  itself  were  to  give  you  into  my 
hands,  body  and  soul,  for  me  to  take  what 
vengeance  on  you  I  would,  I  should  not 
have  cared  for  vengeance,  bscause  no 
suffering  on  your  part  could  give  me  back 
what  I  Tost  when  I  lost  faith  in  you." 

"Hilary,  I  loved  you,  I  loved  you 
reaUy." 

"I  think  you  did  Uien — for  a  day  or 
two." 

"  I  had  no  idea  it  would  be  so  serious 
for  yoa" 

"  I  was  foolish ;  that,  of  course,  is  your 
quarrel  i^ainst  me.  I  took  things  seriously. 


Tou  must  remember  I  was  very  young, 
so  I  believed  in  you." 

"Age  has  not  made  me  wise.  The  men 
in  town  are  laughing  over  my  blindness 
and  folly." 

"Don't  grudge  them  their  laughter  if  it 
is  any  pleasure  to  them.  The  people  in 
the  village  are  pitying  me.  I  don't  see 
why  they  should  not." 

They  both  stood  silent  again,  each  think- 
ing their  own  thoughts. 

"  Did  he  know  about  met "  Beck  with 
asked  presently, 

"No.  I  was  too  ashamed  of  the  inci- 
dent ever  to  mention  it,  especially  after  he 
had  seen  yon.  He  had  such  a  poor  opinion 
of  you.  I  did  not  like  to  teU  him  I  bad 
loved  you." 

"  You  did  love  me  once,  Hilary." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  and  she  laughed.  "  I  have 
never  got  over  it,  as  you  see." 

^  What  are  you  going  to  do  next  f "  he 
asked. 

"Go  on  living,  there  is  nothing  else  to  do." 

"  Back  among  your  own  people  t " 

'<Oh,  no,  that  would  be  intolerable." 

"  Tes,  and  my  old  life  would  be  intoler- 
able to  me." 

Then  there  was  another  long  silence. 
When  he  looked  up  it  was  with  the  im- 
patience of  one  speaking  a  necessary 
platitude. 

"We  ought  to  be  married,  Hilary— I 
really  see  nothing  else  for  us." 

"It  is  the  obvious  ending  of  a  story 
such  as  ours,"  she  said.  "Circumstances 
exact  it  of  us.  We  shall  not  be  happy, 
you  know." 

He  looked  a  moment  at  her  improved 
face  and  figure. 

"I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  he  said 
almost  tenderly. 

She  laughed  quite  heartily. 

"  Of  course  we  shall  be  happy,"  she  said. 
"  My  granimother  will  be  very,  pleased. 
She  was  most  anxious  for  me  to  be  married, 
you  know,  and  as  for  you,  think  how 
pleasant  it  will  be  for  you  to  have  a  wife 
who  understands  you  as  well  as  I  do." 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

Over  the  couotry  about  Henley,  that 
samedayy  the  san  was  shining  gloiiously. 

It  was  about  five  o'clock  in  the  after- 
nooDj  and  there  was  a  clearness  about  the 
light,  a  distinctness  about  the  shadows, 
which,  taken  in  conjunction  with  the 
heavy  bank  of  clouds  into  which  the  sun 
would  presently  sink,  argued  coming  rain. 
For  the  present,  however,  nature  was 
lovely  to  look  at;  and  a  garden-party 
which .  was  going  on  in  the  large,  old- 
fashioned  garden  of  a  large,  old-fashioned 
country  hopse,  about  a  mile  from  the  river, 
had  the  benefit  of  every  advantage  which 
atmosphere  and  surroundings  could  giire. 

It  was  a  large  party,  and  the  scene 
was  very  bright  and  animated.  On  the 
larger  of  the  two  lawns,  conspicuous  among 
the  weU-dressed  but  by  no  means  striking- 
looMng  women  about  her,  stood  Mrs.  Bo- 
mayne,  talking  to  a  local  magnate. 

She  had  arrived  about  half  an  hour 
before,  and  the  politely  concealed  satis- 
fadion  and  surprise  with  which  she  had 
been  received  had  testified  to  the  fact 
that  her  appearance  at  such  a  function  was 
a  phenomenon  in  the  neighbourhood.  In- 
vitatfons  had  showered  in  on  her  during 
her  residence  at  the  *'  cottage,"  but  it  had 
gradually,  become  an  established  fact  that 
shewaa  **  gohig  out  very  little."  This  was 
in  tmtibi  the  first  party  she  had  attended. 
It  waa  fortunate  that  her  hostess  was  not 
a  pMticnlaily  observant  person.  There 
had  been  something  about  Mrs.  Bomayne 


when  she  arrived  which  might  have  dashed 
that  hostess's  personal  elation  with  a 
suspicion  that  her  guest's  appearance  had 
been  dictated  by  motives  not  wholly  com- 
plimentary to  the  party ;  faint  lines  about 
the  mouth  which  suggested  the  enforced 
endurance  of  a  burden  from  which  she  was 
seeking  temporary  relief  however  fictitious ; 
a  faint  restlessness  in  the  eyes  which 
suggested  an  attempt  at  the  eluding  of  the 
too  insistent  companionship  of  her  own 
thonghts. 

Her  eyes  were  painfully  bright,  and 
there  was  a  nervous  tensity  about  the 
vivacity  of  her  face  as  she  stood  there  on 
the  lawn  talking  and  laaghing.  But  her 
companion  of  the  moment — a  worthy  old 
gentleman,  with  not  much  acquaintance 
among  women  of  the  world-^thought  her 
simply  the  most  astonishingly  charming 
woman  he  had  ever  met ;  and  seeking  in 
his  mind  for  lines  on  which  to  make  Um- 
self  agreeable  to  her,  he  recollected  to  have 
heard  something  about  her  son. 

'*  You  have  a  son  here,  I  believe  1 "  he 
said  with  ponderous  interest.  '*  I  should 
greatly  like  to  make  his  acquaintance." 

Mrp.  Bomayne  laughed. 

'*I  have  a  son,"  she  said,  "but  he  is 
not  here,  I'm  sorry  to  say.  He  is  hard  at 
work  just  at  present.  Ah ! "  she  broke  off 
with  an  exclamation  of  surprise.  "I  see 
a  friend  of  mine  over  there  !  I  must  go 
and  speak  to  her."  And  with  a  bow  and 
a  smile  to  her  admirer,  she  broke  off  the 
t^te-^-tdte  which  had,  perhaps,  seemed 
longer  to  one  party  than  to  the  other,  and 
moved  across  the  lawn  to  where  Hilda 
Compton  was  standing  watching  her  with 
an  uncertain  but  not  particularly  pleasant 
expression  on  her  pretty  face. 

"Are  you  staying  in  the  neighbour- 
hood 1 "  said  Mrs.  Bomayne  prettily,  when 
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they  had  shaken  hands.  She  was  ap- 
parently entirely  oblivions  of  something 
cold  and  disagreeable  in  the  younger 
woman's  manner.  "Is  your  husband 
here!" 

Hilda  Gompton  glanced  at  her  with  a 
certain  tentative  triumph  in  her  eyes. 

<*  ]N'o ! "  she  said.  **  He's  not  here.  I'm 
staying  on  a  house-boat,  but  he  is  kept  in 
town  over  some  troublesome  business ! " 

She  paused,  and  then,  as  Mrs.  Eomayne 
made  a  rather  patronising  gesture  of  sym- 
pathy, that  gleam  of  trium]^  strengthened 
into  something  distinctly  malicious.  Hilda 
Gompton  had  never  forgotten  or  forgiven 
that  moment  in  the  Norfolk  garden  twelve 
months  ago.  It  had  been  no  part  of  her 
policy  to  resent  it  when  such  resentment 
must  necessarily  have  rebounded  to  her 
own  disadvantage ;  she  had  accepted  Mrs. 
Bomayne's  society  friendliness  during  the 
past  season  with  just  such  a  manner  as 
might  sting  but  could  not,  in  very  self- 
respect,  be  impugned  by  the  elder  woman ; 
a  manner  cleverly  tinged  with  that  deference 
which  points  the  sense  of  superiority  with 
which  certain  types  of  girl  recognise  the 
fact  that  the  present  is  to  them,  and  not  to 
the  previous  generation.  But .  she  had 
hoped  always  that  the  day  might  come 
when  she  would  find  herself  in  a  position 
to  take  more  active  measures,  and  she  felt 
now  that  even  what  she  knew  to  be  a  slieht 
breach  of  eonjugid  faith  would  be  venitS  if 
it  would  straighten  what  she  would  have 
called  her  "score"  against  Julian  Bomayne's 
mottier. 

"Yes,  it's  rather  a  bore!"  she  said. 
"  Gity  business,  you  know  !  Don't  you 
think  it's  very  foolish  of  men  to  speculate, 
Mrs.  Eomayne!  Of  course  I  haven't  a 
quarter  of  your  experience,  but  I  think  so. 
They  always  seem  to  get  into  trouble  of 
some  sort  1  But  you  know  more  than  I 
do  about  this  afiFair,  no  doubt,  dnce  Mr. 
Bomayne  is  mixed  up  in  it,  and  he's  such  a 
devoted  son.  Husbands  don't  tell  one 
much,  I  find  1  ** 

Self-command  is  a  wonderful  thing,  even 
when  it  originates  in  no  higher  motive 
than  the  instinct  of  a  woman  of  the  world 
for  the  retention  of  her  society  demeanour. 
Mrs.  Bomayne's  lips  were  adien  and  her 
fingers  were  clenched  round  the  sunshade 
she  held  until  her  rings  cut  into  them,  but 
she  faced  Hilda  Gompton  steadily,  and 
with  a  mechanical  smile,  her  eyes,  a  little 
dull  and  contracted,  meeting  the  gfarl's 
pretty,  unfeeling  ones.  Hilik  Gompton 
noticed  the  change  of  colour  even  behind 


the  artificial  tinting,  and  rejoiced  at  the 
slip  of  the  tongue  by  which  her  foolish 
young  husband  had  put  such  a  weapon 
into  her  hand.  If  only  she  had  succeeded 
in  making  Howard  tell  her  more,  instead  of 
makbg  him  lose  his  temper!  She  re- 
flected, however,  that  perhaps  the  truth 
was  not  so  very  bad  after  idl,  and  hints 
might  possibly  sound  worse  than  the 
actual  facts. 

"  Do  tell  Mr.  Bomayne,  from  me,  that  I 
hope  he  hasn't  done  anything  very 
shocking !  "  she  said,  with  a  laugh.  "  I 
wanted  Howard  to  tell  me  just  what  it 
was,  but  he  would  not.  Isn't  it  funny  how 
men  seem  to  lose  their  heads  altogether 
when  they  get  on  to  that  silly  Stock 
Exchange!  The  last  men  one  would 
expect,  too  I  Whq  would  have  thought  of 
Mr.  Bomayne's  getting  into  trouble  &at  of 
kind?" 

Somewhat  to  her  disgust,  Hilda  Gompton 
found  as  she  proceeded  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  give  such  significance  to  her 
words  as  she  would  have  wished.  She 
realised  that  it  would  never  do  to  allow 
herself  to  be  brought  to  book,  and 
consequently  conventionality  demanded 
that  she  should  adopt  a  jesting  tone, 
and  trust  to  Mrs.  Bomayne's  possessing 
some  htdf  Imowledge  which  should  give 
the  words  the  barb  she  wished  for  them. 
She  had  a  pleasant  conviction  that  she  had 
done  something  at  last  towards  wiping  out 
that  old  score  as  Mrs.  Bomayne  answered 
her.  The  words  were  preceded  by  a  harsh 
little  laugh,  and  there  was  something 
indistinct  about  their  utterance.  ^^ 

"Just  so.  Who  would  have  thought 

Mrs.  Bomayne  stopped  abruptly,  and  a 
aharp,  extraordinary  spasm  passed  across 
her  face,  leaving  it  haggard  fixed,  and  old. 

The  girl  by  her  side  could  not  flatter 
herself  that  the  effect  was  produced  by  her 
words,  for  Mrs.  Bomayne  was  gazhig  to 
the  other  aide  of  the  garden,  and  it  was 
evidently  sometiiing  she  had  seen  there 
which  had  affected  her  so  powerfully. 
Turning  her  own  curious  eyes  in  the  same 
direction,  Hilda  Gompton  saw  nothing 
calculated  to  account  for  such  an  effect. 
The  crowd  had  drifted  away  to  some 
extent  to  the  other  lawn  and  the  tennis- 
courts,  and  there  was  a  oonsiderable  space, 
sparsely  sprinkled  with  people,  between 
where  they  stood  and  the  last  group  on 
the  lawn  i  a  group  of  ladies  to  whom  the 
host  was  introducing  a  little  alert,  elderly 
man  with  grey  hair;  a  little  man  who 
looked  to-day— though  only  one  pair  of 
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the  two  pair  of  women's  eyes  fixed  apon 
him  across  the  lawn  recognised  this — 
exactly  as  he  had  looked  twenty  years 
•go. 

Hilda  Compton  did  not  know  him,  and 
she  was  wondering  curioasly  whether 
Mrs.  Bomayne  did,  when  she  heard  their 
hostess's  voice  and  tamed  quickly.  M^. 
Bomayne,  ronsed  apparently  by  finding 
herself  addressed,  had  turned  also — ^very 
quickly  it  seemed  to  Hilda  Oompton,  and 
rather  as  though  she  did  not  wish  her  face 
to  be  seen  by  some  one  on  the  other  side 
of  the  garden — and  was  listening  with  a 
dazed,  strained  expression  of  enforced 
attention. 

*'I  want  to  introduce  a  connexion  of 
nine,  my  dear  Mrs.  Bomayne.  Some- 
thing of  a  traveller,  and  something  of  an 
eccentricity ;  but,  really,  worth  talking  to. 
There  he  is  1"  indicating  the  little  alert, 
elderly  man  on  the  other  side  of  the  lawn. 
"  He  is  a  Dr.  Aston.     May  I  fetch  him ) " 

To  Hilda  Oompton's  astonishment  Mrs. 
Bomayne  stretched  out  her  hand  hurriedly 
in  unmi&takeable  dissent,  and  it  was  shi^ng 
like  a  leaf. 

"Pm  a&aid  I  must  say  'no,'"  she  said, 
In  a  hoarse,  hurried  tone  which  sounded 
as  though  she  could  hardfy  control  it.  **  I 
have  a  loi^  drive,  you  know,  and  I  must 
run  away." 

She  made  her  adieus  so  briefly  and 
hurriedly  that  her  hostess  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  illness  must  be  the  cause 
of  the  seclusion  in  which  she  was  living, 
and  that  she  must  have  miscalculated  her 
strength  that  afternoon. 

She  might  have  thought  so  with  even 
more  reason  if  she  had  seen  the  strange 
collapse  of  her  whole  figure  with  which 
Mn,  Bomayne  sank  back  into  the  corner 
of  her  carriage  as  she  was  driven  home 
along  the  country  roads.  If  her  attend- 
ance at  the  garden-party  had  been  indeed 
a  desperate  attempt  on  her  part  at  finding 
some  sort  of  temporary  oblivion  or  dis- 
traction, that  attempt  had  obviously  failed. 
Her  face  was  drawn  and  set,  and  in  her 
eyes,  as  they  stared  unseeingly  before 
her,  there  was  a  look  as  of  a  woman  who 
is  quivering  still  under  the  influence  of  some 
horrible  shock. 

She  liad,  as  she  had  said,  a  long  drive 
home,  and  as  she  neared  her  own  house 
that  look  in  her  eyes  faded,  displaced  by  a 
sick  hunger  of  anxiety.  She  got  out  of 
the  carriage  quickly,  helping  herself  a  good 
deal  as  Ae  rose,  however,  ss  if  that  shock 
had  affected  her  physical  strength. 


''Has  Mr.  Julian  come!"  she  said  to 
the  servant  who  opened  the  door ;  then  as 
the  woman  answered  In  the  negative,  she 
moved  swiftly  on  to  where  her  letters  lay 
waiting  for  her,  and  looked  them  rapidly 
over.  There  was  none  from  Julian,  and 
she  carried  them  listlessly  upstairs  as  she 
went  to  dress  for  her  solitary  dinner. 

The  rain,  which  was  falling  fast  by  this 
time  in  London,  was  just  beginning  to 
patter  slowly  on  the  window  when  she 
came  into  the  dining-room ;  and  the  wind 
was  rising  and  moving  gustily  round  the 
house.  They  were  dreary  sounds,  both  of 
them,  and  Mrs.  Bomayne  shivered  a  littie 
as  she  sat  down.  Apparently  the  monoto- 
nous pattering,  growing  quicker  and  quicker 
as  dinner  went  on,  or  the  low  howling  of  the 
wind,  made  her  nervous.  She  ate  nothing, 
and  when  at  last,  tiie  form  of  dinner  having 
been  gone  through  with  and  the  servant 
having  left  the  room,  she  rose  and  walked 
aimlessly  to  the  fireplace,  her  lips  were 
strangely  compressed,  and  she  seemed  to 
control  the  expression  of  her  eyes  with  a 
determined  .effort.  It  was  as  though  she 
were  controlling  something  idthin  of  which 
the  tendency  lightened  her.  She  stood 
there  forgetting,  apparently,  to  go  into  the 
drawing-room,  her  face  sharp  and  intent 
as  though  she  were  reasoning  or  arguing 
with  herself.  At  last  she  shivered  sharply 
and  her  lips  twitched.  Then  rousbg 
herself  forcibly,  as  it  seemed,  she  rang  the 
bell  fiercely,  and  gave  orders  that  a  fire 
should  be  lighted  in  the  drawing-room.  It 
was  a  wretched  evening,  she  said  to  the 
servant,  as  though  the  audible  expression  of 
a  tangible  reason  for  the  nervous  dis- 
comfort which  seemed  to  be  upon  her  was 
some  sort  of  relief  to  her.  The  fire  lighted, 
she  drew  a  chair  in  front  of  it,  and  taking 
up  a  novel,  set  herself  to  read  with  a  des- 
perate determination  in  every  line  of  her 
face. 

Down  one  page,  line  by  line,  on  through 
the  next,  still  Ifaie  by  line,  her  eyes 
travelled  steadily,  mechanically ;  and  then 
as  mechanically  her  hand  moved,  turned 
the  leaf,  and  her  eyes  moved  on  again. 
But  unless  her  face  greatiy  belied  her  the 
sense  of  the  words  she  read  so  intentiy 
never  penetrated  to  her  braia  By-and-by 
that  movement  of  her  eyes  ceased ;  she  sat 
staring  fixedly  at  the  page  before  her; 
then  she  let  the  hand  that  held  the  book 
sink  gradually  on  her  knee  and  sat 
staring  into  space  as  she  had  sat  staring 
at  the  printed  words.  Her  face  was 
drawn,  and  there  was  an  intense,  indefinite 
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dread  aboat  it  which  was  none  the  lesa 
ghastly  in  that  it  would  have  been  im- 
poBsible  to  say  in  which  of  her  set  features 
its  shadow  larked. 

The  room  was  absolutely  stDK  Outside 
the  rain  fell  and  the  wind  moaned.  Inside 
the  intense  quiet  seemed  to  be  taking  a 
weirdly  tangible  form,  and  to  be  creeping 
closer  and  closer  round  her  motionless 
figure  with  every  breath  she  drew. 

With  a  sudden,  sharp  movement,  as 
though  in  taking  a  too  shaiply  piercing 
point  her  thoughts  had  roused  her  to  a 
desperate  resistance  of  them,  she  roee,  and 
began  to  walk  restlessly  up  and  down  the 
room. 

Her  brows  were  drawn  to  a  concentra- 
tion wliich  made  her  whole  face  look  thin 
and  very  old.  There  was  an  expression 
of  deliberate,  self-conscious  self-contempt 
about  her  mouth,  but  in  her  eyes  there 
lurked  the  battling  horror  against  which 
all  her  force  seemed  to  be  fiercely  arrayed. 
Up  and  down  she  walked,  no  muscle  of 
her  set  face  relaxing  until  quite  suddenly 
there  swept  across  it,  breaking  up  all  its 
rigid  Unes,  a  very  agony  of  yearning.  It 
was  as  though  some  sudden  and  most 
inopportune  realisation,  in  no  wise  to  be 
resisted,  had  shaken  her  through  and 
through. 

*'If  only  I  had  dared  to  ask  him!  If 
only,  if  only  I  dared  to  speak  1 " 

The  words  had  broken  from  her  half 
aloud,  a  sharp,  low  cry,  and  as  she  uttered 
them  she  stopped  in  her  walk,  gripping  and 
clinging  to  a  chair  as  if  for  physical 
support  in  a  moment  of  terrible  mental 
conflict.  She  was  evidently  fighting 
desperately  inch  by  inch  for  the  self- 
control  which  was  slipping  from  her ;  the 
self-control. which  she  dreaded  to  lose  as 
she  dreaded  nothbg  else  in  life ;  the  self- 
control  to  which  she  dung  with  the 
tenacity  of  instinctive  self-preservation. 

She  lifted  her  face  at  last,  still  and  hard 
as  resolution  could  make  it.  She  crossed 
the  room  with  quick,  resolute  steps,  look- 
ing neither  to  the  right  nor  the  left,  and 
went  rapidly  upstairs  to  her  own  room. 
A  desk  containing  a  quantity  of  papers 
stood  on  the  chest  of  drawers.  They  were 
old  bills  and  receipts  that  needed  sorting 
and  destroying,  and  she  had  brought  them 
into  the  country  saying  that  she  never  had 
time  for  such  work  in  towa  She  went  up 
to  this  desk  now,  lifted  it  in  her  two 
hands,  and  placing  it  on  the  table,  sat  down 
before  it  and  unlocked  it.  All  her  move- 
ments were  the  quick,  concentrated  move- 


ments of  a  woman  to  whom  employment, 
close,  tedious  employment,  has  become  an 
absolute  necessity. 

A  telegram  ten  days  old  was  not  among 
the  papers  to  be  sorted,  but  Mrs.  Bomayne 
held  one  in  her  hand  as  she  sat  there  at 
her  writing-table.  She  had  drawn  it  from 
the  front  of  her  dress  and  she  read  and 
reread  it,  oblivious  of  the  task  she  had 
set  herself,  with  an  intensity  in  her  eyes 
which  seemed  as  though  it  would  wring  a 
hidden  meaning  from  the  words.  It  was 
the  telegram  Julian  had  sent  her  ten  days 
before.  She  folded  it  at  last  with  a  quick 
defiant  gesture  and  drew  towards  her  a 
packet  of  receipts. 

She  untied  the  string  that  fastened  the 
papers,  and  out  from  among  them  there  fell 
a  folded  letter,  yellow  with  age,  and 
crumpled.  It  had  evidently  woiked  its 
way  into  that  packet  by  accident,  as  papers 
will  when  many  are  kept  together,  for  it 
was  obviously  a  letter  and  not  a  bill.  Mrs. 
Bomayne  stretched  out  her  hand  mechani- 
cally and  picked  it  up  and  opened  it  Her 
eyes  were  met  by  the  words  written  In  a 
childish,  scrawling,  much  blotted  hand- 
writing :  "  My  dear  mama." 

It  was  the  letter  which  she  had  received 
from  Julian  twenty  years  ago  at  Nice. 

In  an  instant,  even  as  her  eyes  fell  on 
those  fad6d  baby  characters,  so  suddenly 
and  so  utterly  that  she  never  realised  her 
loss,  the  self-control  to  which  she  Iiad  clung 
so  fiercely  melted  away  from  Mrs. 
Bomayne.  Before  the  flash  and  quiver 
of  recognition  had  subsided  on  her  face 
she  liad  seized  the  bell  rope  and  was  ring- 
ing furiously  for  her  maid.  The  woman 
appearing  breathless  and  alarmed  a  moment 
later  found  her  mistress  searching  feverishly 
for  bonnet  and  cloak. 

*'  I  am  going  to  London,  Dawson.  Order 
the  carriage  at  onca" 

The  voice  was  harsh,  rapid,  and  peremp- 
tory; but  the  bewildered  woman  hesi- 
tated. 

"Now,  ma'am T' 

Mrs.  Bomayne  turned  on  her  with 
such  a  face  as  her  maid  had  never  seen 
before. 

**  At  once,  I  said.    At  once ! " 

The  last  train  was  just  steaming  into 
the  station  when  Mrs.  Bomayne's  carriage 
dashed  up,  the  horse  smoking  and  covered 
with  foam. 

She  had  thrown  that  yellow  little  letter 
half-unconsciously  into  her  pocket,  and  all 
through  the  journey  she  sat  motionless, 
clasping  it  tightly  in  her  hand,  her  eyes 
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wild,  her  features  forced  into  a  qaiescence 
which  sat  upon  them  like  a  mask. 

That  mask  seemed  to  get  thin,  to  break 
away  now  and  again,  as  c^e  drove  through 
the  London  streets  at  last,  as  though  the 
wild  emotion  which  it  hid  was  growing 
too  stroDg  for  it  Her  breath  was  coming 
faster  and  faster,  until  her  white,  parted 
lips  took  an  involuntary  line  of  physical 
pain« 

There  were  no  lights  in  the  house  in 
Chelsea  as  her  cab  d!rew  up.  It  was 
twelve  o'clock.  She  rang  violently,  and 
waited,  her  rapid  breathing  almost  suffo- 
cating her.  No  one  came.  She  rang 
again,  pausing  this  time  with  her  hand  on 
the  bell;  again  and  again  furiously,  as  a 
wild,  unreasoning  horror  seemed  to  seize 
upon  her  and  tear  at  her  heart.  At  last 
there  was  a  sound  as  of  the  tentative  un- 
doing of  bolts  and  turning  of  keya  The 
door  was  opened  an  inch  or  two,  and  a 
frightened  woman's  voice  said : 

"Who  is  it  I" 

A  moment  later  there  was  no  possibility 
of  doubt  on  that  score.  The  door  was 
huiriedly  thrown  open,  and  Mrs.  Bomayne 
moved  swiftly  into  the  hall,  turning 
fiercely  to  confront  the  astonished, 
partially-dressed  servant,  whose  bedroom 
candle  seemed  to  be  the  only  light  in  the 
house. 

"Has  Mr.  Julian  gone  to  bed!"  she 
demanded,  and  the  woman  hardly  recog- 
nised her  mistress's  voice. 

"Mr.  Julian  is  not  here,  ma'am!"  she 
answered.  ''  He  has  not  been  here  since 
the  day  before  yesterday." 


A    DRIVE    IN    ITALY. 

IN  TWO  PABTS.      PART  L 

OuB  first  sense  of  the  brightness  and 
colour  of  the  South  came  upon  us  as  we 
emerged  from  the  railway  station  at 
Oenoa  and  found  ourselves  in  front  of 
the  stately  monument  to  Oolumbus.  The 
snow  had  lain  deep  all  over  Lombardy, 
and  a  blast,  the  touch  of  which  almost 
took  the  skin  off  one's  face,  swept  through 
the  gaunt  white  streets  of  Blilan ;  but  on 
the  south  side  of  the  Ligurian  range  nature 
was  in  softer  mood.  Nevertheless  the  air 
was  quite  keen  enough  when  we  started 
on  our  drive  next  morning  along  the  coast 
to  Spezia.  Our  horses  were  long-legged, 
wiry  brutes,  who  went  up  or  down  hill,  or 
on  the  level,  almost  at  the  same  pace. 
Oar  driver  lashed    and  yelled   at  them 


apparently  from  force  of  habit,  for  they 
went  neither  faster  nor  slower  for  his 
blows  and  objurgations;  and  as  they 
galloped  up  the  steep  incline  going  out 
of  Genoa  I. could  but  wonder  what  the 
German  driver,  who  always  refuses  to  trot 
up  an  ascent  of  one  in  a  thousand,  would 
have  BsAd  to  such  coachmanship.  How- 
ever, our  own  course  was  not  destined  to 
be  run  at  racing  speed  all  the  way.  On 
the  railway,  which  follows  the  same  route, 
there  are  almost  as  many  level  crossings  as 
tunnels,  and  as  the  gates  of  these  have  to 
be  closed  for  ten  minutes  before  the  com- 
ing of  a  train,  there  is  practically  a  series 
of  well-nigh  permanent  blocks  set  up 
along  the  road,  for  Italian  trains,  like 
trains  in  other  countries,  are  not  unneces- 
sarily punctual,  and  by  their  delay  another 
ten  mmutee,  and  sometimes  even  half  an 
hour,  has  to  be  added  to  the  period  or- 
dained by  law.  By  road  one  enjoys  a 
continued  view  of  the  lovely  panorama,  of 
which  those  who  travel  by  train  can  get 
only  tantalising  momentary  glances  in  the 
minutes  of  daylight  set  here  and  there  in 
the  hours  of  tunnel  darkness.  Genoa 
stretches  its  not  very  attractive  suburbs 
for  some  two  miles,  and  as  far  as  Nervl 
one  passes  through  very  little  of  true 
country.  Villa  gardens  stand  thick  on 
either  side ;  and,  though  one  with  a  mind 
attuned  to  the  life  of  a  lodge  in  the 
wilderness  might  resent  the  too  intrusive 
signs  of  man's  presence,  the  marvellous 
accord  of  greens  set  out  in  the  mingled 
foliage  of  orange,  and  cypress,  and  olive, 
all  harmonising  perfectly  with  each  other, 
and  with  the  blue  of  sea  and  sky  as  well, 
enriches  the  landscape  with  a  charm  which 
will  certainly  appeal  to  ordinary  mortals. 
Lookfaig  back  from  Buta  the  whole  line  of 
the  coast,  cape  beyond  cape,  lies  before  us, 
with  Genoa  glittering  in  the  sun  in  the 
far  distance,  and  one  can  now  see  how 
thickly  the  miles  of  hill-side  are  set  with 
villas.  Such  a  spectacle  suggests  a  doubt 
as  to  whether  Italy  can  be  indeed  the  poor 
country  we  are  assured  she  is.  Surely 
these  hundreds  of  *<  maisons  de  luxe,"  kept 
up  no  doubt  on  the  profits  of  traffic  in  the 
fruits  of  the  soQ,  must  be  taken  as  a  certain 
set-off  against  that  "  miseria  "  of  which  one 
hears  so  much. 

The  young  ladies  of  the  hotel  at  Buta, 
who  did  us  the  honour  of  serving  us  a 
lunch  at  double  the  price  we  paid  for  a 
similar  meal  at  the  excellent  CM  Concordia 
at  Genoa,  were  .very  anxious  to  impress 
upon  us  the  residential  advantages  of  the 
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plaee,  for  they  ran  over  a  long  list  of  ceants 
and  dukes  and  marquises  who  lived  round 
about ;  but  we  soon  learnt  that  it  would 
not  do  to  generalise  about  the  economic 
state  of  Italy  from  a  cursory  glance  of  the 
Biviera  di  LevantOi 

Beyond  Bata  the  road  becomes  less 
urban.  Ghiavari,  an  uninteresting  town, 
stragffles  over  a  mile  or  so  of  it,  but  the 
remamder  possesses  aU  the  features  of 
normal  Italian  scenery.  The  road  runs 
nearer  to  the  sea  as  we  approach  Sestri ; 
and  after  dashing  at  full  whip-cracking 
speed  through  labyrinthine  streets  and 
alleys,  some  of  them  just  wide  enough  to 
admit  the  carriage  without  much  margin, 
we  drive  up  to  the  Hotel  d'Europe. 

A  traveller  ought  to  be  careful  not  to 
garnish  his  narrative  too  thickly  with 
records  of  his  hotel  experiences ;  but  the 
circumstances  of  our  sojourn  here  were 
unconventional  enough  to  allow  of  an 
exception  to  this  salutary  rule.  Of 
course,  the  hotel  had  once  been  a  palace — 
nearly  all  Italian  inns  have.  It  has  fallen 
or  risen  to  its  present  estate  to  meet  the 
demand  for  sea-bathing  accommodation  in 
the  summer,  and  it  was,  of  course,  bare  of 
guests  when  we  arrived  at  its  doors.  An 
ancient  chambermaid  and  a  male  per- 
sonage, also  well  on  in  years,  who  monopo- 
lised every  entity  of  the  customary  hotel 
'*  personnel,"  from  proprietor  to  "facchino,'' 
received  us.  We  were  unexpected,  and  it 
was  Sunday,  but  nevertheless,  two  hours 
after  our  arrival  we  sat  down  to  an 
admirable  dinner,  and  some  more  than 
admirable  Barolo,  in  a  comfortable  litUe 
room  curtained  and  lighted,  and  warmed 
by  a  famous  wood  fire.  I  shuddered  to 
think  what  would  have  been  our  fate  had 
we  arrived  at  a  minor  English  watering- 
place  in  like  circumstances. 

But  it  was  the  personality  of  our  major- 
domo  which  tended  to  make  our  recollec- 
tions of  the  place  so  pleasant.  No  race, 
except  the  Italian,  could  have  produced 
such  a  man.  He  seemed  to  understand 
exactly  what  it  would  interest  us  to  hear, 
and  he  told  it  to  Us  with  the  diction  and 
manner  of  a  polished  gentleman.  He 
assured  us  that  though  Sestri  was  now  a 
desert,  yet,  if  we  came  in  the  summer,  we 
should^  find  it  a  paradise.  Then,  splashing 
about  in  the  waves,  or  going  out  and  in  of 
the  little  tents  on  the  beach,  we  should 
see  all  the  most  beautiful  ladies  of  Turin 
and  Milan  in  the  most  charming  <<  toilettes 
de  bain/'  and  there  would  be  music  and 
singing  all  day  long.      Then    he  would 


dissertate  on  the  general  condition  of  the 
country  —  heavy  taxation  and  general 
misery  being  the  leading  motives — and  on 
the  famine  in  Bussia,  and  the  abstract 
viciousness  of  absolute  governments,  break- 
ing off  suddenly  now  and  then  to  rush  to 
get  some  more  wood  for  the  fire,  or  some 
oranges,  or  to  see  whether  the  coffee  was 
nearly  ready. 

Supple,  adroit,  and  helpful,  he  wacf  a 
true  outcome  of  all  the  forces  which  have 
worked  on  the  Italian  character  since  the 
coming  of  the  Huns.  Through  all  these 
ages  they  have  been  bending  to  the  storm ; 
to  win  the  point  by  address  rather  than  by 
main  strength  has  been  the  aim  of  the& 
great  men,  from  Macchiavelli  to  Cavour. 
They  have  discovered  that  urbanity  costs 
nothing  and  is  pretty  sure  of  a  reward  of 
one  kind  or  anotiier,  wisely  casting  aside 
as  a  thing  of  no  account  the  bull-headed 
pride  of  the  grosser  races  which  finds  an 
exaltation  of  dignity  in  seizing  a  man  by 
the  throat  and  thus  compelling  his  obedi- 
ence. It  is  true  that  the  empire  building 
faculty  of  the  Italians  is  extinct,  pasaed 
away  to  the  more  heavy-handed  people 
who  now,  to  all  appearance,  sway  the 
world;  but  it  is  not  for  us  to  compare 
here  the  importance  of  their  present  mis- 
sion with  that  of  the  other  powers  who 
scramble  for  every  vacant  square  mile 
of  the  earth's  surface  without  any  clear 
notion  as  to  what  they  are  going  to  do 
with  it  after  colouring  it  in  the  maps  as 
their  own;  or  the  characteristics  of  the 
nation  viewed  in  contrast  with  the  out- 
come of  our  own  great  industrial  advance, 
or  with  our  colonising  achievements  in 
filling  up  one  vast  continent  and  fringing 
another  with  not  Very  enticing  reproduc- 
tions of  our  own  sad  coloured  inartistic 
'^volkseefuhl.''  It  never  occiirred  to  our 
major-domo  at  Sestri  that  he  was  jeopardis- 
ing his  dignity  by  his  politeness  and  his 
readiness  to  anticipate  even  our  wishes. 
His  eyes  had  never  been  opened  to  the 
beauty  of  boorishness  miasqaerading  as 
sturdy  Independence,  and  he  accepted 
frankly  the  r61e  of  service  and  set  himself 
to  win  his  reward  by  courtesy,  by  cddlfnl 
ministering,  or  perhaps  by  craftl  How 
close  he  would  keep,  in  an  emergeacyi  to 
that  hard  and  fast  line  of  rectitude,  drawn 
by  unimaginative  northerns,  I  cannot  in 
good  breeding  even  discuss,  seeing  that  at 
parting  he  showered  upon  my  head  more 
blessings  than  I  ever  remembered  to  have 
received  before. 

From  Sestri  the  road  ascends  rapidly 
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and  turns  inland,  bat  one  still  gets  con- 
stant glimpses  of  the  sea  filling  np  with  its 
vivid  blae  the  end  of  some  steep-sided 
valley  far  below  our  feet.  At  the  snmmit, 
some  two  thousand  three  hundred  feet 
high,  •  the  cold  is  very  intense,  and  the 
walls  of  cliff  on  either  side  are  covered 
with  ice  curtains  wherever  a  stream  coHies 
down.  A  few  dwarf  junipers  and  scrubby 
pines  are  all  that  nature  can  support  in 
the  way  of  trees,  there  is  no  sign  of  culti- 
vation, and  for  many  miles  we  found  no 
human  dwelling  of  any  sort.  In  these 
parts  it  became  evident  that  the  phase  of 
life  we  had  viewed  oh  the  seaward  slope 
was  exotic  After  a  mile  or  two  of  descent 
we  came  upon  some  scattered  houses  all 
bearing  an  indescribable  look  of  pinched 
and  freezing  squalor  in  their  stained  white 
waUs  and  broken,  rickety  doors  and 
windows,  giving  a  stranger  contrast  to  the 
houses  we  saw  yesterday  than  one  would 
find  anywhere  in  England  between  the 
cottage  of  labour  and  the  cottage  of 
gOntiUty.  In  these  villages  and  low  hill- 
sides, where  the  wealth  of  the  country  is 
raised  and  gathered,  only  the  very  poor  are 
to  be  found.  Here  they  endure  patiently 
the  long  nightmare  which  passes  with  them 
for  life,  warping  and  twisting  their  bodies 
in  the  never-ceasing  struggle  to  win  even 
the  meagre  pittance  which  is  their  share  of 
the  fruits  they  produce,  and  sinking  into  a 
mood  of  sullen  and  often  truculent  despair 
little  in  kee^dng  with  the  traditions  which 
librettists  and  romancers  persist  in  adopt- 
ing in  their  presentments  of  the  Italian 
peasant. 

It  is  only  when  an  Englishman  leaves 
his  native  land  that  he  sees  fought  out, 
"4  outranee,"  the  struggle  between  man 
and  the  fruit-bearing  earth.  Man  tills  the 
ground  in  England  as* well  as  in  Italy; 
but  here  he^hts,  as  one  guarding  the  very 
springs  of  existence,  for  himself  and  all  he 
can  call  his  own,  and  not  as  a  mercenary. 
He  knows  nothing  of  the  English  labourer's 
easy  saunter  through  a  day's  work,  with 
a  certainty  of  sufficient  wage  on  Saturday 
night,  of  gratis  medical  attendance,  and  of 
a  le^  claim  on  the  pockets  of  Us  more 
provident  neighbours  for  support,  should 
he  be  disabled  for  a  season  or  laid  up  alto- 
gether. If  the  teachers  of  the  Italian 
peasant  should  succeed  in  making  dear  to 
him  the  state  and  circumstances  of  the 
English  labourer,  and  then  ask  him  to 
dedare  at    the  voting  urns  whether  he 

I  would  like  to  have  something  of  the  same 
kind  for  himself,  or  continue  to  live  and 


toil  as  his  fathers  had  done,  he  would  almost 
certainly,  wedded  to  custom  as  he  is,  vote 
for  the  change ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  if 
the  conditions  of  the  peasant  cultivator's 
life  were  plainly  and  honestly  put  before 
the  English  labourer,  he  would  never  elect 
to  change  his  condition,  and  set  up  as  a 
farmer  on  his  own  account,  and  work  and 
live  as  hard  as  the  small  cultivator  works 
and  lives  all  the  world  over. 

That  the  Italian  peasant  should  retain 
so  much  of  gentleness,  and  good  breeding, 
and  patient  endurance,  in  spite  of  his  life 
of  incessant  labour  and  the  greedy  hand  of 
the  tax-gatherer  ever  snatching  at  his 
slender  gains,  is  a  fact  whidh  speaks 
volumes  for  the  innate  sweetness  of  the 
national  character^  and  for  the  fiu-reaching 
effects  of  early  civilisation.  Society  in 
Italy  was  never  braced  together  by  such 
an  iron  band  as  the  mediaeval  feudalism 
of  the  transalpine  nation&  Oppression 
and  injustice  were  as  rife  here,  no  doubt, 
as  elsewhere,  but  the  peasant  never  became 
the  serf,  the  great  gulf  between  lord  and 
vassal  which  is  not  yet  bridged  over 
amongst  peoples  of  Teutonic  race  was  never 
openra.  Ittdy  has  never  known  a  war  of 
classes  like  the  German  peasants'  war,  or 
the  revolutionary  struggles  in  France  and 
England.  There  the  powers  of  discord 
still  exist  in  malignant  activity,  in  spite  of 
the  holocaust  offered  at  the  shrine  of  the 
*'  triumphant  democracy  "  of  the  day.  The 
Italian  peasant  has  the  same  speech,  the 
same  pride  of  race,  the  same  national  ideals, 
as  the  noble,  who,  for  his  part,  thoroughly 
understands,  and  to  a  great  degree 
shares,  the  tastes  and  prejudices  of  his 
country  neighbours,  and  keeps  his  purse- 
strings  very  loose  when  he  happens  to  be 
amongst  them. 

This  absence  of  caste  in  its  most  odious 
form  tends  to  produce  the  impression 
which  one  so  often  gathers  in  Italy,  that 
good  manners  are  the  well-nigh  universal 
heritage  of  the  nation.  The  politeness 
which  may  often  seem  excessive  to  a 
stranger,  is  not  necessarily  servility  or  any 
admission  of  inferiority;  it  is  rather  the 
manifestation  of  a  desire  on  the  part  of' 
the  speaker  to  make  the  person  spoken  to 
satisfied  witii  hunself,  and  the  country, 
and  all  about  him,  and  go  away  firmly 
persuaded  that  Italy  is,  indeed,  the  land 
of  lands.  It  would  be  idle  to  deny  that 
there  is  another  side  to  the  picture.  The 
charming  traits  which  the  Italians  know 
how  to  exhibit  with  such  consummate 
skill,  induce  the  passing  stranger  to  be 
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prodigal  of  his  good  words  in  a  measure 
which  often  provokes  a  smile  from  a 
listener  who  may  have  searched  a  little 
deeper.  It  is  certain  ttiat  nntnithfiilnesB, 
and  violence,  and  treachery  are  rife ;  bat 
I  have  never  met  with  any  statistics  to 

Erove  whether  these  sins  afflict  Italy  in  a 
eavier  degree  than  other  European  states. 
The  use  of  the  knife  is  a  crying  scandal, 
for  which  the  fiery  particles  composing  the 
Italian  physique  must  be  held  responsible  -, 
just  as  one  lays  to  the  charge  of  the  biting 
winds  and  chUling  mists  of  the  North  the 
millions  of  gallons  of  beer  and  spirits  over 
which  our  workers  lavish  wages  such  as 
an  Italian  never  dreams  of. 

On  our  way  over  the  mountains  from 
Sestri,  we  took  lunch  at  a  wayside  inn,  in 
a  desolate  little  village  too  high  up  to 
gather  any  beauty  from  the  wealth  of 
foliage  which  makes  the  valleys  a  dream  of 
loveUness.  The  landscape  was  hard  and 
cold,  and  life  must  be  hard  and  cold  as 
well^  to  judge  from  the  discourse  of  our 
hostess,  an  old  woman  with  a  fine,  sorrow- 
ful face,  and  eager  for  a  chat.  Poor  old 
soul,  as  soon  as  she  had  put  before  us 
the  best  her  house  could  tufford — and  it 
was  vastly  better  than  anything  we  should 
have  eaten  in  a  house  of  corresponding 
status  in  Eogland — she  sat  down  and  told 
us  a  story  of  life  in  these  parts,  a  story 
which  sounded  almost  like  a  sermon 
preached  from  a  text  out  of  Leopardi 
Her  husband  and  her  eight  children  were 
all  dead;  one  of  these  who  had  been 
cruelly  mangled  by  a  fall  from  a  scaffold, 
had  crawled  about  for  many  years  a  help- 
less, hopeless  cripple. 

"Ah,  come  si  fa,"  she  sighed,  ''perhaps 
the  dead  are  best  off,  now  ttiere  is  so 
much  misery  in  the  land.  To  live  at  all 
a  man  ifhust  slave  hard  from  rise  to  set  of 
sun,  and  then  think  himself  lucky,  for 
there  are  thousands  with  no  work  to  do 
and  no  bread  to  eat.  Once  many  foreign 
travellers  came  this  way,  but  now  they  all 
go  by  train,  and  the  only  people  who 
knock  at  my  door  are  those  who  beg  a 
scrap  of  bread  for  charity." 

She  showed  us  a  photograph  taken  in 
Buenos  Ayres,  of  a  prosperous  -  looking 
family  group — the  paterfamilias,  a  nephew 
of  hers  who  had  gone  out  thither  and 
prospered,  as  many  Italians  do. 

"Ah,  come  si  la"  she  sighed  again  as 
she  told  us  their  story,  and  I  was  puzzled 
to  determine  whether  the  dominant  tone 
in  her  voice  as  she  spoke  of  this  one  ray  of 
sunshine  was  satisfaction  or  discontent  at 


her  own  poverty  compared  with  her  kins- 
man's affluence,  or  acquiescence  in  a  fate 
which,  once  spoken,  neither  she  nor  any 
other  mortal  could  aJter. 

The  view  from  the  last  turn  before  the 
rapid  descent  to  Spezia  is  one  of  the  fabest 
in  Europe.  The  dazzling  waters  of  the 
Gulf,  the  blue  partially  veiled  by  snow  of 
the  Carrara  mountains,  and  the  vast  white 
snow-fields  of  the  higher  Apennines  inland, 
bound  the  nearer  landscape,  which  here 
again  puts  on  all  the  rich  beauty  of  the 
South.  Spezia  itself  is  a  dreary,  uninterest- 
ing town ;  and  it  seemed  doubly  dreary 
in  the  ceaseless  downpour  of  rain  which 
came  on  the  night  of  our  arrival,  and 
ultimately  frustrated  our  intended  visit  to 
Leriei  and  the  lovely  shores  of  the  Gulf. 
We  travelled  by  railway  to  Bome,  and  did 
not  take  to  wheels  again  tUl  we  drove  out. 
of  the  Porta  San  Giovanni  towards  FrascatL 
Frascati  is  a  place  which  suffers  from  the 
fact  that  it  is  supposed  to  be  an  easy  day's 
excursion  from  Borne.  People  flock  out  by 
an  early  train,  rush  off  to  do  the  regulation 
climb  to  Tusculum,  and  return,  jaded  and 
hot,  just  in  time  to  catch  the  train  back. 
Frascati,  albeit  somewhat  infected  by  the 
piteous  building  craze  which  has  made 
Some  more  desolate  and  horrible  than 
even  the  writer  of  the  Apocalypse  figured 
her  in  his  most  truculent  mood,  is  still  a 
place  where  one  can  profitably  dream  a 
week  away.  To  wander  about  the  majestic 
gardens  of  the  semi-deserted  villas  is  to 
realise,  as  ftilly  as  one  may,  the  stately  life 
of  the  times  which  saw  their  creation,  the< 
ruin  and  extinction  that  has  fallen  on 
many  of  the  families  whose  names  they 
bear,  and  the  strange  taste  of  their  present 
owners,  which  dooms  these  fair  pleasaunces 
to  shabby  neglect  and  practical  desertioa 
The  twisted  trun&s  of  the  ilex  woods,  with 
their  opaque  curtains  of  dark  green  leafage, 
the  stately  umbrella  pines,  and  the  graceful 
spikes  of  the  cypresses,  "  like  Death's  lean 
lifted  forefinger,"  breakmg  the  line  of  the 
cbcumjacent  foliage,  make  up  a  woodland 
picture  which,  if  less  lush  and  luxuriant 
than  our  glorious  English  groves  of  oak, 
and  elm,  and  beech,  is  richer  in  detailed 
points  of  beauty,  and  more  pathetic  as  an 
environment  of  decay. 
^  To  the  lettered  Englishman  of  Elizabeth's 
time,  Italy  was  the  laud  of  mystery  and 
legend,  of  strange  and  awful  crime,  and  of 
delights  sweet  and  intoxicating  beyond  the 
wildest  dream  of  the  voluptuary,  of 
amorous  adventure  and  abundant  wine. 
In  the  fierce  light  of  to-day  little  of  her 
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gluaonr  remainB  to  attract;  and  thoagh 
her  treasures  of  art  wield  a  potent  chamii 
the  strongest  of  all  the  cords  that  now 
draw  men  thither  is  the  fact  that  Italy 
is,  beyond  all  other  lands,  the  land  of 
memories  and  associations.  It  is  not  so 
mnch  that  the  country  is  fair  beyond 
words,  that  at  any  torn  one  may  come 
npon  some  little  town  containing  some 
wonder  of  art  in  paintug  or  architecture ; 
it  is  because  every  stream,  every  valley, 
every  town,  calls  up  the  memory  of  some 
one  who  has  helped  to  miJce  history,  or 
has  added  a  fresh  glory  to  art  or  letters. 
It  even  gives  a  charm  to  remember  that 
one  is  travelling  in  the  tracks  of  those 
"Italianite"  English  whose  goings-on, 
when  they  returned,  stirred  so  deeply  the 
bile  of  worthy  old  Aacham.  Nowhere  do 
the  memories  of  story  and  song  rise  up  so 
thickly  and  so  readily  as  in  one  of  these  old 
Italian  gardens ;  nowhere  are  the  traces  of 
change  so  slight.  Change,  such  as  there 
is,  has  come  in  the  mere  efflaz  of  time, 
wUch  has  brought  the  thick  standing  trees 
to  thdr  present  lusty  growth^  and  smoothed 
away  the  sharp  edges  of  the  stone  of 
baluster  and  colonnade  with  a  tender 
growth  of  lichdn  and  moss. 
I  To  try  to  people  the  streets  of  an  Italian 
city  to-day  with  the  personages  of  a  dead  and 
gone  age,  involves  a  mental  atrain  which  can 
only  be  kept  upby  thosegifted  with  an  imagi- 
nation abnormally  strong  and  vivid,  but  in 
the  groves  of  the  Torlonia  and  Aldobrandini 
villas  one  is  almost  surprised  at  not  meet- 
ing ladies  and  gallants  such  as  one  sees  on 
the  stage  in  Elizabethan  comedy,  or  such 
ai  Inglesant  met  at  that  wonderful  banquet 
in  the  house  of  Cardinal  Binuccini. 

Everybody  who  goes  to  Frascati  makes 
the  excursion  to  Tusculum.  The  views 
alone  would  repay  one  were  the  ascent 
ten  Umes  more  wearisome  than  it  is,  and 
to  sit  down  on  the  stone  benches  of  the 
little  theatre  at  the  top  is  to  find  oneself 
travelling  back  into  the  days  of  the  men 
who  made  the  place  famous,  as  easily  as 
one  realises  the  seventeenth  century  in  the 
old  gardens  below.  One  is  here  in  the 
footsteps  of  Cicero  in  the  place  and  at  the 
season  when  the  world  went  well  with  him. 
Here  he  had  gathered  round  him  his 
beloved  statues  and  books,  rarely  writing 
a  letter  in  which  he  did  not  remind  his 
correspondent  to  lose  no  opportunity  of 
picking  up  for  him  some  manuscripts  for 
his  Ul^ary  or  work  of  art  for  the  adorn- 
ment of  his  house ;  here  he  fell  naturally 
into  that  optimist  mood  which  is  so  strongly 


marked  in  the  somewhat  jejune  and  arti- 
ficial moralising  of  the  ''Da  Senectute." 
But  here,  likewise,  he  heard  the  news  of 
his  ruin  and  proscription,  and  from  here 
he  set  out  on  that  last  journey  destined 
to  a  fatal  ending  in  the  woods  of  Formfse, 

The  road  from  Frascati  to  Palestrina 
runs  througti  well-cultivated  valleys,  girt 
by  the  lower  ridges  of  the  mountains. 
High  up  are  buQt  the  villages,  shining 
white  in  the  sun.  The  prospect  is  pleasing 
enough,  but  it  wants  the  dreamy  loveliness 
of  the  view  we  have  left  behind  us— the 
view  over  the  Campagna  looking  back 
towards  Bome  and  the  ^bine  Hills.  On  a 
rugged  spur  of  the  mountains  to  the  left, 
near  where  our  road  joins  the  great  high- 
way between  Bjme  and  Naples,  stands 
Colonna,  the  nest  of  the  great  family  whose 
name  is  read  so  frequently  in  the  annals  of 
the  Papal  states,  and  here,  almost  within 
sight,  of  it,  was  fought  out  "^outrance" 
the  struggle  between  its  lord  and  Boniface 
the  Eighth,  the  moat  arrogant  and  turbu- 
lent priest  who  ever  sat  in  St.  Peter's 
chsJr.  In  the  conclave  of  1294  the  Colonna 
Cardinals  had  resisted  his  election,  and 
thereby  had  incurred  his  undying  hatred ; 
but  in  the  early  part  of  his  reign  he  was 
too  much  occupied  in  turning  to  advantage 
the  quarrels  of  the  Kings  of  Naples  and 
Aragon,  and  in  other  foreign  intrigue,  to 
gratify  his  spite  against  his  neighbours, 
but  he  had  not  for  a  moment  forgotten  it 
In  1297  the  Colonna,  who  then  held  Pales- 
trina, imprudently  attacked  and  carried  ofiF 
a  convoy  of  sumptuous  furniture  which  the 
Pope  had  sent  from  Bome  for  the  decoration 
of  his  palace  at  Anaqui,  and  thus  gave  occa- 
sion and  excuse  for  the  issue  of  that  fero- 
cious bull  of  excommunication  which  de- 
livered over  the  Colonnas  and  all  their 
possessions  to  destruction  and  plunder.  The 
Orsini,  ready  at  all  times  to  harry  their  here- 
ditary foes,  hastened  to  o£fer  their  services 
to  the  Pope,  and  after  a  few.  weeks  the 
Colonnas  were  flyfaag  for  their  lives,  pro- 
scribed and  ruined  men.  One  of  them, 
young  Sciarra  Colonna,  escaped  by  sea,  and 
was  taken  by  pirates.  A  French  ship 
rescued  him,  and  he  betook  himself  to  the 
Court  of  Philip  the  Fair  to  bide  his  time. 

Palestrina  was  at  that  date  a  town  of 
great  strength.  Thither  the  two  Colonna 
Cardinals  withdrew,  and  were  soon  rein- 
forced bv  other  members  and  retainers  of 
the  family.  After  an  obstinate  siege  the 
place  fell  by  that  act  of  treachery  which 
has  been  immortalised  by  Dante,  the 
counsel  to  promise  lavishly,  and  to  perform 
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as  mueh  as  might  be  convenient,  which 
Gaido  da  Montefeltro  gave  and  Boniface 
so  readily  accepted.  On  this  account 
Dante  assigns  to  Boniface  a  place  in  hell 
daring  his  lifetime,  an  honour  accorded 
to  no  one  else,  locating  him  with'  the 
followers  of  Simon  Magus.  Beguiled  by 
the  Pope's  promises,  the  Golonnas  went 
forth  to  do  submission.  They  were 
detained  nominaUy  as  guests,  really  as 
prisoners,  during  the  time  that  their  city 
was  being  destroyed,  and  the  site  of  it 
sown  with  salt,  and  the  ruin  of  their  house 
seemed  complete. 

In  1303  the  long  smouldering  quarrel 
between  the  Pope  and  PhiUp  the  Fair 
burst  into  flame.  Sciarra  Colonna  returned 
to  Italy,  taking  with  him  William  of 
Nozaret,  another  bitter  enemy  of  Boniface. 
The  Pope,  meantime,  had  withdrawn  from 
the  summer  heats  of  Rome  to  Anaqui,  a 
city  which  lies  about  a  dozen  miles  farther 
on  the  road  we  are  traversing,  and  from 
there  he  launched  his  bull  of  excommuni- 
cation against  the  King  of  France.  Sud- 
denly there  came  the  news  that  Sciarra,  at 
the  head  of  a  band  of  mercenaries,  was 
advancing  from  the  Tuscan  frontier  under 
the  banner  of  France,  and  before  Anaqui 
could  be  put  in  a  state  of  defence  the  foe 
was  within  the  walls,  and  Boniface  in  the 
hands  of  the  man  who  had  so  long  a  cata- 
logue of  wrongs  to  avenge.  For  several 
weeks  he  was  kept  a  captive,  suffering 
shameful  indignities  at  the  hands  of  his 
captors,  tDl  at  last  the  people  of  Anaqui, 
who  at  first  were  not  sorry  to  see  their 
tyrannous  master  receive  a  lesson  at  the 
hand  of  a  stronger  tyrant,  rose  scandalised 
at  the  cruelties  perpetrated  on  an  old  man 
and  a  priest,  and  drove  out  the  troops  of 
Sciarra,  and  sent  Boniface  under  the  guard 
of  the  Orskii  chiefs  back  to  Bome,  where 
he  died  a  few  weeks  afterwards,  heart- 
broken by  the  shame  of  his  discomfiture 
and  disgrace. 

Palestrina,  like  Yolterra  and  Cortona, 
has  its  origin  in  days  beyond  the  ken  of 
the  chronologist.  It  clings  to  the  steep 
face  of  the  rock  against  which  it  is  built, 
the  houses  finding  a  foothold  in  the  ruins 
of  the  gigantic  Temple  of  Fortune,  built  by 
Sylla  in  the  plenitude  of  his  power  on 
the  site  of  a  yet  earUer  city,  which  had 
been  the  stronghold  of  the  younger 
Marias.  After  the  suicide  of  Marias, 
Sylla  determined  to  celebrate  his  victory 
after  the  fashion  of  a  conqueror  of  the 
age.  He  levelled  PrsBueste  to  the  earth, 
and  slew  or  exported  its  people,  and  then 


set  to  work  to  build  a  city  which  should 
be  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world. 

The  Temple  of  Fortune  was,  in  its  day, 
the  largest  building  in  Europe,  and  to 
judge  from  the  restorations  of  archseo- 
logists,  it  must  also  have  been  the  most 
sumptuous,  but  now  its  very  ruins  have 
perished.  The  hand  of  the  destroyer  has 
always  been  heavy  upon  the  place.  After 
Sylla  and  Boniface  came  Eugenius  the 
Tenth,  who,  to  punish  a  rebellion  of  the 
Oolonnas,  again  razed  the  place  to  the 
earth  in  1436,  not  even  sparing  the 
cathedral  It  was  rebidlt,  somewhat  as 
we  see  it  to-day,  under  Nicolas  the  Fifth, 
the  Golonnas  still  being  its  lords,  but  in 
1630  it  passed  to  the  Barberini,  and  with 
them  it  still  remains. 

The  road  into  the  town  winds  upward 
in  zigzags,  and  one  sees  firsts  on  the  face 
of  the  declivity,  bits  of  early  polygonal 
masonry,  Gyclopean  or  Pelasgic,  then 
comes  the  Etruscan,  and  upon  this  is  laid 
the  brick  foundations  of  Sylla's  vast 
temple.  Higher  up  one  may  here  and 
there  come  upon  fragments  of  pillar  and 
cornice  worked  into  tiie  walls  of  the 
squalid  houses,  and  at  the  highest  point 
of  the  town  the  Barberini  have  built  their 
palace,  the  central  pavilion  of  which 
occupies  the  site,  and,  in  a  measure,  follows 
the  lines  of  the  apex  of  the  fane  of  Fortune. 
From  it  stretch  out  two  semicbcular  wings, 
which  contain  divers  vast  gaunt  salons  with 
gaudily  painted  ceilings  in  the  vilest  style 
of  the  Decadence,  and  numerous  smaller 
apartmenta  Over  the  whole  of  Palestrina 
there  hangs  an  air  of  moumftal  decay,  and 
of  this  sad  city  this  mouldy,  deserted  palace 
seems  the  most  tristful  spot,  yet  here  a 
curious  incongruous  evidence  of  revelry 
met  our  eyes.  There  were  placards  on 
the  walls  telling  of  a  veglione  which  had 
been  held  there  in  the  last  carnival  season. 
The  aspect  of  the  rooms  now  almost  for- 
bade the  notion  that  music  could  make 
itself  heard,  and  lamps  galore  would  be 
needed  to  dissipate  the  gloom  w)iioh,  on 
this  particular  afternoon,  seemed  heavy 
and  profound  enough  to  have  damped  the 
avdour  of  the  most  inveterate  dancer  in 
Italy.  There  are  not  more  ttian  a  dozen 
shops  in  the  town,  all  the  rest  of  the 
houses  having  the  air  of  sordid  poverty^ 
so  one  was  a  little  puzzled  to  see  how 
enough  dancers  could  have  been  got  to- 
gether to  make  a  decent  show  in  the  desert 
of  dancing  floor.  Apropos  of  the  veglione, 
one  may  assume  from  the  announcemMits 
above-named  that  Palestrina  keeps  early 
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honra,  for  it  was  provided  that  the  dancing 
WAS  to  be  over  at  ten  o'doek.  The  chief 
Bight  of  the  palace  is  the  wonderf  al  mosaic 
which  was  discovered  down  by  the  cathedral 
in  1638.  It  gives  a  complete  pictured 
record  of  the  overflowing  of  the  Niloj  evi- 
dentlj  from  the  hand  of  some  artist  who 
bad  seen  the  marvels  of  Egypt.  There  is 
pictured  every  object  which  one  recognises 
as  a  common  one  of  the  land,  crocodiles, 
ichnemnons,  hippopotami,  the  lotos,  the 
ibis,  and  priests  and  warriors  in  appro- 
pibte  headgear.  The  motive  of  the  work 
is  evidently  one  of  joy  and  thanksgiving 
for  the  beneficent  flood.  It  is  a  strange 
freak  of  chance  that  this  magnificent  work 
should  have  survived  the  many  overthrows 
of  this  iU-starred  town. 

The  people  of  Palestrina  enjoy  a  some- 
what sinister  reputation. 

"  Are  there  any  brigands  left  in  Pales- 
trina f "  I  asked  our  driver. 

"1^0,  signer;  the  only  brigands  in  Italy 
now  are  those  in  the  Government  offices," 
he  replied,  delighted  at  the  chance  of 
having  a  flbg  at, "  II  govemo." 

Let  it  be  Papal,  or  absolute,  or  constitu- 
tional! the  Italian  will  always  hate  the 
power  which  taxes  him  and  keeps  him  in 
order,  unless  he  should  happen  to  be  one 
of  the  official  gai^,  who  live  on  salaries  of 
next  to  nothing,  paid  for  services  which 
are  often  worth  less  than  nothing.  The 
people  hanging  about  the  streets  of  Pales- 
trina seemed  gloomy  and  depressed  enough, 
and  apparently  had  plenty  of  leisure  to 
devote  to  brigandage  should  their  tastes 
have  led  them  that  way;  but  probably  this 
profession  had  been  found  long  ago  to  be 
unprofitable  and  consequently  abandoned. 
Their  sad,  sullen  looks  were  natural  enough. 
How  could  any  one  be  cheerful  living  in 
these  ruinous,  midodorous  streets,  with 
nothing  to  do  and  in  chronic  uncertainty 
as  to  the  date  of  the  next  meal ) 

From  the  terrace  of  the  Barberini  palace 
one  may  get  a  view  of  the  whole  length  of 
the  PontSie  marshes  and  the  sea  beyond. 
The  guide  pointed  out  to  us  two  specks  on 
the  horizoni  which  he  told  us  were  Net- 
tuno  and  Porto  d'Anzio,  the  only  dwellings 
of  men  on  that  pestilence-stricken  shore. 
At  the  comer  of  a  street  we  saw  some 
baskets  of  fish  which  had  come  from  there 
— ^hideous  reptilian  creatures  with  wide 
gapinff  mouths  and  wing-like,  spiky  fins, 
and  aSio  some  eels,  green  and  poisonous  of 
aspeet,  looking  as  if  they  might  have  assi- 
mUated  idl  the  malaria  germs  of  the  mud 
from  which  they  had  been  taken.    Accord- 


ing to  our  guide  the  men  in  these  parts  sufifer 
much  more  from  malaria  than  the  women. 
The  air  of  Palestrina  itself  is  of  course 
above  suspicion.  That  spring  day,  as  we 
stood  gazmg  over  the  plains,  we  understood 
why  words  like  "frigidus  "  and  "gelidus" 
are  used  so  often  in  the  classics  to  qualify 
Prseneste.  The  air  was  like  that  of  an 
English  April  day,  and  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  it  It  came  tearing^  up  the  valley, 
bringing  angry-looking  clouds,  and  whip- 
ping our  faces  with  big  drops  of  rain. 
Eit£er  from  the  malign  colouring  of  the 
sombre  sky,  or  from  the  unkind  touch  of 
the  wind,  a  wonder  arose  in  my  mind  why 
it  was  that  any  old  Soman,  wanting  to  go 
into  the  country  to  escape  the  city  heats, 
should  have  gone  to  Palestrina,  with  Tivoli 
and  Frascati  lyhig  nearer  at  hand.  The 
prospect  was  fine,  even  grand,  but  it  had 
nothing  of  the  dreamy  beauty  of  that  we 
enjoyed  yesterday.  Perhaps  Tibur  and 
Tusculum,  through  their  easy  access,  may 
have  become  as  Margate  and  Bamsgate, 
and  the  more  fastidious  of  the  patricians 
have  been  driven  to  Pr»aeste  and  other 
remoter  stations  for  the  sake  of  greater 
seclusion. 

From  Palestrina  to  Tivoli  one  passes 
over  the  course  of  the  ancient  Via  Praenes- 
tina,  the  origintd  pavement  of  which  is  in 
many  places  still  '*in  situ.''  The  country  is 
neither  very  beautiful  nor  very  interesting. 
The  road  winds  through  the  low  foot-hills, 
and  the  long  stretch  of  the  Gampagna 
with  its  magic  loveliness  of  distant  effect 
is  lost.  Here  and  there  are  charming  bits 
where  the  road  pierces  an  intervening 
ridge  of  rock  through  a  cleft  cut  by  that 
indomitable  patience  of  the  Boman  in 
predynamite  days;  or  where  one  sees 
below  in  the  gorge  the  still  perfect  arch 
of  the  ancient  bridge  over  wUch  the  road 
formerly  ran.  The  climb  up  to  Tivoli  is 
steep.  As  we  ascended  under  the  sombre 
sky  through  the  thick  olive  woods  on  the 
hillside,  the  aspect  of  the  place  was  chill 
and  forbidding,  and  this  impression  was 
not  lessened  when  we  dismissed  our 
carriage,  and  found  ourselves  gaests  for 
the  night  at  the  historic  *'Albergo  della 
Sibylla." 

As  a  rule,  one  visits  Tivoli  in  fine 
weather  at  midday.  My  past  impressions 
of  our  hostelry  were  that  it  was  a  some- 
what cheerful,  not  to  say  noisy  place.  I 
thought  I  remembered  lunch  under  an 
awning,  on  which  the  sun  beat  fiercely, 
with  many  others  feasting  around,  and 
two,  if  not  more,  native  musicians  waking 




r 


132     (August  5, 1893.] 


ALL  THE  TEAB  BOUm). 


[Oondnoted  by 


the  echoes  with  voice  and  guitar.  Not 
that  we  were  oppressed  with  silence  now, 
there  was  noiae  enough;  bat  it  was  the 
thnnderoas  roar  of  the  falls  which  took 
their  leap  into  the  chasm  jaat  beneath  our 
feet.  The  awning  was  there,  too,  needless 
as  far  as  sunshine  was  concerned,  and 
only  serving  to  increase  the  noise  by 
flappine  and  cracking  as  the  gusty  wind 
got  under  it.  The  hotel  itself  is  humble, 
but  better  than  its  mean  entrance  in  the 
narrow,  dirty  street  promises. 

Divers  of   the   unemployed  of   Tivoli 
accompanied    us    into    the    dark,    dingy 
•entry,  and  two  or  three  followed  us  up  the 
dirty  stone  stairs  through  a  network  of 
passages  to  our  bedroom.    These  proved 
to  be  local  guides,  who  informed  us  with 
great  decision  of  manner  that  we  must 
see    the    falls    to-morrow    under    their 
guidance.    The  room  was  bare  and  chill, 
with  a  biick  floor  and  ill-fitting  windovrs, 
which  let  in  both  the  wind  and  the  deafen- 
ing noise  of  the  cascade.     The  one  dim 
candle  made  little  impression  on  the  dusk 
of  our  apartment,  and  the  whole  place  had 
an  air  which  made  us  disposed  to  endorse 
Georges  Sand's  remark  as  to  '4'affreuse 
auberge  de  la  Slbylle,  un  vrai  coupe-gorge 
de   rOp6ra    Oo^lique,"    but    our    mood 
became  more  cheerful  under  the  influence 
of  the  good  dinner — which  an  Italian  Inn 
can  always  supply  at  the  shortest  notice — 
and  of  some  excellent  red  wine.    Still,  it 
was  evident  that  sleeping  guests  at  the 
**  Sibylla  "  were  somewhat  rare,  the  great 
business  of  the  place  being  to  feed  the 
crowds  which  flock  out  every  day  from 
Bo3ie. 

For  the  ban  of  the  show-place  lies  very 
heavy  upon  Tivoli.  Everything  is  a  sight 
to  be  seen,  for  the  price  of  a  franc  here 
and  a  franc  there.  No  waterfall,  however 
beautiful,  could  escape  vulgarisation  under 
such  treatment  as  has  been  dealt  out  to 
the  headlong  Anico;  and  elaboration  in 
the  way  of  path,  and  staircase,  and  coign 
of  vantage  is  more  shocking  to  the  sense 
of  fitness  than  the  splitting  up  of  the 
stream  into  rivulets  for  service  in  the 
dozen  or  more  factories  which  are  set  on 
the  crest  of  the  ravine.  Here  one  is 
conscious  that  the  stream  -  sections  are 
doing  useful  work,  and  doing  it  in  grace- 
ful fashion,  making  the  big  wheels  spin 
round  in  rainbow  glory,  without  any 
polluting  smoke,  and  finishing  off  on  thehr 
own  account  as  very  respectable  cascades, 
after  all.     viewed  from  the  opposite  side 


water  woven  into  the  thick  curtain  of 
greenery  on  the  face  of  the  rock  is  a  rare 
and  beautiful  ona 

The  charm  of  Tivoli  suffers  much  more 
from  the  excursionist  element  than  from 
the  industrial.    In  addition  to  the  steam 
tramway  a  railway  now  links  it  with  the 
outer  world,  and  the  crowd  of  visitors  lias 
increased  enormously  in  volume;  but^  it 
would  appear,  not  proportionally  in  pro- 
priety of  demeanour,  for  the  owner  of  the 
Villa  d'Este — a  villa  with  a  garden  sur- 
passing  in   beauty  anything   that   even 
Frascati  can  show — has  been  compelled  to 
exclude  .  strangers    on    account    of    the 
ravages   that   certain   selfish   barbarians 
have  wrought  to  his  trees  and  fountains. 
Any  one  who  has  once  loitered  away  a 
day    in    these    exquisite    gardens,    and 
delighted  in  the  prospect  of  the  distant 
hills  and  the  strip  of  the  Oiunpagna  seen 
between  the  giant   cypresses  —  veritable 
mountains  of  dark  foliage,  grown  so  close 
as  to  give  the  impression  of  a  solid  mass — 
and  listened  to  the  tinkle  of  the  thousand 
tiny  cascades  descending  from  basin  to 
basin  down  the  slope  of  the  garden,  will 
have  made  for  himself  a  picture  of  loveli- 
ness which  time  will  labour  to  efface  in 
vain. 

When  one  in  this  case  goes  back  to 
Tivoli,  and  finds  the  gates  of  this  paradise 
barred  against  liim,  he  may,  with  all 
reason,  indulge  fn  a  service  of  excommuni- 
cation, as  lengthy  and  truculent  as  Uncle 
Toby's,  against  the  misbegotten  loons  who 
by  their  malevolent  vandalism  have 
wrought  him  this  injury. 


PREFACES. 

There  is  no  part  of  a  book  so  difficult 
to  write  as  the  Preface.  When  an  author 
has  chosen  his  subject,  collected  his 
materials,  and  mapped  out  his  ground, 
he  bowls  along,  in  most  cases,  before  a 
favouring  gale,  and  in  due  time  arrives 
at  the  desired  '<  Finis."  Then  he  is  dis- 
posed to  dismount  from  his  Pegasus,  and 
enjoy  the  pleasure  which  always  lies  in 
work  completed.  But,  no;  he  is  taken 
aback  with  an  authoritative  reminder  that 
the  public  will  demand  a  preface.  But  do 
the  public  really  care  for  prefaces  I  Is  not 
the  alleged  demand  a  genitJ  fiction  on  the 
part  of  that  most  conservative  of  indi- 
viduals, the  publisher  I    And  why  should 


such  a  tyranny  be  imposed  on  the  unof- 
of  the  valley  the  effect  of  these'threads  of  1  fending  author )   He  has  said  all  he  wants 
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to  Bay ;  he  feels  that  his  book  may  fairly 
be  Idt  to  jastify  itself— out  of  its  own 
month,  as  it  were,  to  vindicate  its  being. 
Bat   It   matters    not.     The    coercion  of 
cofltom,  the  tyranny  of  tradition  imposes 
the  preface,  thongh  often  in  his  preface  the ' 
guileless  scribe  gives  himself  away  to  his 
critics.     Yes,   before  the  pappets  begin, 
there  must  be  a  floarish  on  the  pipes.    The 
cnrtain  mnst  not  rise  until  the  fiddles  have 
performed  a  preliminary  canter.  The  more's 
the  pity ;  for  the  flourish  is  often  a  feeble 
perfurmauce,   and  the    caater  ends  in  a 
break-down.     A  book  m^y  be  a  master- 
piece— all    but  the    prefaca     When  the 
jaded  brain  cannot  be  whipped  into  its 
whilom  vivacity,  and  only  with  efiFort  and 
undue  pressure  fills  up   the   superfluous 
pages,  what  is  to  be  expected  1    There  are 
times  when  a  writer  sitting  down  to  this 
task  feels  like  a  horseman,  weary  with  his 
day's  travel,  who  on  reaching  his  inn  is 
told  he  must  ride  some  miles  further. 

When  a  man  uadertakes  to  write  his 
preface,  whether  through  choice  or  com- 
pulsion, he  finds  himself  confronted  by 
several  questions.    Shall  it    be  long    or 
short— grave   or  gay  9    Shill  it   contain 
an  elaborate  analysis  of  the  book  to  which 
it  is  to  be  prefixed,  or  shall  it  be  confined 
to  generalities  9    Shall  it  be  justificatory  9 
Shall  it  breathe  a  sweet  humility,  or  kindle 
with  thatself-coQsciousness  which  theFrench 
call  "  la  morgue  litt^raire  "  ?    According  to 
the  Italians,  the  preface  is  ''  la  salsa  del 
libro,"  the  sauce  of  the  book,  in  which 
case  it  shonld  be  compounded  of  the  most 
piquant  ingredients,  and  with  professional 
skUI.    Sometimes  an  author,  feeling  un- 
equal to  work  of  such  nicety,  or  wishful  to 
shelter  himself  under  another's  segis,  will 
invite  a  veteran  hand  to  mix  it  for  him, 
and  seive  it  up  with  his  name  attached. 
Such  timidity  is  hardly  to  be  commended  ; 
yet  it  is  a  grtcaful  thing  when  a  popular 
•writer  voluntarily  readers  this  kind  of  as- 
sistance   to   a  tyro,   a  novice,    a  young 
disciple,  leading  him  down,  as  it  were,  to 
the  footlights,  and  with  kindly  words  of 
commendation    introducing    him    to    the 
audience.     Nor  can  one  object  when  the 
divine  impulse  of   friendship    constrains 
Damon  with  his  shield  to  ward  off  attack 
from  gentle  Pythias,  and  fight  in  front  of 
him.    Still,  as  a  rule,  a  man  should  w^ite 
his  own  preface  as  well  as  his  own  book. 
Our  earlier  dramatists  evinced  a  strange 
partiality  for  prologues  written  by  others 
to  their  tragedies  or  comedies;  but  I  think 
these  acts  of  benevolence  or  patronage  were 


seldom  successful.  Either  the  prologue  was 
better  than  the  play,  or  the  pl'iy  than  the 
prologue;    in  the  former  case,  the  play 
wasn't  wanted — ^in  the  latter,  the  prologue. 
It  is  not  good  policy  to  bully  the  reader 
in  the  preface,  thongh  thfs  has  been  and 
still  is  done — and  sometimes  by  men  of 
light  and   leading;  like  Landor,  fretting 
that  the  world  does  not  do  justice  to  their 
genius ;  sometimes  by  vapid  theorists,  out 
of    sheer  vanity  or  the   arrogance    that 
comes  of  ignorance.     These  ' '  helmetdd  pre- 
faces,"  as  St.  Jerome  designates  the  one 
attached  to  his    Version    of    the    Bible, 
are  apt  to  provoke  the  reader's  resentment 
— or  his  laughter.    Dr.  Armstrong,  irri- 
tated by  the  cold  reception  given  to  his 
vary  blank  verse  in  his  "  Art  of  Preserving 
Health,"  avenged  himself  upon  the  public 
in    the    preface    to    his    "Miscellanies." 
<(  He  would  give  them,''  he  says,  '*  much 
bolder  strokes,  a?  well  as  more  delicate 
touches,  but  that  he  dreads  the  danger  of 
writing  too  well  (!),  and  feels  the  value  of 
his  own  labour  too  sensibly  to  bestow  it 
upon  the  mobility  I "    These  were  brave 
words,  but  the  public  only  laughed.    They 
might  be  persuaded  to  take  his  physic ; 
but  nothing  should  induce  them  to  swallow 
his    poetry  1      Scaliger    revelled    in    the 
composition  of  these,  minatory  expositions 
— in  which  his  swashing  blows  fell  upon 
everybody  who  did  not  believe  in  Scaliger. 
His    antagonists  retaliated    in  the  same 
fashion;    but   this  battle  of  the  scribes 
took    place    when    as'  yet    no    public 
existed,    and    the    sword-play    was    as 
purely    make-believe    as    a    stage    com- 
bat.   Our  own  Milton  could  deal  as  hard 
thrusts  as  most  men.    In  his  preface  to 
his  *<  Defence  of  the  English  People,"  he 
thus    bears    down    against   Salmasius — I 
quote  from  the  old  translation,  which  by 
no  means  exaggerates  the   force   of  the 
Miltonic  Latin:    '*It  would  be   folly  in 
me  to  make  such  particular  animadverrions 
upon  his  childishness  and  frenzies  through- 
out his  book,  as  I  do  here  upon  a  few  in 
the  beginning  of  it ;  which  yet  I  would  be 
willing  enough  to  do  (for  we  hear   that 
he  U  swelled  with  pride  and  conceit  to  the 
utmost  degree   imaginable)   if  the  undi- 
gested and  unmethodical  bulk  of  his  book 
did  not  protect  him.     He  was  resolved  to 
take  a  course  like  the  soldier  in  Terence, 
to  save  his  bacon ;  and  it  was  very  cunning 
in  him  to  stuff  his"  book  with  so  much 
puerility  and  so  many  silly  whimsies,  that 
it  might  nauseate  the  smartest  man  in  the 
world  to  death  to  take  notice  of  them  all. 
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Only  I  thought  it  might  not  be  amiss  to 
give  a  specimen  of  him  in  the  piefaee; 
and  to  let  the  serions  reader  have  a  taste 
of  him  at  first,  that  he  might  gaess  by  the 
first  dish  that  is  served  up,  how  noble  an 
entertainment  the  rest  are  likely  to  make ; 
and  that  he  may  imagine  with  himself 
what  an  infinite  number  of  fooleries  and 
impertinences  mnst  needs  be  heaped  np 
together  in  the  body  of  the  book,  when 
they  stand  so  thick  in  the  very  entrance 
into  it;  where,  of  all  other  places,  they 
ought  to  have  been  shunned." 

In  striking  contrast  to  this  truculent 
kind  of  preface  is  the  deprecatory,  much 
affected  by  callow  rhymesters  and  budding 
novelists,  who  pretend  that  they  have  been 
impelled  into  print  at  ''the  desire  of 
friends,"  and  endeavour  by  a  profiosion  of 
deferential  phrases  to  wheedle  the  critic 
and  propitiate  the  reader.  It  is  of  no  use. 
If  the  wares  be  good,  'tis  a  foolish  policy 
to  underrate  their  value ;  if  they  be  worth- 
less, the  vendor's  afiectation  of  humility 
will  not  avail  to  blind  the  experienced  eye. 
Undoubtedly,  genius  itself  is  not  always 
aware  of  the  strength  of  its  wings,  and,  in 
attempting  its  earlier  flights,  wQl  assume 
an  air  of  dignified  and  not  unbecoming 
modesty.  Thus  Keats,  in  the  preface  to 
his  ''Endymion,"  says  :  ''  Knowing  within 
myself  the  manner  in  which  this  poem  has 
been  produced,  it  is  not  without  a  feeling 
of  regret  that  I  make  it  public.  What 
manner  I  mean  will  be  quite  dear  to  the 
reader,  who  must  soon  perceive  great  in- 
experience,, immaturity,  and  every  error 
denoting  a  feverish  attempt^  rather  than  a 
deed  accomplished.  ...  It  is  just  that 
this  youngster  should  die  away :  a  sad 
thought  for  me,  if  I  had  not  some  hope 
that  while  it  is  dwindling  I  may  be  plotting, 
and  fitting  myself  for  verses  fit  to  live." 
Here  we  faAve  the  confidence  as  well  as  the 
modesty  and  self-restraint  of  genius.  There 
is  no  Uriah  Heep-like  show  of  humbleness 
and  deferencCr  Compare  it  with  the  aflfecta- 
tion  of  Lord  Byron's  preface  to  his  "  Hours 
of  Idleness " :  ''A  considerable  portion  of 
these  poems  has  been  privately  printed,  at 
the  request  and  for  the  perusal  of  my 
friends.  I  am  sensible  that  the  partial 
and  frequently  injudicious  admiration  of 
a  social  circle  is  not  the  criticism  by  which 
poetical  genius  is  to  be  estimated,  yet,  '  to 
do  greatly '  we  mnst '  dare  greatly 'j  and  I 
have  hazarded  my  reputation  and  feelings 
in  publishing  tins  volume.  .  .  .  With 
slight  hopes  and  some  fears,  I  publish  this 
first  and  last  attempt.    To  the  dictates  of 


young  ambition  may  be  ascribed  many 
actions  more  criminal  and  equally  absurd. 
To  a  few  of  my  own  age  the  contents  may 
afford  amusement;  I  trust  they  will,  at 
least,  be  found  harmless." 

Poets'  prefaces,  from  Ben  Jonson  to 
Dryden,  some  of  whose  are  models  of  good 
English  and  sound  criticism,  and  from 
Dryden  to  Wordsworth,  who  developed  in 
his  a  theory  of  the  poetic  art,  would  supply 
an  interesting  theme.  Present-day  poets, 
by  the  way,  are  sparing  of  their  prefatory 
words.  They  say  but  little,  and  do  not 
say  that  well;  or  they  say  nothing,  like 
Lord  Tennyson,  and  leave  their  work  to 
be  its  own  herald.  Another  class  of  pre- 
faces which  must  not  be  ignored  is  the 
Expository,  in  which  the  author  develops 
the  plan  of  his  book,  enforces  its  moral, 
and  describes  the  conditions  under  which 
it  was  written,  the  motives  that  impelled 
him  to  write,  and  the  object  at  which  he 
aims.  Scientific  or  theological  treatises, 
histories,  philosophical  systems — to  books 
of  this  kind  an  explanatory  introduction 
is  always  useful  and  frequently  indis- 
penslBkble ;  as  are  the  prefaces  to  the  works 
of  the  old  divines — such  as  Ghillingworth, 
Henry  More,  Whichcote,  Barrow;  to 
Locke's  *' Essay  on  the  Understanding"; 
to  Newton's  '<  Principia " ;  to  Hallam's 
''History  of  Literature."  A  subdivision 
of  the  expository  class  of  preface  is  fur- 
nished by  authors  who  become  their  own 
critics,  and  persist  in  pressing  their 
personal  (pinions  on  the  mind  of  tho 
reader  in  opposition  to,  or  disparagement 
of,  the  judgement  expressed  by  professional 
authorities.  A  great  offender  in  this 
respect  was  the  late  Lord  Lytton,  who 
never  wearied  of  attempts  to  force  the 
reader  to  adopt  iiis  own  standpoint,  and 
see  through  his  magnifying  glasses  the 
merits  and  beauties  of  his  work.  One 
example  will  sufi&ce.  In  his  preface  to  the 
1853  edition  of  "  Lucretia,"  a  work  which 
the  critics  had  severely  handled,  he  writes: 
"  '  Lucretia '  was  completed  and  published 
before  'The  Gaxtons.'  The  moral  design 
of  the  first  was  misunderstood  and  assaOed; 
that  of  the  last  was  generally  acknowledged 
and  approved;  but" — the  adverse  judges 
were  all  in  the  wrong! — "the  moral  design 
in  both  was  nevertheless  precisely  the 
same.  In  one  it  was  sought  through  the 
darker  side  of  human  nature,  in  the  other 
through  the  more  sunny  and  cheerful — one 
shows  the  evil,  the  other  the  salutary 
infiuences  of  early  circumstance  and  train- 
ing.  Necessarily,  therefore,  the  first  resorts 
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to  the  tragic  elements  of  ave  and  distress 
— the  second  to  the  comic  elements  of 
hnman  and  agreeable  emotion/'  Here  we 
haye  it  settled  for  us;  bat  why  did  the 
author  leave  as  to  discover  his  purpose  in 
a  preface?  "These  differences,"  adds 
Lord  Lytton  with  much  complacency, 
■*  serve  to  explain  the  different  reception 
that  awidted  the  two,  and  may  teach  us 
how  little  the  real  conception  of  an  author 
Ib  known,  and  how  little  it  is  cared  for  ! " 
As  if  it  were  not  the  author's  business  so 
to  develop  his  conception  that  it  can 
neither  be  mistaken  nor  ignored. 

Something  might  be  said,  had  I  thd 
space,  about  the  quaint  or  whimsical 
preface,  such  as  Barton's  to  the  "  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy,"  or  Thomas  Fuller's  to 
the  ''Worthies  of  England";  about  the 
witty  or  humorous,  such  as  Sterne's  or 
Swift's.  Then  there  is  the  preface  dedica- 
toryi  of  which  an  attractive  example  is 
supplied  by  Sir  Philip's  to  the  "  Arcadia." 
"Read  it,"  he  says  to  his  sister,  the 
Countess  of  Pembroke,  "at  your  idle 
times,  and  the  follies  your  good  judgement 
will  find  in  it  blame  not,  but  laugh  at  j  and 
so,  looking  for  no  better  stuff  than,  as  in 
a  haberdasher's  shop,  glasses  or  feathers, 
you  will  continue  to  love  the  writer,  who 
doth  exceedingly  love  you,  and  most,  most 
heartily  prays  you  may  long  live  to  be  a 
principal  ornament  to  the  family  of  the 
Sidneys."  Bat  this  kind  of  preface  should 
be  undertaken  only  by  writers  who  can 
turn  a  compliment  prettily.  The  hortatory 
preface,  the  last  variety  to  which  I  shall 
allude,  is  much  cultivated  by  preachers  and 
teachers,  moralists  and  divines,  and  is 
much  cultivated  by  the  makers  of  goody- 
goody  books.  For  myself,  I  can't  abide 
it     When  not  insincere,  it  is  inane. 

These,  different  classes  will  be  found,  I 
think,  to  include  the  vast  majority  of 
prefaces — of  those  "necessary  evils"  which 
the  author  composes  with  so  much  pain, 
and  the  reader  dismisses  with  so  much  in- 
difference. Happily,  they  are  diminishing 
now,  at  an  appreciable  rate,  both  in  number 
and  in  length,  so  that  we  may  venture  to 
look  forward  to  a  golden  age  when  their  ne- 
cessity will  cease  to  be  apparent,  and  the 
tribulation  of  the  author  wUl  be  at  rest 
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At  the  present  time,  dinsensions  are 
frequent  and  free  between  the  managers  of 


theatres  on  the  one  hand,  and  those  of 
music-halls  on  the  other.  Possibly  legis- 
lation of  some  sort  may  be  needed  to 
settle  the  difficulty.  Yet  it  is  not  im- 
probable that  matters  may  compose  them- 
selves in  much  the  same  gradual  unconscious 
fashion  as  that  in  which  the  distinction 
originally  arose.  At  all  events,  it  is 
interesting  to  notice  some  of  the  disasters 
which  attended  caterers  for  public  amuse- 
ment, when  the  line  had  not  yet  been 
drawn  between  the  legitimate  drama  and 
the  "  sketch,"  and  when  the  law  knew  no 
difference  between  dramatic  representation 
and  bear-baiting,  cock-fighting,  and  the 
like. 

Scarcely  had  the  enthusiasm  for  the 
play  well  established  itself  in  the  golden 
days  of  Elizabeth,  when  its  exuberance 
was  curbed,  for  one  reason  or  another,  by 
at  least  two  hostile  forces.  As  early  as 
the  year  1601,  an  Order  of  the  Lords  in 
Council  prohibited  the  existence  of  more 
than  two  play-houses :  one  in  Golden  Lane, 
and  the  other — Shakespeare's  *'  Globe  " — 
in  Bankside.  In  this  case  the  object,  no 
doubt,  was  to  enable  the  sovereign  to 
gather  in  the  revenue  accruing  from  the 
licenses  more  effectually  than  would  be 
possible  if  a  greater  number  of  houses  had 
to  be  watched.  This  order,  it  may  be 
stated,  was  singularly  inoperative.  The 
motive  which  actuated  the  other  restrictive 
f(»ce  was  quite  different  Puritan  feeling 
began  to  make  itself  felt;  and  in  1605 
an  entry  may  be  seen  among  the  archives 
of  the  Corporation  of  Plymouth  to  the 
following  effect:  *<P  to  the  ent'lude 
Players  to  departe  the  Towne  without 
playinge  2/6^"  Money,  at  that  time, 
was  worth,  probably,  four  times  its  value 
in  the  present  day ;  so  the  ''  unco'  guid  " 
of  Plymouth  did  not  parade  their  piety 
for  nothing.  Some  years  later,  it  was  a 
more  costly  job  to  get  the  players  to 
"move  on."  The  May(«  and  Aldermen 
of  King's  Lynn,  after  petitioning  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  who  was  the  High  Steward  of 
that  town,  to  "  be  a  meanes  that  all  the 
companyes  of  players  which  yerely  resort 
to  this  towne  may  nott  be  suffered  here  to 
use  play ebg,  notwithstandinge  their  grantes 
and  patentes  made  unto  them,"  entered  in 
the  civic  accounts  an  item  of  forty  shillings 
*'  to  send  away  his  Majestie's  Plaiours  of 
his  private  chamber  in  Yorke,  without 
actinge  hera"  A  similar  expense  was 
incurred  again  at  the  same  place,  in  1636. 

James  the  First's  Queen,  Anne  of 
Denmark,  was  a  keen  patroness  of  acting — 


; 
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at  least  of  the  acting  of  those  who  gained 
her  Royal  favour — and  sent  letters  to  the 
Justices  of  the  Peace,  Mayors,  and  Sheriffs 
of  all  cities,  commendiog' to  them  her 
company  of  players,  and  requesting  that 
in  all  cases  the  town  halh  might  be  placed 
at  their  disposal,  and  every  other  facility 
aff^orded  them.  These  commands  were  re- 
luctantly received ;  and  not  without  reason, 
to  judge  from  the  following  minute  from 
the  proceedings  of  the  Town  Council  of 
Southampton  in  1623.  The  town-hall  was 
refused  to  the  players  '*  because  the  table, 
benches,  and  fourmes  theire  sett  and 
placed  for  holdinge  the  Kinge's  Courtes  are 
by  those  meanes  broken  and  spoyled  .  .  . 
that  the  Courts  cannot  be  held  in  such 
decent  and  convenient  order  as  be- 
cometh." 

In  spite  of  such  drawbacks,  and  of  the 
frowns  of  the  Puritans,  Eoyalty  continued 
to  smile  upon  the  drama.  They  were, 
however,  jealous  of  their  prerogative,  as  is 
shown  by  the  trial,  in  1614,  of  Sir  John 
Yorke  before  the  Star  Chamber.  Judge- 
ment was  given  that  "the  greatest  subject 
in  England  can  have  no  common  players, 
and  to  have  them  it  is  a  riot.  It  is  no 
trade,  but  they  are  Parliament  rogues." 
Accordingly,  year  after  year,  Act?  of 
Parliament  were  passed  with  the  vague 
object  of  "restraining  the  abuses  of  the 
players."  In  these,  as,  indeed,  throughout 
the  attempts  at  its  suppression,  acting  is 
classed  with  bear-baiting,  cock-fighting, 
cudgelling,  and  "other  unlawful  as- 
semblies." 

A  temporary  stop  was  put  to  all  such 
amusements  by  the  death,  in  1612,  of 
Prince  Henry  Frederick  of  Wales,  when 
plays  and  shows  were  prohibited  on  pain 
of  imprisonment  until  further  notice. 
When  they  were  not  thus  checked,  play- 
houses, during  the  latter  part  of  James  the 
First's  reign,  seem  to  have  done  a  good 
trada  For  instance,  in  1619,  a  petition  was 
presented  by  many  influential  persons 
dwelling  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Black- 
friars  with  regard  to  a  house  of  entertain- 
ment there,  to  the  effect  that  *'  there  was 
daily  such  a  resort  of  people  anci  such  a 
multitude  of  coaches — many  of  them 
hackney  coaches,  bringing  people  of  all 
sorts — that  at  times  the  streets  could  not 
contain  them,  they  clogged  up  Ludgate 
Hill  also,  so  that  they  endangered  one 
another,  broke  down  stalls,  threw  down 
goods,  and  the  inhabitants  were  unable  to 
get  to  their  houses  or  bring  in  their  pro- 
visions, the  tradesmen  to  utter  their  wares, 


or  passengers  to  get  to  the  common  water 
stairs,  without  danger  of  life  and  limb; 
quarrels  and  effusion  of  blood  had  followed, 
and  other  dangers  might  be  occasioned 
by  the  broils,  plots  and  practices  of  such 
an  unruly  multitude.  These  inconveniences 
happening  almost  daily  in  the  winter  time 
— not  excepting  Lent — ^from  one  or  two 
o'clock  till  five  at  night — the  usual  time 
for  christenings,  burials  and  afternoon 
service — the  inhabitants  were  unable  to 
get  to  church,"  etc.  It  is  not  known 
whether  any  action  was  taken  on  this 
petition. 

'  Prince  Charles  had  his  own  company  of 
players,  to  whom  we  find,  in  1623,  a  sum 
of  six  and  eightpence  was  paid  on  one 
occasion,  and,  on  another,  five  shillings; 
while  thirteen  and  fonrpence  was  once 
given  them  for  the  setting  up  of  "  stoopes  " 
or  booths.  When  he  came  to  the  throne 
he  would  still  have  patronised  play-acting, 
showing  particular  preference  to  a  house 
in  Waitehall  called  the  Cock-pit,  but  the 
Plague  necessitated  special  precautions^ 
and  seemed  to  render  general  mourning 
only  decent.  Consequently  we  find 
Charles  granting  his  license  to  players 
''  so  long  as  the  infection  of  the  Plague  in 
London  do  not  weekly  exceed  forty." 
Similarly,  in  1625,  the  Lord  Caamberlain 
issued  special  orders  through  the  Master 
of  the  Revels,  that  players  thrown  out  of 
work  in  London  should  not  go  into  the 
country  for  fear  of  spreading  the  infection. 
Many  went  abroad. 

No  sooner  had  the  players  been  relieved 
by  the  subsidence  of  the  Plague,  than  they 
fell  before  the  growing  Puritan  spirit  of 
repression.  In  1631,  a  house  in  Blackfeiars 
was  demolished  without  leave  asked  or 
given.  The  owners  demanded  twenty-one 
thousand  pounds  as  compensation.  This 
is  an  enormous  sum,  if  the  comparative 
value  of  money  at  that  time  be  taken  into 
account — more  than  theatrical  property 
often  brings  even  to-day.  Finally  a  sum 
of  three  thousand  pounds  was  given  them 
to  settle  matters  quietly ;  towards  which 
the  inhabitants  of  the  neighbourhood  con- 
tributed one  hundred  pounds  for  the  si^e 
of  getting  rid  of  the  players  without  more 
ado.  Two  years  later,  Prynne  published 
his  "  HUtrio-Mistix,"  wherein  he  arraigned 
play-writera,  players,  and  all  their  doings. 
Tnis  book  had  a  large  sale,  and  both 
expressed  and  led  public  opinion.  No 
answer  to  it  was  forthcoming  till  the  year 
1662,  when,  encouraged  by  the  resus- 
citation of  amusements  under  Charles  the 
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Seoondi  Sir  Richard  Baker  wrote  his 
"Theatram  Redivivnm.''  The  depression 
under  which  aeting  suffered  aboat  the  date 
of  Prynne's  book  is  hnmoronsly  suggested 
in  a  fragment  of  doggerel  contained  in 
a  letter  bearing  the  date  of  1636  : 

Then  came  the  K^  agen  with  his  lawe 

Against  lovers  the  worst  that  ever  you  sawe, 

In  dressing  of  w^^  he  playnely  did  shew  it 

He  was  a  far  better  Cooke  than  a  Poet, 

And  only  he  the  art  of  it  had 

Of  two  good  players  to  make  one  bad. 

And  these  are  all  the  plays  we  have  had, 

Indifferent  good  and  indifferent  bad ; 

When  they'Ibe  worser,  or  when  theyl  be  better, 

Is  more  for  a  Prophesie  then  for  a  letter. 

The  knight  referred  to  is  probably  Sir 
William  Davenant,  Poet  Laureate,  and 
godson  of  Shakespeare,  who  had  a  license 
from  the  King  to  keep  a  play-honse.  The 
plays  he  prodnced  were  said  to  be  worth 
nothing  wEthont  the  mounting,  music,  and 
dances  with  which  they  were  supported. 
Tide  fa  the  first  trace  of  the  demand  which 
has  produced  the  modem  variety  enter- 
tainment. In  spite  of  the  high  patronage 
he  enjoyed,  small  success  seems  to  have  at- 
tended hfa  venturer  In  1636,  for  instance, 
he  produced  on  May  the  twenty -thbd 
at  the  Charter  House  an  "  Entertainment 
at  Rutland  House."  Four  hundred  specta- 
tors at  five  shillings  each  were  expected ; 
only  one  hundred  and  fifty  came.  Perhaps 
the  price  was  too  higL  At  all  events, 
when,  after  the  Eestoration,  Davenant 
buflt  a  theatre  designed  by  Wren  bi 
Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  the  pit  was  the 
fasUonable  part,  and  the  prices  varied 
from  one  shilUng  tohalf-a-crown,  according 
to  the  season  or  the  popularity  of  the 
pieca  A  stool  on  the  stage  for  critics  or 
fashionable  men  cost  one  smiling  extra. 

Charlas  the  First,  sympathfaing  with  the 
more  light-hearted  of  hb  subjects,  continued 
to  encourage  the  drama,  and,  in  1636, 
witnessed,  in  company  with  the  Qaeen, 
the  first  performance  by  the  students  of 
Clurbt  Ghnrch,  Oxford,  of  a  '^  tragi- comedy  " 
called  "The  Boyal  Slave,"  of  which  the 
scene  was  lud  at  Sardis.  The  play  was 
written  by  William  Cartwright,  one  of  the 
students,  and  the  music  composed  by  Henry 
Lawes.  The  famous  Dr.  Busby,  then  at 
Christ  Church,  won  great  applause  for 
hb  performance  of  the  principal  part. 
Not  long  afterwards,  however,  another 
check  was  received  by  the  players.  In 
1642,  because  of  the  distressed  state  of 
Irdand,  general  fasting  and  prayer  was 
enjoined  upon  the  people  of  England,  and 
all  plays  were  prohibited.    Nevertheless, 


private  performances  went  on,  and  a  news- 
paper of  the  year  1643  contains  the  foUow- 
mg  remonstrance :  ''  I  am  persuaded  in 
time  they — the  Royalists — wUl  go  near  to 
put  down  all  preaching  and  praying  and 
have  some  religious  masque  or  play 
instead  of  morning  and  evei^g  prayers ; 
it  has  been  an  old  fashion  at  Court, 
amongst  the  Protestants  there,  to  shut  pp 
the  Sabbath  with  some  wholesome  piece  of 
Ben  Jonson  or  Davenant,  a  kind  of  comical 
divinity."  Such  private  doings  were 
scarcely  amenable* to  public  jurisdiction; 
but  very  soon  the  final  blow  fell  upon 
public  performances. 

In  1647,  the  House  of  Lords  ordained 
— with  the  consent  of  the  Commons — ^that 
the  Lord  Mayor  of  London  and  the  Justices 
of  the  Peace  for  the  City  and  the  parts 
adjacent  should  take  steps  to  suppress  all 
stage  plays,  interludes,  and  common  plays. 
Every  actor  caught  performing  such  things 
was,  for  the  first  offence,  to  be  publicly 
whipped  in  a  market  town  on  a  market 
day,  and,  for  the  second,  to  be  treated  as 
an  incorrigible  rogue  and  vagabond,  and 
committed  to  prison.  To  carry  out  this 
order  it  was  enjoined  that  the  ''Com- 
mander-in-chief of  the  Guard  of  the 
Horses"  should  give  hb  assfatance,  and 
that  the  militia  might  also  be  employed. 
A  piece  called  <<  The  Bloody  Brother,"  at 
the  Cock-pit,  was  actually  broken  up  by 
soldiers.  And  in  1655,  a  letter  to  Joseph 
Williamson,  Secretary  of  State,  relates 
how,  "  at  the  play-house  thb  week  many 
were  put  to  the  rout  by  the  soldiers,  and 
had  broken  crowns,"  Every  spectator 
caneht  in  a  play-house  was  to  be  fined  five 
shimngs  for  each  offence;  the  money  to 
go  to  the  poor  of  the  parish.  After  this 
there  was  no  more  life  in  the  drama  till 
close  upon  the  end  of  the  Commonwealth. 
Actors  joined  one  or  other  of  the  armies, 
and  play-writers  turned  pamphleteers.  Al- 
though occasionally  cases  of  play-acting 
occur,  it  was  practically  stamped  out  from 
1648  till  1658. 

•  The  supremacy  of  Bichard  Cromwell 
proved  the  signal  for  a  revival  Several 
new  houses  sprang  up,  and  the  play  became 
the  fashion.  Charies  the  Second  lent  a 
willing  and  effective  hand  to  the  resur- 
rection of  the  drama,  but  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  attempt  to  restrict  the  number  of 
companies.  However,  as  he  gave  his  license 
to  ahnost  any  one  who  asked  or  paid  for  it, 
the  business  soon  got  beyond  Us  control. 
Abuses  became  frequent,  and  a  complaint 
is  heard  that  *'  discontents  in  Ireland  were 
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raised  to  a  great  height  becaase  players 
were  allowed  to  contemn  the  Lrish  on  tiieir 
stage/'  The  Cock-pit  was  the  Boyal  house ; 
and  one  Geoi^e  Johnson  was,  in  1662,  re^ 
ceiving  thirty  pounds  a  year  front  the 
Treasurer  of  the  Chamber  for  managing  it 
With  the  Restoration  came  the  introduc- 
tion of  actresses.  Female  parts  had  pre- 
idously  been  played  by  the  choir-boys  from 
the  Chapels  Royal.  Soon  Betteiton  came 
on  the  scene ;  and  the  dcama,  after  a  short 
period  of  dmost  complete  extinction,  took 
a  new  lease  of  life,  and  came  to  admit  of 
elaboration  and  separation  into  countiess 
classes  of  entertainment  not  at  that  time 
conceived  of. 


TRYING   OUR   WINGS. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

I  AM  a  swindler.  Personally  I  prefer  to 
style  myself  a  toU-keeper  on  the  broad  path 
that  leadeth  to  destmctiona  but  tiiat  is  a 
somewhat  cumbrous  phrase,  and  therefore 
I  cheerfully  adopt  the  term  in  general  use. 
There  is  no  pride  about  me — ^it  was  kicked 
out  of  me  long  ago-*-aod  I  admit  at  once 
that  I  am  what  plain-spoken  people  call  a 
swindler.  Does  the  confession  shock  you ) 
If  so,  I  cannot  help  it.  Truth  is  one  of  the 
luxuries  I  allow  myself  out  of  business 
hours,  and,  besides,  I  do  not  wish  to  gain 
your  sympathy  under  false  ptetences.  It 
would  be  of  no  use  to  me. 
.  Every  one  writes  reminiscences  nowa- 
days^ but  as  gentlemen  of  my  profession 
have  a  natural  objection  to  committing 
themselves— or  being  "  committed  " — they 
have  as  a  rule  failed  to  follow  the  fashion ; 
indeed,  I  have  never  come  across  a  really 
reliable  volume  of  swindler's  recollections. 
Nor  do  I  propose  to  fill  the  blank,  though 
I  have  grown  grey  in  the  profession,  and 
my  name — or  rather,  to  be  accurate,  my 
names  stand  high  on  our  roll  of  fame ;  but 
I  have  thought  that  a  leaf  from  my  note- 
book may  perhaps  amuse  those  .who  take 
an  interest  in  a  very  ancient,  if  not  exactly 
honourable,  company.  I  have  even  been 
told  there  is  a  moral  attached  to  my  little 
experience ;  but  this  is  a  point  on  which 
I  cannot  be  expected  to  pronounce.  It  is 
many  years  sfaice  I  had  anything  to  do 
with  morals. 

The  events  I  am  about  to  narrate  took 
place  a  great  many  years  aga  I  was 
called — ^let  me  see — ^yes,  I  remember  now  1 
'I  was  called  Harry  Fuller  at  that  time, 
and  was  a  young  man  of  twenty-two  or 


three.  Some  men  are  born  swindlers^ 
others  only  become  swindlers  through  the 
accident  of  circumstances.  I  think  I  must 
have  been  bom  a  swindleri  for  I  cannot 
remember  the  time  when  I  did  not  delight 
in  cheating— ^and  for  cheating's  sake,  more 
than  for  the  paltry  profit  I  sometimes 
made  by"  the  exercise  of  my  one  talent. 
At  the  time  of  which  I  now  write,  iiow- 
ever,  though  I  had  achieved  some  slight 
success  as  an  amateur,  I  had  not  yet  for- 
mally joined  the  ranks  of  the  professionals, 
albeit  aU  my  aspirations  led  me  thiit  ^sj. 
I  was  a  tea-taster  then,  and  resided  at 
Lulchester,  a  sleepy  littie  town  some  fifteen 
mUes  from  London,  whither  I  journeyed 
ahnost  daily  by  the  railway.  ~ 

Ah,  me!  I  often  look  back  with  mingled 
pain  and  pleasure  to  those  early  Lulchester 
days,  when  three  or  four  of  us — all  young, 
nXL  clever  I  think,  all  dishonest  I  am  sure — 
were  starting  light-heartedly  on  our  jour- 
ney through  life.  We  were  sitting  down 
to  the  great  game  with  little  more  than  a 
couple  of  loaded  dice  in  our  pockets,  so  to 
speak,  and  yet  how  gay  and  ^confident  we 
were !  And  how  weU  I  remember  them, 
these  friends  of  my  youth !  O'Rourke,  a 
man  of  great  talent — ^I,  have  never  since 
met  so  powerful  a  swearer— who,  however, 
recklessly  threw  away  all  his  chanoM,  and 
finally  sank  into  a  degraded  condition  of 
comparative  respectability;  merry  little 
Griggs,  a  sharp  hand  at  most  tilings,  but  at 
cards  a  sharper,  who  was  even  then  giving 
tokens  of  the  genuine  ability  underlying  his 
frivolous  exterior;  last,  but  not  least  in 
love,  dear  old  Jack  Jolmson,  whose  really 
great  gifts  seemed  to  justify  our  fond 
prophecy  that  he  would  yet  ^*go  far." 
And  I  may  add  that  a  few  years  later  he 
actually  went  as  far  as  Australia — at  the 
Government's  expense ;  but  that  is  an  old, 
old  story  now. 

In  those  days  O'Rourke,  Griggs,  John- 
son, and  I  were  as  thick  as  thi as  in- 
separable as  D'Artagnan  and  the  three 
musketeers.  We  had  drifted  quite  natu> 
rally  into  an.  alliance,  which  most  of  our 
fellow-townsmen  dubbed  offensive.  Al- 
though, like  myself,  my  friends  had  not 
yet  practised  professionally,  they  also  had 
dabbled  in  the  art,  and  almost  without 
knowing  it,  we  had  all  four  advanced  as 
far  as  the  first  stage  of  the  Rook's  Progress. 
Thanks  to  certain  escapades  of  ours — ^mere 
boyish  follies — those  who  knew  us  well 
preferred  to  avoid  us,  and  as  they  also 
busily  circulated  tales  to  our  discredit,  all 
the  respectable  people  of  the  neighbour- 
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hood  began  to  look  aakanoe  at  as.  And 
when  people  have  onee  made  up  theb 
minds  tiiat  a  man  is  "  a  bad  lot,"  they  are 
hardly  prepared  to  allow  him  to  be  honest, 
even  should  he  desire  it.  They  keep  aloof 
from  him  entirely,  and  thus  drive  him  into 
the  arms  of  the  very  people  certain  to  en- 
conrage  him  in  what  the  good  people  call 
hb  "evil  coorsea"  The  sheep  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  him,  and,  as  a  result, 
he  mnst  either  browse  alone  or  herd  with 
the  goats.  So  it  was  with  us.  The  more 
our  other  acquaintances  shrank  from  us, 
the  more  closely  we  dung  together,  and 
when  at  last  we  found  ourselves  banished 
from  the  domain  of  respectability,  we 
hardly  regretted  our  ostracism. 

To  tell  the  truth,  we  thoroughly  enjoyed 
ourselves  in  a  quiet  way.  Ah,  what  golden 
visions  were  ours  1  What  Aladdin's  palaces 
we  built,  what  subtle  schemes  we  wove ! 
I  can  see  now  that  we  were  mere  idle 
dreamsn^  fbll  of  the  illusions  of  youth, 
with  an  enthusiastic  belief  in  the' infinite 
gollibility  of  mankind  and  the  sublime 
self-confidence  of  the  untried ;  but  at  the 
time  we  thought  our  plans  exceedingly 
business-like,  and  were  quite  convinced 
that  we  would  turn  out  to  be  quite  the 
smartest  men  In  the  profession — when 
we  adopted  it  But  somehow  we  hesitated 
to  take  the  plunge.  We  bragged  a  great 
deal  about  our  future  doings,  but  still  I 
went  on  with"  my  tea-tasting,  little  Griggs, 
who  was  a  derk,  and  O'Rourke,  who  was 
a  cheap  auctioneer  in  a  small  way  of  busi- 
ness, went  regularly  to  their  offices  in  the 
City,  and  Jack  Johnson,  who  was  ''some- 
thing on  the  turf  " — I  once  heard  a  racing 
friend  of  his  describe  him  as  "  a  daisy  1 " — 
made  frequent  excursions  to  all  sorts  of 
places.  In  fact  we  were  like  young  birds 
perched  on  the  edge  of  the  nest,  twittering  to 
each  other  how  easy  it  waste  fly,  and  what 
tremendous  flights  we  would  make  when 
we  saw  fit  to  take  to  our  wings ;  but  as  yet 
the  mother-bird,  in  the  shape  of  necessity 
or  opportunity,  had  not  appeared  to  shove 
us  <^  our  perch  and  launch  us  from  security 
into  space. 

It  was  just  at  this  point  of  our  lives  that 
we  met  Alexander  M'Cormiok,  a  gentle- 
man of  Scottish  extraction,  who  had 
recently  settled  down  in  a  comlortaible 
villa  on  the  outskirts  of  Lulchester,  and 
who  had  several  times  travelled  up  to 
London  in  our  compartment.  He  was 
quite  an  elderly  man — nearly  sixty,  I 
should  say — with  smooth,  clean-shaven 
face,  short  black  hair  thickly  sprinkled 


with  grey,  and  eyes  always  carefully 
protected  from  the  light  by  a  large  pair  of 
blue  spectacles.  His  general  expression 
was  mild,  sJmost  to  childishness,  and  he 
had  a  smile  which  was  a  perfect  miracle  of 
foolishness,  while  his  conversation  did  not 
belie  his  looks,  for  he  was  always  telling 
stories  of  how  he  had  been  fooled  by  some 
cunning  impostor.  Altogether  he  was  just 
the  kind  of  man  I  felt  instinctively  drawn 
towards,  and  I  at  once  determined  to  hold 
out  the  right  hand  of  good-fellowship  to 
him,  in  the  va^ne  hope  that  I  might  in 
time  be  able  to  slip  the  left  into  his 
pockets. 

Mr.  M'Cormick  received  my  overtures 
very  amicably.  He  had  evidently  a  mind 
above  the  petty  scandd  of  a  place  like 
Lulchester,  and  what  he  must  have  heard 
about  us  did  not  affect  his  manner  towards 
us  in  the  leset ;  indeed,  as  he  afterwards 
told  me,  he  preferred  to  judge  for  himself 
in  such  matters.  Apparently  his  decision 
was  a  favourable  one,  for  he  actually 
seemed  to  seek  our  society;  and,  as  we  for 
our  part  welcomed  him  warmly,  we  eoon 
became  quite  Intimate.  We  had  known 
him  nearly  a  fortnight,  however, .  before 
we  ascertained  the  nature  of  his  business  ; 
but  one  day  aa  we  were  travelling  up  to 
town  together  he  mentioned  casually,  in 
the  course  of  the  conversation,  that  he 
was  the  chief  manager  of  the  "Pro 
Bono  Publico  Fire  and  Life  Assurance 
Company." 

"The  'Pro  Bono  PubHcoM"  I  said. 
**  That's  a  new  concern,  isn't  It  1 " 

"  We  are  new,  sir,"  he  replied,  with  a 
wave  of  the  hand;  "but  we  are  strong. 
Everything  must  have  a  start.  We  are 
the  assurance  office  of  the  future,  sir. 
We  have  unbounded  capital,  an  influential 
directorate,  and  a  strong  staff,  every 
member  of  which  knows  his  work 
thoroughly." 

"  Especially  the  manager,"  I  said,  wish- 
ing to  be  polite. 

"Yes,"  he  replied.  "I  have  been  in* 
the  assurance  business  all  my  life." 

"And  you  think  the  concern  has  a 
future  t " 

"No,  I  don't  think— I  know.  There 
can't  be  a  doubt  of  it,"  he  replied 
enthusiastically,  plunging  his  hands  into 
hb  pockets,  and  pulling  out  a  parcel  of 
pamphlets.  "  Here,  take  those,  and  read 
^m  carefully ;  they'll  convince  you.  And 
If  ever  you've  anything  to  insure  you  come 
to  me.  We'll  do  you,  never  fear,  sir — 
we'll    do    you.     Take   'em   home,  take 
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'em  home   and   read  'em.     I've  plenty 
mora" 

'*  Thank  you/'  I  said,  mentally  resolving 
to  throw  them  away  at  the  first  op- 
portonlty.  **  I've  no  doubt  they'll  interest 
me  greatly." 

*' Interest  yon!  I  ahoold  think  they 
would.  They'll  amaze  you.  There  are 
facta  and  figurea  there,  Mr.  Fuller,  which 
are  simply  incredible.  There  is  not  an 
insurance  cffiee  in  all  London  conducted 
on  the  same  Unes  as  ours.  Ah!  and 
they'll  find  us  a  bit  too  smart  for  'em 
before  we've  done  with  'em.  Mind  you, 
I'm  not  denying  it's  hard  work  just  at 
present.  It  takes  time  to  force  one's 
way,  and  we've  a  lot  of  opposition,  too ; 
but  we're  getting  on,  we're  getting  on. 
We've  paid  one  or  two  heavy  claims 
already;  and  such  things  inspire  confi- 
dence. That's  our  motto  at  present — 
'Pay.'  Never  mind  if  the  claim's  a 
swindle  even — pay  1  Oppose  nothing  at  this 
stage  of  ezistence^ — ^pay  1  Discharge  every 
dabn  as  soon  as  it  comes  up — ^pay,  pay, 
pay  I  A  young  company  can't  afford  to 
fight  its  claims ;  it  must  first  earn  a  repu- 
tation for  prompt  payment  and  just 
dealing." 

"But  if  you're  convinced  a  claim's  a 
swindle ^" 

"  What  of  that  I  If  we  could  prove  it, 
we  might — I  only  say  'might,' mark  you 
— refuse  payment,  of  course,  tliough  we'd 
certainly  never  prosecute.  But  unless  we 
had  strong^ — ^I  may  say  unimpeachable — 
proof  0,  we  would  pay  and  have  done  with 
it,  even  although  we  were  quite  aware  we 
were  being  swfaidled." 

''No  matter  the  amount!"  I  asked 
incredulously. 

'*No  matter  the  amount^"  he  replied 
quietly. 

The  latter  part  of  this  conversation  gave 
me  food  for  thought.  It  was  a  good  iSdng 
my  occupation  that  day  was  not  a  very 
intellectual  one,  for  my  wits  were  wool- 
gathering all  the  time  my  mouth  was  tea- 
tasting.  M'Cormick's  idle  words  had 
made  a  serious  impression  on  me,  and 
already  a  plan  was  taking  shape  in  my 
head — a  plan  suggested  solely  by  them. 
For  I  happened  to  possess  a  tolerably  large 
house,  in  a  weed-grown  garden  of  its  own, 
and  full  of  solid,  old-fasUoned  furniture  of 
the  most  hideous  and  uncomfortable  de- 
scription. This  house — which,  with  the 
furniture,  had  come  to  me  from  my  father, 
being,  indeed,  the  only  property  he  left 
behind  him,  save  a  bad  name,  wUch  I 


inherited  also— had  always  seemed  to  me 
a  singularly  comfortless  abode,  and  as 
absolutely  the  last  place  any  sane  man 
would  choose  to  live  in,  so  as  soon  as  I  had 
the  chance  I  described  it  as  "  an  eligible 
villa  residence,"  and  offered  it  for  sale. 
Bat,  strange  to  say,  there  were  but  few 
candidates  for  the  prize,  and  their  offers 
were  so  insultingly  low  that  I  withdrew 
Salamis  House  —  that  was  its  idiotic 
name — from  the  market,  and  established 
myself  there  in  dreary  state  with  an  elderly 
woman  as  my  housekeeper  and  maid-of-all- 
work.  Bat  though  I  had  settled  down,  I 
was  not  content.  I  hated  the  house  and 
everything  about  it,  and  was  ever  on  the 
watch  for  a  chance  of  getting  rid  of  it, 
and  now  for  the  first  time  I  seemed  to 
see  a  prospect  of  attaining  my  object  and 
making  in  addition  a  very  fair  profit. 
Why  not  insure  it  heavily  and  all  that 
hideous  famiture  of  mine)  I  asked  my- 
self; insure  it  in  that  ''Pro  Bono  Pablico" 
— M'Cormick  will  be  only  too  glad  to 
smootii  away  initial  difficulties — and  then 
some  night  have  it  burned  down,  quite  by 
accident,  of  course !  The  idea  struck  me 
as  quaint  and  ingenious,  and  the  more  I 
thought  of  it,  the  more  I  Uked  it.  It 
would  be  a  capital  start  to  my  career  as  a 
swindler,  and  there  was  something  that 
tickled  me  greatly  in  the  resemblance  to 
the  decisive  operation  of  burning  one's 
boats  behind  one.  Before  I  had  returned 
to  Lulchester  that  night  I  had  determined 
to  become  an  incendiary  I 

At  first  I  naturally  determined  to  keep 
such  a  splendid  plan  all  to  myself,  but 
want  of  fands — that  curse  of  Genius  ! — 
forced  me  to  adopt  a  different  course.  I 
could  not  carry  out  my  brilliant  idea  un- 
aided, simply  because  I  hadn't  the  cash  for 
the  necessary  expenses;  and  so  I  was 
reluctantly  compelled  to  lay  the  matter 
before  my  friends  O'Rourke,  Griggs,  and 
Johnson. 

The  dear  fellows  hailed  my  proposal 
with  enthusiasm.  0*Bourke  swore — he 
always  did — ^tibat  it  was  the  smartest  thing 
he  had  ever  h^ard  of;  Griggs  admitted 
that  nothing  could  be  better,  and  Johnson 
declared  that  he  had  always  sidd  there  was 
something  in  me.  I  thanked  them  for 
their  flattering  remarks,  and  then  went  on 
to  say  that,  as  they  all  approved  so  highly 
of  the  scheme,  I  would  be  glad  to  hear 
how  much  they  proposed  to  subscribe  for 
the  working  expenses.  But  here  I  failed 
to  carry  my  audience  with  ma  0*Bourke 
remarked  that  he  would  be — weU,  boiled. 
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before  he  threw  away  his  money  on  each 
a  erack-brained  project;  jGriggs  would  not 
have  a  penny  to  spare  tUl  next  quarter- 
day  at  least;  and  Johnson  had  had  a 
tenribly   bad    time    at    Newmarket,   and 
hadn't  a  feather  left  to  fly  with.     Many 
people  would  have  been  disheartened  at 
this,  but  I  knew  my  friends.    I  was  well 
aware  that  they  were  merely  dissatifified 
with  the  share  of  the  profits  that  I  offered 
them  in  exchange  for  their  capital  and 
servicep,  so  I  resumed  the  attack,  raising 
my  offers  by  degrees,  arguing  and  persuad- 
ing, until  we  arrived  at  a  settlement,    A 
ft£t  value  was  set  on  my  property^  and  all 
realised  above  that  was  to   be    equally 
divided  among  the  four  of  us ;  while  on 
their  side  they  would  give  their  money  to 
the    extent   of   their    purses,  and   their 
personal  services  to  any  extent  required. 
This  business  amicably  concluded,  I  sent 
out  for  a  bottle  of  whisky,  and  we  drank 
the  toast  of  "  our  noble  selves/'  with  three 
times  three. 

'*Thi8  is  a  memorable  evening,"  cried 
Johnson;  "it  is  the  real  start  of  our 
careers.  At  last  we  have  made  a  begin- 
ning." 

*"  Badad,  it  was  time,"  growled  O'Rourke, 
who  did  not  confine  himself  to  "  bedad," 
however 

"You're  right,  Paddy,"  said  Griggs. 
''We  ought  to  have  started  years  ago. 
Life  fa  short  and  one's  working  days  are 
shorter.  Besides,  you  ought  to  save  up 
for  old  age,  you  know,  and  you  can't  start 
to  do  that  too  early.  I  have  a  dread  of 
being  left  destitute  in  my  old  age — with- 
out a  home  in  my  declining  years." 

Dear  little  Griggs  1  It  is  pleasant  to  be 
able  to  state  that,  quite  lately,  a  home  has 
been  found  for  him  in  his  declining  years, 
thanks  to  the  recommendation  of  certain 
charitable  gentlemen  who  took  an  interest 
b  his  case.  They  were  twelve  in  number. 
Next  day  I  met  M'Cormick  in  the  trsdn 
and  told  him  that  I  had  carefully  read  his 
pamphlets,  which  had  fully  convinced  me 
that  the  man  who  did  not  insure  hb  pro- 
perty was  a  fool,  but  that  the  insurer  who 
did  not  insure  in  the  '^  Pro  Bono  "  was  a 
hopeless  lunatic 

"  Now,  I  don't  think  I'm  either  a  fool 
or  a  lunatic,"  I  concluded,  "and  so  I've 
come  to  you  to  ask  how  I'm  to  set  about 
the  preliminaries." 

"  That's  right,  my  boy,"  he  cried  ;  "  you 
couldn't  have  come  to  a  man  more  willing 
to  help  you.  The  '  Pro  Bono's '  your  shop, 
sir;  it's  going  ahead  of  all  competition. 


Some  day  it'll  go  right  away  altogether, 
and  they'll  never  be  able  to  catch  it  up 
i^ain.  Mark  my  words  and  see  if  they 
don't  come  true.  But  call  round  at  the 
office  about  midday  and  we'll  go  into  your 
matter  thoroughly." 

At  twelve,  accordingly,  I  arrived  at  the 
"Pro  Bono"  office,  which    was    on  the 
second  floor  of  a  lofty  building  in  the  City. 
It  was  beautifully  fitted  up  with  brass 
plates,  swinging  glass    doors,   mahogany 
counters,  thick  carpets,  and  a  luxurious 
waiting-room  for  visitors,  but  I  had  after- 
wards cause  to  suspect  that  the  rooms 
were  better  than  the  company.    The  staff 
was  small — "  small  but  select,"  M'Cormick 
said — apparently  consisting  of  two  clerks 
and  a  boy  in  the  most  "  buttony  "  livery  I 
had  ever  seen  in  my  life.    This  gorgeous 
apparition  conducted  me  to  the  waiting- 
room,  handed  me  the  advertisement  sheet 
of  "The  Times,"  and  withdrew;  but  be- 
fore I  had  time  to  get  thoroughly  interested 
in  the  literature  so  thoughtfully  provided, 
he  returned  to  tell  me  that  Mr.  M'Cormick 
wtmld  see  me,  and  then  led  the  way  to  the 
still  more  luxurious  office,  where  my  friend 
awaited  me.    He  welcomed  me  warmly, 
produced  some  excellent  sherry,  and  then, 
coming  to  business,  gave  me  some  forms 
to  fill  up  at  my  leisure  and  made  another 
appointment  for  an  early  day.    I  felt  quite 
affected  when  I  left  him.      He  was  so 
good-tempered,   so   simple,   so    confiding, 
and,  alas  1  I  was  about  to  betray  him.     I 
was  young,  then,  you   must  remember, 
and  had,  moreover,  drunk  the  greater  part 
of  the  bottle  of  .sherry.    My  conscience — 
yes,  I  had  one  then  I — pricked  me  and  I 
really  felt  quite  sorry  for  the  innocent  old 
simpleton  who  was  fool  enough  to  trust 
me.    To  tell  the  truth,  I  am  somewhat 
ashamed  of  those  sentimental  ideas  now, 
but  I  merely  mention  them  to  show  that 
no  man  is  perfect.    Nowadays,  of  course, 
such  stupid  scruples  never  trouble  me.    I 
know  that  when  a  man  has  embarked  on 
my  profession  he  cannot  afford  to  pick 
and  choose  hu  victims ;  he  must  take  the 
first  that  come  to  hand  and  be  glad  to  get 
them,  for  swindling  is  a  serious  business 
and  no  mere  amusement;    in    short,   to 
parody  Johnson's  line — Samud  Johnson's, 
by  the  way,  not  Jack  Johnson's — "  those 
who  live  to  fleece  must  fleece  ta  live."  But 
at  that  time  I  had  not  grasped  the  eternal 
truth  that  lies  in  that  maxim. 

However,  though  my  heart  was  soft  my 
head  was  luckily  hard,  and  the  preparations 
went   swiftly  on.     Salamis   House    and 
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the  farniture  were  insured  at  more  than 
three  times  their  real  value,  the  somewhat 
heavy  premium  was  paid,  and  M'Gormiek 
gave  a  little  supper  to  celebrate  the  satis- 
factory termination  of  our  first  business 
transaction.  After  this  we  saw  very 
little  of  him,  probably  because  I  was  still 
weak  enough  to  feel  somewhat  ashamed 
and  ill  at  ease  in  his  presence,  and  did  my 
best  to  avoid  him,  when  I  could  do  so 
without  attracting  undue  attention. 

So  the  months  went  on  until  the  time 
for  our  great  enterprise — our  first  flight — 
drew  near.  It  was  little  Griggs — there 
was  plenty  of  low  cunning  about  Griggs — 
who  advised  us  to  defer  the  matter  till  a 
few  days  after  the  second  payment  on  the 
policy,  thus  disarming  suspicion  by  paying 
a  good  sum  of  money  immediately  before 
the  fire;  and  as  O'Bourke  and  Johnson 
backed  him  up,  I  had  to  yield,  though  I 
did  so  reluctantly,  feeling  convinced  that 
it  was  sheer  waste  of  money.  I  knew 
simple  old  M'Oormick,  blind  as  a  bat  in 
more  ways  than  one,  and  I  was  sure  that 
Griggs's  crafty  arrangement  would  not 
affect  our  prospepts  of  prompt  payment 
one  way  or  the  other.  And  I  was  quite 
right ;  it  didn't. 

Our  plan  was  simple  in  the  extreme. 
As  we  did  not  wish  to  bum  the  house- 
keeper— she  was  not  insured — ^and  as  she 
was  so  old  and  deaf  that  otherwise  she 
would  have  been  in  some  peril,  we  deter- 
mined that  the  affair  should  take  place  in 
her  absence,  if  possible.  Now,  once  in 
every  six  months  she  went  up  to  London 
to  visit  some  relations,  and  as  those  were 
her  only  holidays  in  the  year  she  naturiJly 
made  the  most  of  them,  staying  in  town 
till  the  last  train,  which  did  not  reach 
Lulchester  tQl  after  midnight.  Luckily 
one  of  her  festivals  was  due  just  about  the 
time  we  had  already  fixed  on  as  suitable, 
and  accordingly  we  decided  to  take 
advantage  of  it.  The  old  woman  had  a 
key  to  let  herself  in,  so  what  was  more 
natural  than  that  I  should  go  to  bed  about 
half-past  ten,  leaving  a  paraffin-oil  lamp 
alight  on  the  table  for  her  convenience) 
Unfortunately  such  lamps  are  notoriously 
danserous  and  the  frequent  cause  of 
accident,  especially  when  there  happens 
to  be  a  cat  in  the  house,  and  the  table  on 
which  the  lamp  stands  happens  to  be 
somewhat  shaky.  Now,  I  happen  to  possess 
a  cat  with  a  perfect  genius  for  knocking 
things  over,  and  a  table  literally  on  its 
last  legs;  if  an  accident  should  result^ 
there  would  surely  be  no  one  to  Uame  but 


the  cat — and  cats  have  broad  backs  as  well 
as  nine  lives.  Supposing  that  such  an  acci- 
dent occurred,  who  wo^d  be  more  likely 
to  be  passing  my  wav,  just  at  the  time  the 
flames  became  visible,  than  little  Griggs, 
who  lived  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of 
me )  He  would  of  course  give  the  alarm, 
and  when  the  people  began  to  arrive,  I, 
roused  suddenly  from  my  sleep,  would  be 
forced  to  escape  through  the  window  in  my 
night-shirt.  Such  is  a  rough  outline  of 
our  scheme,  and  certainly  it  was  simple 
enough — ^indeed,  I  thought  the  attire  part 
of  it  altogether  too  simple.  It  was  winter, 
and  tihe  ^ghts  were  cold,  so  I  begged  hard 
for  a  little  extra  clothing;  but  my  friends 
were  firm  and  gave  a  strong  refusal — 
O'Bourke's  was  particularly  strong,  I 
remember.  Griggs  evidently  expressed 
the  sense — or  want  of  it — of  the  company 
when  he  declared : 

<*  Small  details  are  the  important  features 
of  such  a  plot,  Harry.  Think  what  a 
sensation  you  will  make,  wakened  from 
slumber  by  the  roar  of  the  flames,  without 
even  time  to  throw  a  blanket  round  you  1 
Indeed,  if  you  would  only  consent  to  stay 
in  the  house  long  enough  to  have  the  tail 
of  the  garment  singed  by  the  flames " 

** Confound  you,  Griggs!"  I  cried. 
"  Perhaps  you'd  like  me  to  allow  myself  to 
be  burned  alive,  just  to  make  things  more 
realistic  I " 

Griggs  looked  as  if  he  wouldn't  object 
to  such  an  arrangement,  but  he  said 
nothing. 

<(  Understand  me,  all  of  you,"  I  went 
on,  ''I  draw  the  line  there.  You've  left 
me  little  enough  raiment,  as  it  is ! " 

"Well,  well,"  said  Griggs  pettishly, 
"  there's  no  need  to  make  such  a  fuss  about 
a  trifle.  But  we  must  have  the  simple 
night-dress;  it  will  impress  the  crowd  so 
favourably.  As  for  the  cold,  you'll  be 
supposed  to  be  too  excited  to  care  for  such 
a  minor  detail  Tou  must  be  runnbg 
about,  giving  orders,  directing  where  to 
throw  the  water,  and  looking  after  every- 
thing.   You  understand  t " 

I  understood.  I  was  to  rush  about  for 
hours  <<  dressed  in  a  little  brief  authority," 
and  not  much  else.  The  prospect  was  not 
an  inviting  one,  but  though  I  disputed 
the  point  stubbornly  for  near^  a  week,  the 
only  concession  they  made  was  to  give  me 
permission  to  wear,  in  addition,  a  pair  of 
socks.  But  socks,  "  et  pr»terea  nihil,"  was 
their  ultimatum. 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  the  events  of  tiie 
great  night;  one  fii^  is  so  like  another. 
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Suffice  it  to  say  that  eyerything  went  off 
capltally^ — especially  the  house.  It  was  an 
old,  old  place;  fche  woodwork,  of  which 
there  was  a  great  quantity,  was  as  dry  as 
tinder,  and  therefore  the  fire,  when  fairly 
alight,  burned  with  such  rapidity  that  I 
was  oj[>liged  to  beat  a  retreat  through  the 
window  before  many  people  had  collected. 
But  I  distinguished  myself  greatly  in  the 
subsequent  operations.  Wherever  the 
press  was  thickest,  wherever  the  struggle 
against  the  flames  was  being  waged  with 
most  activity,  there,  like  the  helmet  of 
Navarre  at  the  battle  of  Ivry,  my  white 
garment  could  be  seen  fluttering  in  the 
foreground.  But  all  our  exertions  were  in 
vain.  We  had  no  engine  to  assist  us,  for 
though  Lulchester  boasted  one  it  was 
securely  locked  up  in  its  shed,  the  key  of 
which  had  been  mislaid,  and  the  buckets 
employed  as  a  substitute  were  as  useful  as 

00  many  boys'  squirts.  In  an  incredibly 
short  space  of  time  Salamis  House  had 
been  gutted,  and  I  had  gone  off  to  John- 
son's house  to  seek  the  repose  and,  above 
all,  the  warmth  of  which  I  stood  so  much 
in  need. 

Next  morning  I  was  unable  to  rise,  and 
the  doctor  was  sent  for,  but  on  the  whole  I 
was  happy.     At  last  I  had  made  a  start  I 

1  was  no  longer  a  foolish  trifler,  a  mere 
tea-taster ;  In  future  I  would  sample  men 
and  make  my  living  out  of  them !  So  I 
passed  the  day,  lying  in  bed  and  dreaming 
golden  day-dreams  till,  in  the  evening, 
Griggs  and  O'Rourke  ^came  home  with 
Johnson  and  spent  a  few  pleasant  hours  In 
my  room,  drinking,  playing  cards,  and 
smoking.  We  were  all  a  little  excited 
by  our  success,  and  even  O'Rourke,  a  lazy 
rascal  in  general,  confessed  that  he  had 
wandered  down  to  the  buflding  in  which 
the  *^Pro  Bono  "  office  was,  and  had  stood 
for  nearly  an  hour  surveying  it  with  much 
of  the  veneration  old  country  ladies  with 
dividends  feel  for  the  Bank  of  England. 
The  ^<Pro  Bono"  office  had  been  closed 
that  day,  to  be  sure,  so  that  he  was  unable 
to  view  the  interior,  but  it  never  entered 
his  head  to  ask  why  the  shutters  were  up ; 
and  indeed  none  of  us  thought  much  about 
the  matter.  No  doubt  there  was  some 
good  reason  for  it ;  and  in  any  case  we  did 
not  want  their  attention  for  some  days  to 
come.  They'd  be  there  when  we  needed 
them ;  the  office — ^ha  1  ha ! — couldn't  run 
away ! 

Unfortunately  the  tenant  could — and 
did.  The  next  evening — I  was  sttU  con- 
fined to  my  room — Johnson,  Griggs,  and 


O'Rourke  dashed  in,  hot,  angry,  and 
abusive. 

"  A  fine  mess  you've  made  of  things," 
snarled  Johnson.  '*1  always  said  you 
were  a  fool ! " 

"That  M'Cormick  of  yours  turns  out 
to  be  nothing  but  a  swindler,"  squeaked 
Griggs. 

O'Rourke  said — but  no;  never  mind 
what  O'Rourke  eaicl. 

"  What  are  you  saying ) "  I  murmured. 
"What  does  all  this  meanT'  I  went  on 
in  a  croak,  for  I  had  lost  my  voice  with 
the  rest  of  my  property.  **Are  you  all 
mad )    Have  yau  lost  your  senses  1 " 

''No,  but  we've  lost  our  shekels," 
snapped  Griggs.  '^That  M'Gormick  of 
yours  has  bolted  ! " 

"Bolted!  And  the  'Pro  Bono  Pub- 
lico '  1 " 

*'A  disgraceful  fraud,"  said  Johnson; 
"a  robbery,  sir;  a  barefaced  and  un- 
mitigated swindle,  that's  what  the  'Pro 
Bono  Publico '  is  ! " 

"  Where  are  the  police  1 "  Griggs  chimed 
in.  "  What  can  they  be  about  to  allow 
such  a  thing )  And  this  in  the  nineteenth 
century  1    Why,  it  sickens  me  1 " 

"There  must  be  some  mistake,"  I 
gasped. 

"  A  thundering  big  one,"  said  Johnson, 
"and  you  made  it  You'll  find  out  all 
about  it  in  this  paper.  The  man  M'Gor- 
mick  seems  to  have  started  for  the  Con- 
tinent on  the  very  day  of  your  disgraceful 
fiasco,  and  nothing  but  half  a  brick  has 
been  found  in  the  safe.  As  there  are 
several  hundred  creditors,  the  dividend  is 
not  expected  to  be  a  large  one." 

"  And  you're  responsible  for  this,"  said 
Griggs.  "You  discovered  this  scoundrel 
M'Oormick,  and  transacted  all  the  busi- 
ness with  Um.  Had  I  been  in  your  place, 
I  flatter  myself  Fd  have  found  him  out  in 
no  time." 

"  I  iJways  did  say,"  remarked  Jolmson, 
to  no  one  in  particular,  "that  there  was 
something  queer  about  the  man." 

"I  really  thbik,"  Griggs  went  on, 
^'  that  as  you  let  us  in  for  this,  you  ought 
to  make  it  up  to  us.  What  do  you  say, 
boys  1 " 

"  Make  it  up  to  you  1 "  I  croaked. 
*^  Haven't  I  lost  my  house,  my  furniture 
and  belongings,  my  very  clothes)  And 
you  ask  me  to  make  up  your  losses  1  Why, 
I'm  a  long  way  the  biggest " 

A  double  knock  Im!1ow  cut  short  my 
protest,  and  a  minute  later  the  servant 
appeared  with  a  letter,  which  had  been 
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addresaed  to  me  at  Salamia  Hoase,  bat 
bronght  on  to  Johnson's  by  the  postmaa 
Hie  handwriting  was  strange  to  me,  and 
the  po&tage-stamp  was  foreign ;  the  post- 
mark was  ''Paris."  I  tore  the  envelope 
open  and  read  what  follows  : 

*'My  dear  Young  Friend, — I  have 
taken  advantage  of  a  short  halt  on  my  way 
to  Spain — a  most  interesting  country,  which 
I  have  always  wished  to  visit — to  write  you 
a  line,  tlumkiog  yon  for  yonr  kindness  in 
paying  the  second  instalment  of  the  in- 
surance money.  It  has  come  in  very  handy. 
I  most  say,  however,  that  I  hardly  ex- 
pected to  receive  it,  as  I  was  afraid — young 
men  are  so  careless^ — that  some  accident 
would  happen  to  your  house  before  the 
money  became  due.  An  insurance  policy 
in  certain  hands  is  as  dangerous  as  a  pipe 
in  a  powder-magazine. 

''  Have  you  heard  any  news  about  me 
yet )  I  have  had  several  heavy  claims  sent 
in  to  the  '  Pro  Bono '  during  the  past  week, 
and  as  it  was  always  my  intention  to  retire 
very  shortly,  I  sefzed  the  opportunity  and 
all  the  funds  of  the  company,  which  was, 
indeed,  merely  a  fancy  name  for  myself. 
The  claims,  I  need  hardly  say,  must  settle 
themselves.  I  intend  to  settle  myself — in 
Spain.  You  ask  me,  perhaps,  why  I  con- 
descended to  swindle  you  out  of  your  two 
paltry  little  payments)  Eeally  I  could 
not  resist  the  temptation.  Little  fish  are 
proverbially  sweet,  and,  in  addition,  I 
wished  to  teach  you  a  lesson.  You  wish 
to  run  before  you  can  wallr,  and  strive  to 
grasp  the  highest  prizes  in  the  profession 
before  you  have  even  matriculated.  That 
is  absurd,  and  I  hope  that  I  have  taught 
you  to  know  better.  But  I  never  work 
for  nothing,  so  I  took  your  money  as  a 
kind  of  fee.  Two  hints  to  conclude  with. 
Gret  over  your  habit  of  blushing,  for  you 
will  never  be  a  swindler  while  you  can 
blush  for  yourself,  and  bear  in  mind  that; 
men  who  wear  blue  spectacles  are  not 
necessarily  fools. — Yours,  etc., 

"  Alexander  M*Cormick, 

"  Alias  Sober t  Turner,  alias  Shifty  Bob  ' 


"  Shifty  Bob  1 "  cried  Griggs ;  <*  the  moat 
notorious  rascal  in  London  1 " 

**  Fve  heard  of  the  man,"  said  Johnson. 
'*And  the  police  allow  a  well-known 
scoundrel  like  that  to  prey  upon  society 
unchecked.    I  call  ft  simply  scandalous  ! " 

Shifty  Bob !  A  past-master  of  the  art. 
And  I  had  tried  to  swindle  him.  What  a 
fool  he  must  have  thought  me !  Wliat  a  fool 
I  had  been !  Why,  when  I  came  to  look 
back  and  recalled  some  of  his  remarks,  I 
could  see  that  he  had  hardly  condescended 
to  deceive  me ;  he  had  been  contemptuously 
amusing  himself  with  me  the  whole  time. 
Yet  I  had  gone  gaily  on,  revelling  in  my 
fancied  success,  and  had  laughed  to  myself 
while  house,  furniture,  and  belongings  were 
destroyed  before  my  eyes.  Now  they  were 
gone,  together  with  all  my  ready  money — 
not  to  speak  of  Johnson  and  Oo.'s — ^and  I 
was  left  lamenting.  As  I  thought  of  all 
this,  I  felt  that  nothing  I  could  say  would 
do  justice  to  the  situation. 

''  O'Rourke,"  I  said  feebly,  turning  in- 
stinctively to  that  tower  of  strength, 
**  O'Bourke,  say  something." 

And  O'Rourke  did  1 
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CHAPTER  SLI. 

"  Mr.  Falooner,  air  I    Mr.  Falconer  1 " 

Dennia  Ftdcooer  tu  a  light  Bleeper,  and 
be  WIS  awake  od  the  fint  call,  low  and 
hanied  as  it  wai.  It  miut  be  a  very  bad 
moming,  he  aaid  to  himaelf,  for  the  light 
waa  not  neailf  so  strong  as  it  usiullf  was 
when  he  waa  called  at  eight  o'clock. 

"All  light  1"  he  called  baok. 

Bat  the  retreating  footsteps  that  asaally 
enaned  upon  his  answer  did  not  follow, 

"  There's  a  lady,  sir,  to  see  yon,  please. 
She's  wai^g  in  the  silting-room.  '  Mia, 
Bomayne,'  she  told  me  to  say." 

"  What  1 "  It  was  a  sha^  exclamation 
of  inexpfeeuble  astonishment,  and  as  he 
uttered  it  Falooner  sprang  oat  of  bed.  As 
he  did  so  he  realised  that  the  nnasaalnesB 
of  the  light  was  dae  to  the  anoBnalaeaa  of 
the  hoar — seven  o'eloch  only.  "  Some  one 
from  Mia.  Bonuyne,  yon  mean  % "  he 
called,  his  strong,  deep  rolce  full  of  in- 
ciediility  and  apprehension.  Then,  as  the 
answer  came  ^ongh  the  door,  " '  Mrs. 
Bomayne,'  dr,  the  lady  said,''  he  called 
back  hnuiedly :  "  Say  I  will  be  with  her  in 


Very  few  moments  Indeed  bad  passed 
before  Faloonei'a  bedroom  door  opened 
and  he  cuae  ont  with  a  rapid  step.  He 
opened  his  sitting-room  door  and  passed 
in,  shutting  the  door  hastily  behind  him, 
and  as  he  did  ao  the  words  of  grare  con- 
cern with  wliioh  he  had  entered  died  apon 
his  lips. 


VOb  Z.— TBIBO  BKBOS. 


In  the  disorder  and  dreariness  of  a  room 
from  which  the  traces  of  yesterday's  usage 
Iiad  not  yet  been  obliterated,  in  the  eold 
grey  light  of  the  early  September  morning, 
a  woman  was  pacing  up  and  down  with 
almost  frenzied  steps.  For  a  moment,  as 
he  caught  his  first  glimpse  of  ttie  faoe, 
he  thought  vaguely  that  It  was  not  Mrs, 
Eomayne ;  then  it  turned  and  coubonted 
him,  and,  meeting  the  eyes,  he  recognieed, 
not  the  woman  whom  he  had  known 
during  the  past  two  years,  but  the  woman 
into  whose  face  he  had  looked  with  so 
strange  a  shook  of  unfamiliarity,  and  for 
one  moment  only,  as  he  and  Dr.  AJton  had 
confronted  it  together  twenty  years  ago  in 
Sice.  Erery  trace  of  the  Mrs.  Bomayne 
of  to  -  day  seemed  to  Iiave  vanished, 
scorched  away  by  the  consuming  fire 
which  burnt  in  her  blue  eyes  and  seemed 
to  be  the  only  thioK  that  lived  behind  that 
ghastly  face ;  even  her  features  were  drawn 
and  Bonken  almost  beyond  reeognltlon. 

An  almost  paralysing  sense  of  unreality 
fell  upon  Dennia  Falooner  for  all  his  prac- 
tical common  sense ;  and  before  he  could 
recover  hioueU  suffioiently  for  speech.  Sirs. 
Bomayne  had  crossed  the  room  to  him, 
attempting  no  greeting,  swept  away  on  a 
tide  before  which  all  the  barriers  of  her 
life — all  the  safeguards,  as  they  had  seemed 
to  Iter — had  gone  down  in  one  common 
min. 

"Dennis  Falconer,"  she  cried  hoarsely, 
"my  boy  Is  gone — gone  I  Help  me  to 
think  what  I  must  do^help  me  to  think 
how  I  can  fiiLd  him  1  Help  me  I  Help 
met" 

The  words  themiBelTea  were  an  appeal, 
but  they  rang  out  in  that  harsh,  untuned 
voice  with  alT  the  fierce  peremptoriness  of 
a  command,  and  as  ahe  spoke  them  Mrs. 
Bomayne  beat  her  lutnds  one  against  the 
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other,  as  though  her  agony  were  ino^ped 
too  great  to  be  endured.  Falconer,  utterly 
confounded — more  by  her  manner  than  by 
her  tidings,  which,  indeed,  in  bh  slow  and 
bewilder^  senae  of  the  ezbraordinarily 
direct  communication  which  her  words 
had  ebtabUshed  between  herself  and  him, 
he  hardly  grasped— echoed  the  one  word 
which  seemed  to  contain  a  definite  state- 
ment. 

<< Gone r*  he  said.    ''Gonet" 

<< Gone! "she  returned^  repeating  the 
word  as  she  had  done  before  in  a  kLod  of 
hoarse  cry.  ''  Oh,  let  me  try  and  make 
you  understand  clearly  that  we  may  lose 
no  time.  Time !  Ah !  who  knows  how 
much  may  have  been  lost  already )  My 
boy!  my  boy  1" 

She  strangled  the  cry  in  her  yery  throat, 
and  laying  one  hand  on  Falconer's  arm 
with  a  convulsive  grip,  as  if  to  steady 
herself,  she  lifted  the  other  to  her  head, 
pushing  the  hair  back  from  her  forehead 
and  pressing  her  fingers  down  as  tliough 
to  force  herself  to  think  and  speak  co- 
herently. 

*'  I  had  a  telegram  from  him,"  she  said, 
speaking  in  short,  quick  sentences  with 
heavy,  panting  breaths  between,  "  ten 
days  ago.  It  said  that  he  was  going  to 
stop  in  town  for  a  few  i&jn.  Yesterday 
I  heard  something  that  made  me  uneasy. 
I  came  up  to  speak  to  him  late  last  night. 
I  expected  to  find  him  in  Queen  ioine 
Street.  He  was  not  there.  He  has  not 
been  there  for  the  last  two  nights.  He  is 
gone!"  She  stopped  as  though  in  those 
three  words  she  had  summed  up  all  the 
horror  of  the  situation,  and  with  that 
strange  sense  of  unreality  making  his  voice 
stiff  and  constrained.  Falconer  said  : 

<«But  must  you  necessarily  apprehend 
anything  alarming  f  Some  private  visit, 
perhaps;  a  painful  discovery,  of  course " 

She  tore  her  hand  away  from  his  arm, 
wringing  it  fiercely  with  its  fellow  as  she 
faced  him,  breaking  in  upon  his  words 
wiUi  a  passionate  cry. 

"  Apprehend !  I  know,  I  tell  you,  I 
know!  Ah!  have  I  been  watching  and 
fighting  for  so  many  years ;  have  I  planned 
and  struggled  and  sickened  with  fear ;  not 
to  know,  now  that  it  has  overtaken  me  at 
last)  Dennis  Falconer,  don't  palter  with 
me.  Tou  know  what  lies  about  my  boy. 
You  know  idiat  horrible  inheritance  I 
have  had  to  battle  with  for  him.  Good 
Heaven  1  when  have  you  spared  me  your 
knowledge  of  it  9  When  have  you  failed 
to    thrust   it   on   me,  to   force    me    to 


shudder  and  sicken  even  when  I  felt  most 
secure)" 

She  p^uaedv  battling  for  breath;  and  then, 
as  Falconer  tried  to  speak,  she  put  out  her 
hand  to  stop  him,  and  went  on  hurriedly  : 

"That's  all  over  I  It's  done  with  1  Now 
you  must  help  me.  Your  knowledge  must 
help  me.  You  are  a  man.  You  will 
know  what  to  do ;  how  he  can  be  saved  I 
He  must  be  saved !    He  must  i " 

She  turned  away  from  him  with  a  wild, 
unconscious  gesture,  as  though  his  per- 
sonality had  no  existence  for  her  save  and 
except  as  he  could  serve  her  purpose,  and 
began  once  more  to  pace  up  and  down  the 
room. 

Falconer  followed  her  with  his  eyes, 
standing  motionless  and  confounded.  The 
very  foundation  on  which  stood  his  every 
conception  with  regard  to  the  woman 
before  him,  and  the  life  she  lived,  had 
suddtfily  melted  into  nothingness  before 
her  passionate  words,  and  there  seemed 
for  the  time  befaig  to  be  no  stability  any- 
where about  him.  It  was  no  light  that 
her  words  let  in  upon  him.  Bather,  they 
rolled  over  that  mental  tract  of  country 
which  had  been  to  him  perfectly  familiar 
and  commonplace,  a  darkness  In  which 
every  landmark  was  obliterated.  In  those 
first  bewildered  seconds  his  most  prominent 
sensation  was  one  of  utter  blackness — the 
mental  -counterpart  of  the  effect  produced 
upon  the  physical  vision  by  the  sudden 
substitution  of  illimitable  darkness  tor  a 
narrow  and  well-known  scene. 

''What  do  you  feart"  he  said.  He 
spoke  almost  like  an  automaton,  in  a  low, 
tentative  tone. 

**  He  has  been  speculating."  She  never 
stopped  In  her  rushing  walk.  ''I  have 
known  It  for  months,  and  have  been  in 
torment."  There  was  a  strange'  scathed 
look  on  her  face  which  gave  the  words  a 
terrible  reality.  "  He  has  had  some  heavy 
anxiety  on  his  mind  all  the  summer — 
what,  I  don't  know.  But  this  Is  the  end 
of  it.  Oh,  my  boy,  my  darling,  what  have 
I  done  that,  you  should  shut  your  mother 
outt  I  have  slaved  for  you!  I  have 
slaved  for  you,  and  I  will  dave  for  you  as 
long  as  I  live  1  Why  have  you  gone  away 
from  me ) " 

She  was  not  crying.  To  Falconer, 
watching  her  and  listening  to  her,  no  tears 
could  have  been  so  terrible  as  that  bitter, 
dry-eyed  wail  which  seemed  to  him  to 
echo  in  a  void,  where  nothing  answering 
to  it  could  have  been  nurtured  into  life. 
The  contrast  between  the  artificial  woman 
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be  had  known  hitherto,  and  the  woman  in 
the  eonsuming  anguish  of  her  motherhood 
with  whom  he  now  found  himself  face  to 
face,  was  so  amazing  that  he  could  make 
no  attempt  to  grapple  with  it.  He  took 
desperate  and  instinctive  refuge  in  the 
practical. 

**  Do  you  know  anything  of  his  City 
association  i "  he  said. 

She  made  a  despairing  gesture  of 
negation. 

«'I  did!"  she  said  hoarsely.  "I  did 
all  I  knew  to  keep  in^  touch  with  him. 
Two  months  ago  Marston  Loring  could 
have  told  me  anything.  But  everythiDg 
failed  me  I  Everything  crumbled  away ! 
They  quarrelled." 

Already,  with  that  matter-of-fact 
tendency  inherent  in  all  men  —  and 
particularly,  perhaps,  in  unimaginative 
men — which  assimilates  a  revelation,  and 
reduces  it  involuntarily  to  a  common- 
place, Falconer  had  become  almost  ac- 
customed to  the  new  point  of  view  which 
had  been  forced  upon  him.  The  dark- 
ness was  lifting,  and  he  was  aware  of 
the  vast  tracts  of  mental  country,  destitiute 
of  those  landmai^  which  his  soul  loved, 

I  but   no   longer    enveloped    in    a    dense 
atmosphere  of  confusion. 
A  man  of  Falconer's  narrow  tempera- 
ment, confirmed  in  his  rigidity  by  many 
years  of  life,  having  hfs  set  conceptions 
suddenly  overthrown  and  forcibly  enlarged, 
will  be  totally  incapable  of  any  just  appre- 
ciation of  the  new  horizon  then  created ; 
Ihe  will  be  conscious  of  the  spaces  about 
_  him  only  as  confusing   unrealities  j    the 
limitations  solidified  by  the  mental  habits 
of  years  will  retain  some  sort  of  ghostly 
inflaence  over  him  long  after  they  have 
ceased    to    have    any    actual    existence. 
His  first  conscious  and  deliberate  move- 
ment will  be  an  instinctive  attempt  to 
reconcile    the   new   condition    of   things 
with  these  old   limitations,  rather  than 
to  reconcile  himself  with    his  new  con- 
ditioD.    The  facts  which  Mrs.  Bomayne's 
words  recalled  to  him;  the  character  of 
the  man  whom  she  had  encouraged  as 
her  son's  chief    intimate;   the  character 
of  the  life  to  which  she  had  bred  him; 
gave  definite  force  to  the  vague  movement 
towards  such  reconciliation  already  stir- 
ring  in    Falconer's   mind.     He  accepted 
the   revelation  of   unsuspected    mother's 
love  and  mother's  dread,  and  ceased  to 

I  contemplate  it  as  he  concentrated  his 
mental  vision  on  the  selfish  vanity  and 
worldJiness    with   which   Mrs.   Bomayne 


had  stood  endued  in  his  thoughts  .for 
twenty  years;  and  as  his  point  of  view 
readjusted  itself  on  these  lines,  her 
present  position,  with  all  the  suffering 
which  it  involved,  presented  itself  to  him 
solely  as  the  inevitable  climax  of  a  simple 
and  eminently  comprehensible  sequence  of 
cause  and  e£fect. 

His  voice  was  low  and  stern  as  he 
said : 

"  Can  you  not  think  of  any  other  friend 
who  could  give  us  some  clue  to  his  recent 
movements  ?  "  '4u, 

"  I  can't ! "  she  cried,  stopping  in  her 
rapid  walk,  and  confronting  him  fiercely. 
*'It  is  because  there  is  no  one  left; 
because  I  don't  know  what  to  do,  or 
where  to  turn,  that  I  have  come  to  you  1 
Should  I  be  wasting  time  like  this  if  I 
could  think  or  any  other  means  of  acting  t 
I'm  tied  hand  and  foot  in  the  dark — tied  to 
the  rack,  man !  We  can  do  nothing  till 
we  find  him — till  we  know  what  has 
happened.  Think,  think,  think !  How 
are  we  to  find  him  1    How  are  we  to 


»> 


Her  voice,  which  had  risen  into  an 
agonised  cry,  broke  suddenly;  a  greyish 
tint  spread  itself  over  her  face,  and  all  her 
features  were  contorted  as  if  with  horrible 
physical  pain.  She  stretched  out  her  hand 
feebly  and  grophigly,  caught  at  an  arm- 
chair, and  fell  into  it,  letting  her  face 
fall  forward  on  its  back  as  her  nails 
pressed  themselves  pitilessly  into  her  thin 
hands, 

'* It— it's  nothing!"  she  gasped,  in  a 
tight,  suppressed  voice,  fighting  despe- 
rately, as  it  seemed,  to  utter  words  rather 
than  groans.     ''  I   have    been   iU  I    The 

night '' 

The  words  died  away^  caught  and 
strangled  by  the  relentless  stabbing  pain, 
and  Falconer,  utterly  at  a  loss,  stood  for 
a  moment  helplessly  ^watching  hs(r,  and 
then  strode  across  the  room  meaning  to 
call  a  woman  to  his  aid.  He  opened  the 
door  hurriedly  and  then  stopped  short 
On  the  shelf  fixed  against  the  wall  facing 
him  there  lay  his  morning  letters,  aud  on  the 
top  of  the  pile  lay  one  directed  in  Juliaii's 
handwriting.  Mrs.  Bomayne's  physical  dis- 
tress sank  into  insignificance  for  him.  The 
physical  suffering  which  had  fallen  to  liis 
lot  during  the  past  year  had  by  no  means 
obliterate  the  lifelong  instinct  which  led 
him  to  look  upon  such  weakness  as  a  detail 
to  be  disregarded^  and  of  women  he  knew 
nothing.  He  turned  back  into  the  room 
with  the  letter  in  his  hand,  and  shutting  the 
door  ag^in  opened  it  hastily.    It  was  the 


I 


148    [Aogiut  12, 18S8.] 


ALL  THE  TEAB  BOUND. 


[Oondc^ted  by 


letter  Jalian  had  written  on  the  previooB 
day  hi  his  room  in  the  Temple. 

"Dear  Falconer,"  he  read, — "IVe 
done  for  mjself  all  roand,  and  by  the  time 
yon  get  this  I  shall  be  out  of  England.  It's 
penal  seryitade  if  I  stay.  The  sma&h  will 
come  in  a  day  or  two  and  yon  will  under- 
stand. It's  all  np  with  me;  but  there's 
my  wife  and  child — for  Heaven's  sake  be 

kind  to  them.    My  wife  is  living  at ." 

(The  address  was  scrawled  in  pencil). 

"Julian  Eomayne." 

For  another  moment  Dennis  Falconer 
stood  motionless  with  his  ejes  fixed  on 
the  letter,  bo  despairing  in  its  hopeless 
brevity,  so  terribly  eloquent  of  immeasur- 
able disgrace  and  wrong.  Then  he  lifted 
his  head  and  turned  towards  Mrs.  Eo- 
mayne. She  had  not  moved,  she  was 
apparently  uncouEcious  of  his  presence; 
the  tense  rigidity  of  her  position  had 
passed  into  a  total  collapse,  in  which  all 
her  figure  seemed  to  have  fallen  together 
as  if  in  absolute  exhaustion.  To  Falconer 
she  presented  an  appearance  only  of  most 
desirable  quiet,  and  he  hesitated  simply  as 
to  how  he  should  so  break  to  her  what 
must  be  broken,  as  to  excite  her  leatt. 
She  would  have  to  see  the  letter  I  He 
glanced  at  it  again  on  the  thought,  and  a 
cold  shock  seemed  to  strike  him  as  he 
realised  the  totaJ  oblivion  of  his  mother  to 
which  the  young  man's  last  appeal  bore 
witness. 

'*  I  have  received  some  news,"  he  said. 

His  tone,  as  he  spoke,  was  curiously 
different  from  any  in  which  he  had  ever 
before  addressed  her.  It  was  grave, 
straightforward,  and  not  unkindly,  and 
it  very  subtly — and  quite  unconsciously — 
conveyed  the  altered  attitude  of  a  stern 
and  narrow  moralist  towards  wrong-doing, 
no  longer  triumphant  and  serene,  but 
writhhig  under  its  merited  sufifericg.  A 
certain  stern  compassion  the  new  position 
of  affairs  demanded  of  him,  and  he  gave  it ; 
but  it  was  that  lofty  compassion  which  is 
more  than  half  composed  of  a  sense  of  the 
righteousness  of  the  retribution  meted  out, 
and  with  sympathy  or  respect  it  was 
utterly  untouched.  He  was  prepared  to 
help  her  to  the  utmost;  te  was  steady 
reliability  itself,  but  his  help  was  per- 
meated, as  was  his  compassion,  with  a 
superior  recognition  of  the  justice  of  the 
trouble  which  rendered  that  help  necessary. 

As  though  there  was  something  between 
her  and  her  surroundings  through  which 


his  voice  must  penetrate  before  it  reached 
her  brain,  a  second  or  two  elapsed  before 
Mrs.  Eomayne  gave  any  sign  of  having 
heard  him.  Then  she  moved  and  turned 
her  face  towards  hfm,  looking;  at  him  as 
though  from  a  long  way  off.  Her  forehead 
and  the  hair  about  it,  strangely  colour  less 
and  dead  -  looking,  were  damp.  Gcey 
shadows  had  fallen  about  her  mouth. 
There  was  a  faint  strngele  in  her  dull 
eyes,  as  though  she  had  heard  his  words 
and  was  trying  to  force  her  way  to  an 
understanding  of  them  through  over- 
whelming physical  disabilities. 

'*  I  am  sorry  to  say  it  is  far  from  re- 
assuring," continued  Falconer. 

A  sudden  flash  of  understanding  and 
conviction  flashed  across  her  features,  and 
its  spirit  dominated  her  weakness  as  its 
light  transfigured  her  face.  She  rose, 
clinging  to  the  chair,  but  evidently  abso- 
lutely unconscious  of  any  physical  sensa- 
tion, and  held  out  her  hand,  still  clammy 
and  tremulous  with  pain. 

<'  Give  it  me,"  she  said,  indicating  the 
letter  he  held.  Her  voice  was  a  thin 
whisper.  Then,  as  he  hesitated :  "  You're 
wasting  time.     Give  it  me." 

He  gave  it  her  without  a  word  and 
turned  away.  It  would  break  her  down, 
of  course,  he  thought;  perhaps  into  some 
wild  form  of  hysteria  at  the  position  In 
which  the  young  man  confessed  himself; 
perhaps  into  passionate  repudiation  of  the 
son  who  had  so  deceived  her,  and  who 
was  leaving  her  without  word  or  sign. 
Moments  passed,  three  or  four  perhaps, 
and  then  a  tense.  Insistent  touch  fell  on 
his  arm  and  he  turned.  Mib,  Eomayne 
was  standing  by  his  side,  Julian's  letter 
held  tightly  in  her  hand,  which  trembled 
no  longer.  Her  eyes  were  bright,  almost 
hard  in  their  determination,  and  every 
h'ne  and  muscle  of  her  face  and  figure 
was  braced  and  set  into  a  vivid  strength 
and  resolution. 

"  We  muet  see  this  woman  at  once,"  she 
said,  and  her  voice  was  as  strange  In  its 
desperate  energy  as  was  her  face.  Then, 
as  Falconer  only  looked  at  her  blackly, 
she  added,  in  the  same  absorbed,  concen- 
trated way :  "  You  will  come  with  me  ?  '* 

"  You  mean  you  will  see " 

"  I  must  see  this  woman,"  she  repeated, 
tapping  the  paper  impatlei^tly  with  her 
hand.  <  Don't  you  aee  she  will  probably 
know  where  he  is  I  She  must  know  1  Let 
us  go  at  once  I " 

*'  But  if  she  does  know )  " 

"If  she  does  know  I     Why,   that  is 
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everytbing !  I  can  follow  him.  He  is 
frightened — he  has  lost  his  head.  If  he 
goes  away  like  this  he  is  lost  I  am  going 
to  stop  him." 

"But " 

She  silenced  him  with  a  movement  of 
her  hand,  before  which  his  words  died  on 
his  lips. 

"Dennis  Falconer/'  she  said,  "help  me 
or  ref ase  to  help  me  as  yoa  like,  bat  don'c 
tiy  to  stop  me.  The  shadow  of  a  horror 
sach  as  this  has  haunted  me  for  twenty 
yeara  I  bring  the  nerye  and  desperation 
of  twenty  years  to  meet  it  now,  and  I  am 
going  to  save  him.    Will  you  come )" 

Dominated  against  his  will,  sternly  dis- 
approving, bnt  powerless  to  assert  his 
disapprobation  in  the  face  of  the  intensity 
of  her  determination,  Falconer  made  a 
slight  gesture  of  enforced  assent.  Mrs. 
Bomayne  hardly  waited  foi  it  before  she 
turned  and  went  swiftly  out  of  the  room 
and  down  the  stairs. 

It  was  early  still — ^not  yet  eight  o'clock 
— and  cabs  were  hardly  to  be  found.  They 
met  one  at  last,  and  Falconer  put  her  into 
it  and  looked  at  her,  obviously  with  an 
intention  of  uttering  the  protest  with 
which  his  face  was  full.  She  made  a 
peremptory  sign  that  he  should  give  the 
address,  holding  out  the  letter  containing 
it,  and  instantly  reclaiming  it.  Her  nerves 
were  evidently  strung  beyond  the  possi- 
bility of  Irrelevant  or  unnecessary  speech. 
A  long  drive  followed  to  a  dingy,  poverty- 
stricken  neighbourhood,  and  then,  in  a 
dreary  -  looking  little  street,  the  cab 
stopped.  Mrs.  Bomayne  got  out  with  the 
same  rapid,  concentrated  movements,  sign- 
ing agab,  with  a  movement  of  her  set  lips, 
to  Falconer  that  he  should  ring  and  make 
the  necessary  enquiries.  The  bell  was 
answered,  after  an  appreciable  interval,  by 
a  slatternly-looking  girl. 

"A young  woman  lodges  here,  I  believe," 
said  Falconer  sternly — "a  young  married 
woman.  Mrs. — ^Mrs.  B oden,  or  Bomayne  1 " 
The  girl  stared  at  him  for  a  moment 
with  bold,  curious  eyes,  and  then  trans- 
ferred the  stare  to  Mrs.  Bomayne,  with  a 
coarse  giggle. 

"  Young  married  woman ) "  she  re- 
peated, with  a  toss  of  the  head.  <<0b, 
yes ;  of  coarse !    Top  floor  back ! " 

Before  the  last  words,  which  conveyed  a 
general  intimation  that  visitors  for  the  top 
floor  back  were  expected  to  show  them- 
selves up,  were  well  uttered,  Mrs,  Bomayne 
had  crossed  the  dixty  little  passage  with 
swift  steps  and  was  mounting  the  stairs. 


She  went  straight  on  until  she  reached  the 
top  landing,  and  then  she  turned  sharply 
to  Falconer,  who  had  followed  her  closely. 
His  judgement  condemned  her  proceedings 
utterly,  but  his  stern  sense  of  her  claim 
upon  him  remained  untouched,  and  he 
believed  himself  to  be  merely  waiting  until 
her  impulse  should  fail  her,  as  it  seemed  to 
him  it  must  before  long,  to  take  matters 
into  his  own  hands. 

'*  Knock  1 "  she  said. 

Falconer  obeyed  her;  the  door  was 
opened  with  a  quiet,  sad-toned  "  Tes  t "  and 
Glemence  stood  on  the  threshold. 

She  was  looking  very  fragile  and  very 
white ;  the  haggard  look  of  suffering  had 
left  her,  but  it  had  taken  with  it  in  the 
passing  all  the  physical  strength  from  her 
face.  Her  eyes  were  heavy  as  with  sleep- 
lessness and  tears,  and  from  their  depths 
there  seemed  to  emanate  the  quiet  grief 
which  spoke  in  every  line  of  her  face. 
She  held  her  month-old  baby  in  her  arms, 
and  her  whole  personality  seemed  to  be 
touched  by  the  mysterious  Influence  of 
motherhood  into  a  new  dignity  and  beauty. 
To  Falconer  the  change  in  her  since  he 
had  seen  her  in  Camden  Town  was  so 
great  as  to  give  him  a  moment's  absolute 
shock ;  it  was  the  same  woman,  and  yet 
not  the  same.  The  difference  lay,  for  him, 
rather  in  the  evidences  of  long  suffering 
which  spoke  so  eloquently  about  that 
patient  woman's  face  and  form,  than  in 
the  work  effected  by  that  suffering,  and 
the  feeling  that  the  sight  of  her  stirred  in 
him  was  one  of  pityj  a  man's  half  in- 
dignant, half  patronising  pity  for  weakness 
and  trust  abused. 

But  Falconer  she  did  not  seem  to  see. 
Instantly,  as  she  opened  the  door^  her 
eyes  had  passed  to  where  Mrs.  Bomayne 
stood  confronting  her,  her  face  absorbed, 
concentrated,  hard  as  steel.  A  faint  flush 
of  colour  flooded  Clemence's  face;  then 
she  lowered  her  eyes,  and  stood  with  her 
head  a  little  bent  over  her  child,  motionless. 

"  You  are  my  son's  wife  t " 

The  words  came  from  Mra.  Bomayne 
quick,  terse,  utterly  untouched  and  unemo- 
tional, as  though  the  situation  in  itseU 
were  absolutely  devoid  of  meaning  for 
her. 

^'My  husband's  name  is  Julian  Bomayne," 
was  the  low  answer. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  made  a  quick,  imperious 
gesture  indicative  of  her  desire  to  pass 
into  the  little  room,  on  the  threshold  of 
which  Glemence  was  standing.  Glemence 
made  way  for  her  with  quiet  dignity,  and 
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then  followed  her  in.  Falconer  hesitated 
an  initant  and  then  took  up  hb  poiition 
in  the  doorway,  holdine  himielf  in  grave, 
attentive  readineis  ontilthe  moment  when 
hia  presence  should  be  required.  The 
little  room  was  sompulously  neat  and 
clean.  Facing  l^bat,  a  strangdy  incongruous 
figure  amid  such  poor  surroundings,  but 
aiq[>arently  as  absolutely  unconscious  of 
them  as  of  the  child — at  which  she  never 
glanced  —  stood  Mrs.  Bomayne.  Facing 
Mxn.  Bomayne  stood  Olemence,  paler  now 
than  before,  and  with  her  head  bent  a 
little  lower.  Falconer  could  see  tfiat  she 
trembled  slightly.  Mrs.  Bomayne  began 
to  speak  instantly,  in  the  same  hard,  rapid 
t<ma 

''Where  is  my  sent"  she  said.  "Tou 
have  been  told,  perhaps,  to  say  you  do  not 
know  —  to  keep  his  plans  secret.  You 
must  give  them  up  instantly  to  ma  He 
has  made  a  mistake,  and  only  prompt 
action  can  redeem  it.  When  did  you  see 
himlastf    What  did  he  teU  you f  " 

As  though  some  subtle  influence  from 
the  one  woman  had  penetrated  to  the 
heart  of  the  other,  Oiemence's  face  had 
turned  quite  white.  For  her,  too,  the 
personal  aspect  of  the  situation  seemed 
suddenly  to  sink  into  abeyanca  Her  head 
was  lifted,  and  her  eyes,  filled  with  a  creep- 
ing apprehension,  were  fixed  full  upon  Mra. 
Bomayne,  oblivious  of  anything  but  the 
one  interest  wUch  they  hdd  in  common. 

The  man  watchioff  them  was  vaguely 
conscious  of  something  about  the  two 
women  which  put  him  quite  away  from 
them ;  which  made  him  the  merest  specta- 
tor of  something  to  which  he  had  no  key. 

'*I  saw  him  last  night,''  said  Clemence, 
hurriedly  and  fearfully ;  '*  he  came  to  say 
good-bye ! " 

A  Idnd  of  hoarse  cry  broke  from  Mrs. 
Bomayne. 

''  Good-bye  1"  she  cried,  as  though  appeal- 
ing to  some  encircling  environment  of  fate. 
"  And  she  let  him  go !  She  let  him  go  1 " 
She  stopped  herself,  forcing  down  her 
passion  with  an  iron  hand,  and  went  on  in 
a  tone  really  colder  and  more  decisive  in 
its  greater  rapidity  than  before.  "  He  has 
made  a  mistake ;  you  cannot  understand, 
of  course.  No  doubt  it  seems  to  you  that 
everything  to  be  desbed  is  comprised  in 
the  miserable  subterfuge  of  flight  No 
doubt '' 

She  was  interrupted.  With  a  low  cry 
of  unutterable  horror  Olemence  had  drawn 
a  step  nearer  to  her,  pressing  her  baby 
passionately  to  her  heart. 


" Flight  1"  she  eried^  "Flight!  Ah, 
I  knew  I  I  knew  there  was  something 
wrone!  What  is  itt  Oh,  what  is  itt 
My  dear,  my  dear,  what  have  yon  done  t 
What  have  you  done  1 '' 

There  was  an  instant's  dead  silence  as 
the  cry  died  away  and  Olemence  stood 
with  her  beseeching  eyes  dark  and  dilated, 
her  uplifted  face  white  and  quivering, 
appealing,  as  it  seemed,  for  an  answer 
bom  Julian  himself.  Falconer  was  looking 
straight  before  him,  his  face  set  and  grim, 
passive,  not  only  with  the  natural  pasdvitj 
of  a  man  in  the  presence  of  inevitable 
anguish,  but  with  the  involuntary  self-for- 
getfnlness  of  a  man  in  the  presence  of  a 
power  greater  tlian  he  can  understand. 
Mrs.  iUimayne  had  paused  as  though 
stopped  by  some  kind  of  hard,  annoyed 
surprise. 

Then  Mrs.  Bomayne  went  on  in  a  thin, 
tense  voice :  « 

"There  is  no  time  to  waste  over  what 
has  been  done;  the  point  is  to  retrieve 
it  1  He  must  come  back  at  once.  Where 
ishet" 

With  a  sudden  quick  movement  Ole- 
mence turned,  crossed  the  room,  and  laid 
the  chQd  tenderly  in  the  little  cot  standing 
by  the  fire.  She  pressed  her  face  down 
for  one  instant  to  the  tiny  sleep-flashed 
cheek,  and  then  rose  and  came  back  to 
Mrs.  Bomayne  and  Falconer,  her  face 
white  and  resolute,  her  eyes  shining, 
glancing  from  one  to  the  other  as  she 
spoka 

•*  Will  there  be  time  t "  she  said.  "  Oan 
I  get  to  him  before  he  sails !  There  is  a 
woman  downstairs  who  will  take  care  of 
my  child.    He   is   alone  i    He    may  be 

doing Flight  1  What  can  flight  do  for 

him  if  he  has  done  wrong  1  He  doesn't 
always  know  I  I  am  his  wife,  and  I 
must  go  and  help  him.  Will  there  be 
tbnet" 

It  was  to  Falconer  to  whom  her  eyes 
finally  turned,  vaguely  conscious  of  the 
absence  of  womanly  sympathy,  and  ap- 
pealing in  the  void  for  a  man's  know- 
ledge and  assistanca  It  was  Falconer 
who  answered  her.  Instinctively  and  in- 
voluntariLy  he  answered  her  directly,  the 
current  of  his  thoughts  seeming  to  submit 
itself  to  hen.  without  an  impi&e  to  resist 
or  (control  her. 

"  Where  was  he  going  t "  he  said. 

"  To  America  1 "  was  the  answer,  eager 
and  low,  as  though  life  and  death  hung  on 
the  response  it  should  elicit  "He  was 
going  then  he  told  ma    That  was  at  nine 
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o'doek  laat  night !  Oh,  if  I  go  at  once  I 
shall  be  in  time  f    I  shall  be  in  time  1 " 

A  hard,  nervoiu  irritation  was  disturbing 
the  concentration  of  Mrs.  Bomayne's  face. 
Fatile  and  utterly  to  be  Ignored  as  seemed 
to  her  any  impulse  on  the  part  of  the 
woman  to  whom,  in  face  of  the  terrible 
issoes  with  which  she  stood  confronted,  she 
gave  no  personal  consideration  whatever ; 
me  Introduction  of  such  futility  seemed,  in 
the  strained,  tense  condition  of  her  nerres, 
to  involve  imlevancy  and  dday,  which  she 
was  utterly  unable  to  meet  wiUi  any  self- 
command.  She  broke  in  now,  her  voice 
harsh  and  vibrating  ¥rith  uncontrollable 
impatience. 

**  There  is  no  need,"  she  said.  '*!  am 
on  my  way  to  him  now.  You — there  is  no 
need  for  you !    You  can  do  nothing  I " 

''I  am  his  wife  I "  said  Olemence. 

She  did  not  raise  her  voice ;  no  colour 
came  to  her  dead,  white  face;  only  she 
turned  to  Julian's  mother,  with  her  hands 
crushed  tightly  together  against  her  heart, 
and  such  a  light  shiniog  in  her  eyes  as 
seemed  to  transfigure  her  whole  face  and 
^urOi  For  an  instant  the  eyes  of  the  two 
women  met  and  held  one  another.  Then 
Mrs.  BomaynCi  with  a  gesture  which 
seemed  to  repudiate  and  deny  the  influence 
which  nevertheless  she  was  powerless  to 
resist,  turned  to  Falconer  and  moved 
swiftly  towards  the  door.  *'  What  does  it 
matter  f "  she  said,  in  a  tone  of  fierce  im- 
patience, which  relegated  Olemence  to  the 
position  of  the  merest  nonentity.  ''The 
only  tUng  of  consequence  is  time !" 

She  swept  out  of  the  room  as  she  spoke, 
and  Olemence  turned  again  to  Falconer, 
stretching  out  beseeching  hands. 

"Help  me  ! "  she  said. 

The  movement  which  he  had  thought  to 
guide  and  control  so  easily  had  passed 
beyond  Falconer's  control,  and  he  knew  it. 
He  could  only  follow  it,  waiting  until  the 
turn  of  events  should  throw  it,  as  he  still 
believed  they  must,  upon  a  man's  strength 
and  experience.  But  as  Olemence  had 
touched  him  once  before  against  his  will, 
she  touched  him  now  against  his  judge- 
ment, and  he  answered  her  in  one  word ; 

"  Came ! " 

Throughout  the  terrible  hours  that  fol- 
lowed; during  the  drive  to  the  station,  the 
sickening  suspense,  the  brief  interval  of 
waiting  for  a  train,  the  long  journey; 
neither  by  word  nor  sign  did  Mrs.  Komayne 
evince  the  slightesti  consciousness  of 
demenee's  presence.  Her  face,  almost 
stony  now  In  its  set  determination,  never 


altered.  After  they  were  seated  in  the 
train  she  never  spoke  at  all.  She  sat  gasbg 
straight  before  her,  motionless  as  a  statue, 
like  a  woman  living  only  by  her  hold  upon 
a  moment  in  the  future,  to  which  each 
present  second  as  it  passed  was  bringing 
her  nearer. 

There  had  been  no  time  to  ascertain  the 
probabilities  as  to  their  forestalling  the 
sailing  of  the  boat  in  which  Julian  had 
presumably  intended  to  leave  England. 
Falconer,  while  admitting  to  himself  that 
the  young  man  might  have  over-estimated, 
panic-stricken,  the  danger  in  which  he  had 
placed  himself,  had  but  faint  hope  that  any 
steps  other  than  the  promotion  of  his 
speedy  departure  would  be  possible  when 
they  should  be  in  possession  of  the  facts, 
even  should  their  arrival  be  in  time  to 
frustrate  his  original  determination.  But 
Mrs.  Bomayne  weighed  no  probabilities. 
She  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the 
left  She  saw  before  her  o^y  the  climax 
and  consummation  of  the  struggle  of 
twenty  years,  and  on  that  consummation 
was  concentrated  her  whole  existence. 


IMPERIAL  DINNERS.— IL 

MOBS  IMPIERIAL  BINXERS. 

A  SOMEWHAT  different  version  of  the 
striking  incident  which  closed  our  article 
*(  Imperial  Dinners,  No.  1,"  is  supplied  by 
Spartianns,  which  might  furnish  a  com- 
panion picture  to  the  one  I  have  suggested 
—the  lighted  halls  half  filled  ?rith  soldiers ; 
the  Imperial  domestics  hurrying  to  and  fro 
with  the  materials  of  the  hasty  banquet ; 
the  dead  body  of  Pertinax  lying  neglected 
on  the  marble  floor,  while  Jdianus, 
surrounded  by  flatterers,  redmed  on  tihe 
gorgeously  cushioned  lectum.  A  different 
verdon  is  supplied  by  Spartianus,  who 
says :  ''They  who  from  the  first  began  to 
hate  Julianu3  spread  the  report  that  from 
the  despised  '  coBaa'  of  Pertinax  he  tamed 
immediately  to  a  sumptuous  banquet  which 
had  been  got  ready  of  oysters,  fowls,  and 
fish — *luxurio8umpai^^8e  convivium  ostreis 
et  alitibus  et  piscibus  adornatum.^  This  is 
wholly  false ;  for  his  habits  were  so  parsi- 
monious that  he  would  make  a  hare  or  a 
sucking-pig  last  him  for  three  days,  when 
any  one  sent  him  such  a  present.  Often, 
too,  when  bound  by  no  religious  duty,  he 
would  be  content  with  a  dish  of  vegetables 
and  no  meat.  Nor  on  the  first  night  did 
he  dine  until  Pertinax  had  been  buried, 
on  account  of  whose  murder  he  took  his 
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meal  very  Borrowfally,  and  overwhelmed 
with  anxiety  paased  a  sleepless  night/' 

It  is  to  be  observed,  however^  that  Dio 
Cassias  was  a  contemporary  of  Jnlianns, 
while  Spartianns  flourished  a  century  later. 
Perhaps,  for  this  very  reason,  we  ought  to 
adopt  the  latter's  statement,  since  it  is 
always  one's  contemporaries  who  are  the 
worst  informed  aboat  one's  actions. 

Jidianns  enjoyed — if,  indeed,  he  can 
tnily  be  said  to  have  enjoyed  them — only 
sixty-five  dinners  in  his  Imperial  character. 
On  the  sixty-sixth  day  he  was  beheaded 
by  order  of  Septimios  Sevems,  who  then 
reigned  in  his  stead.  Sevexus  gave  excel- 
lent dinners,  not  because  he  cared  for 
culinary  delicacies,  but  because  it  was 
politic  to  entertain  his  senators  and  officers; 
his  individual  taste  was  for  building.  How- 
ever, his  guests  were  generally  men  of 
real  distinction,  and  included  such  eminent 
la¥ryers  or  jurists  as  Paulus,  Papinian,  and 
Ulpian.  His  two  sons  and  successors, 
Geta  and  Bassianus — ^the  latter  best  known 
by  the  contemptuous  nickname  of  Cara- 
calla — cordially  hated  one  another,  and 
never  ate  at  the  same  table.  They 
divided  between  them  the  vast  buildings 
and  domains  of  the  Imperial  palace,  Geta 
residing  in  the  Janiculum  and  Caracalla  in 
the  Esquih'ne,  until  the  fraternal  feud  was 
terminated  by  Geta's  murder.  Geta,  I 
may  add,  was  something  of  an  epicure, 
and  kept  a  good  cook. 

The  luxuriousness  of  Elagabalus  has 
passed  into  a  commonplace.  It  is  pro- 
bable that  both  his  foUies  and  his  vices 
have  been  exaggerated,  but  after  due 
allowance  has  been  made  for  misrepresen- 
tation, enough  remains  to  justify  the 
detestation  and  contempt  he  has  inspired, 
the  former  by  his  cruelty  and  sensuality, 
the  latter  by  his  effeminacy  and  gluttony. 
He  reclined,  in  women's  dress,  on  couches 
stuffed  with  hare's  down  or  partridge 
feathers;  he  imported  the  choicest  wines 
from  Sicily  and  Greece;  he  would  not 
condescend  to  eat  sea  fish  except  at  a 
great  distance  from  the  sea,  and  would 
then  distribute  among  the  country-folk 
large  quantities  of  the  rarest  kinds  bought 
at  an  immense  outlay.  He  lavishly  re- 
warded the  inventor  of  a  new  sauce ;  but 
if,  on  tasting  it,  he  disliked  its  flavour,  he 
compelled  l^e  inventor  to  eat  of  nothing 
else  until  he  had  discovered  another  more 
satisfactory  to  the  Imperial  palate.  The 
senators,  afraid  of  displeasing  him,  pro- 
vided daily  dinners  at  a  great  cost,  which 
he    contemptuously    made    over    to    his 


guards.  "Corrupted,"  says  Gibbon,  "by 
his  youth,  his  country,  and  his  fortune,  he 
abandoned  himself  to  the  grossest  plea- 
sures with  ungoverned  fury,  and  soon 
found  disgust  and  satiety  in  the  midst  of 
his  enjoyments.  The  bflammatory  powers 
of  art  were  summoned  to  his  aid  ;^  the  con- 
fused multitude  of  women,  of  wines,  and 
of  dishes,  and  the  studied  variety  of  atti- 
tudes and  sauces,  served  to  revive  his 
languid  appetites."  To  divert  him  from 
reflections  which  could  never  be  other 
than  painful,  he  sometimes  invited  to  his 
feasts  a  company  of  bald  men,  one-legged 
men,  rheumatic  men,  and  once  of  corpulent 
men,  whose  excessive  perspbing,  as  they 
lay  crowded  together  on  their  conches, 
afforded  him  a  novel  sensation  of  amuse- 
ment A  favourite  practical  joke  was  to 
fill  one  of  these  couches  with  air  instead  of 
wool,  and  while  the  guests  were  eating 
and  drinking  a  concealed  tap  was  turned 
on,  the  couch  sank,  and  those  recumbent 
on  it  were  thrown  off  right  under  the  jet 
of  water. 

One  turns  with  pleasure  from  this  Im- 
perial monster  to  the  wise,  noble-minded, 
and  pure-living  prince  who  succeeded  him, 
Alexander  Severus.  A  charming  descrip- 
tion of  the  manner  in  which  he  spent  his 
day  is  given  by  the  historians.  He  rose 
early,  devoted  the  first  hour  to  religious 
exercises-,  and  then  received  his  councillors, 
with  whoin  he  discussed  public  affairs  and 
signed  the  necessary  decrees.  After  an 
interval  consecrated  to  the  study  of  his 
favourite  authors,  Plato  and  Cicero,  Virgil 
and  Homer,  he  practised  for  awhile  i^e 
gymnastic  arts;  bathed,  lunched,  and 
resumed  with  fresh  energy  the  cares  of 
state,  reading  and  answering,  with  the 
assistance  of  his  secretaries,  the  almost  in- 
numerable letters,  petitions,  memorials,  and 
official  despatches  which  poured  in  upon 
the  world's  master.  He  was  then  free  to 
dine.  His  table  was  always  served  with 
wholesome  simplicity,  and  the  guests  who 
shared  it  with  him  were  men  of  learning 
and  virtue,  whom  it  was  his  pleasure  to 
count  among  his  friends.  Of  these  the 
most  distinguished  were  Dio  Cassius  the 
historian,  and  Ulpian  the  jurist. 

Maximin  could  drink  in  a  day  an  am- 
phora, or  about  seven  gallons  of  wine,  and 
eat  thirty  or  forty  pounds  of  meat,  but  he 
knew  nothing  of  the  Art  of  Dining,  or 
of  the  constituent  elements  of  a  really 
good  dinner. 

Galbus  was  an  ardent  votary  of  Ade- 
phagia — already  spoken  of  as  the  goddess 
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of  good  eftting ;  Yaleriaa  was  as  modest  in 
his  tastes  as  Marcas  Aarelins  himself. 
GalUenas  was  a  man  of  many  accomplish- 
mentSy  who  shone  brilliantly  in  every  part 
he  played  except  that  of  Imperator.  He 
was  a  pretty  poet  and  a  flaent  speaker,  a 
skilfol  gardener,  and,  what  is  more  to  my 
present  purpose,  an  admirable  cook.  He 
invented  some  exceedingly  tasty  stews; 
and  we  may  feel  aisared  that  the  dinners 
he  gave  to  his  friend,  the  philosopher 
Piotibas,  were  of  a  traly  recherche  descrip- 
tion. It  is  not  too  bold  a  speculation  that 
it  was  over  a  dish  of  his  own  invention  he 
was  lingering  in  his  tent  before  Milan, 
when  some  conspirators  gave  a  false  alarm 
of  an  attack  by  the  enemy.  Springing  from 
his  couch,  and  tarrying  not  to  put  on  his 
armour,  he  rode  towards  the  point  that 
was  said  to  be  threatened,  was  surroonded 
by  the  conspirators,  and  slain. 

From  his  villa  at  Bafae,  where  he  had 
entertained  his  friends  with  dinners  of  the 
first  quality,  Tacitus,  the  wealthy  Roman 
senator,  was  called  at  the  age  of  seventy- 
five  to  assume  the  Imperial  purple.  His 
banquets  in  the  palace  on  the  Palatine 
were  haunted  by  shades  of  coming  events, 
and  in  six  months  and  twenty  days  he 
joined  his  predecessors  "across  the  Styx" 

When  the  ambassadors  of  Bahram,  King 
of  Persia,  entered  the  camp  of  the  Emperor 
Gams  on  an  errand  of  peace,  they  were 
condncted  to  a  soldier  who  was  seated  on 
the  greensward,  eating  heartily  of  stale 
bacon  and  hard-boiled  pease — the  plainest 
and  cheapest  dinner,  perhaps,  ever  eaten 
by  an  Emperor.  For  this  soldier  was 
Cams,  the  master  of  the  Roman  legions. 
He  was  as  plain  in  his  speech  as  in  his 
diet ;  and  in  the  course  of  a  heated  discus- 
sion, removing  the  cap  which  he  wore  to 
conceal  his  baldness,  he  swore  by  all  the 
gods  that  unless  King  Bahram  acknow- 
ledged the  supremacy  of  Rome,  he  woald 
strip  Persia  as  bare  of  trees  as  his  head  was 
destitate  of  hair  I  From  this  interesting 
little  story,  which  is  told  by  Synesias,  we 
can  infer  the  simplicity  of  Cyrus's  habits, 
and  the  reader  idll  be  prepared  to  learn 
that  he  gave  no  memorable  dinners. 

You  remember  that  fine  passage  in 
Matthew  Arnold : 

In  his  cool  hall,  with  haggard  eyes,  - 

The  Eoman  noble  lay.  .  .  . 
fie  made  a  feast,  drank  fierce  and  fast, 

And  crowned  his  hair  with  flowers. 

It  applies  to  most  of  the  Roman  princes 
and  nobles,  who  endeavoured  in  this  way 
to  cheat  the  weariness  of  life^-^  among 


others  to  Carinus,  son  of  Oaras,  who,  like 
so  many  sons,  was  the  living  antithesis  of 
his  father.  All  his  inclinations  were  luxa- 
rioos.  He  drank  of  the  costliest  wines; 
he  made  feasts  of  the  most  sumptuous 
character,  and  invited  to  them  singers, 
dancers,  and  bafioons;  and  so,  with  hag- 
gard eyes,  looked  on  at  the  passing  time, 
and  shrank  from  the  inevitable  end. 

When,  weary  of  twenty  years  of  empire, 
Diocletian  abdicated  the  Roman  throne 
and  resigned  the  mastership  of  the  world, 
he  retired  to  Salona,  in  Dalmatian  and 
employed  his  leisure  in  planting  and  gar- 
dening, and  gave  little  dinners  to  some 
chosen  friends,  which  indaded,  no  doubt, 
fruits,  salads,  and  vegetables  of  his  ovni 
growing,  and  trout  freah  caught  from  the 
Hyader  that  flowed  hard  by.  Everybody 
knows  his  reply  to  the  envoys  sent  by 
Maxlmian  to  press  upon  him  the  resump- 
tion of  the  reins  of  government :  "  If  the 
Emperor  could  see  tiie  cabbages  which  I 
cultivate  here  with  my  own  hands,  he 
would  no  longer  urge  me  to  abandon  the 
enjoyment  of  happiness  for  the  pursuit  of 
power."  The  story  is  neatly  told  by 
Cowley : 

Methinks  I  see  great  Diocletian  walk 
In  the  Salonian  garden's  noble  shade, 
Which  by  his  own  imperial  hands  was  made. 
I  see  him  smile,  methinks,  as  he  does  talk 
With  the  ambassadors,  who  come  in  vain 
To  entice  him  to  a  throne  again. 
If  I,  my  friends  (said  he),  should  to  you  show 
All  the  delights  which  in  these  gardens  grow, 
'Tis  likelier  much  that  you  should  with  me  stay 
Than  'tis  that  you  should  carry  me  away ; 
And  trust  me  not,  my  friends,  if  every  day 
I  walk  not  here  with  more  delight 
Than  ever,  after  the  most  happy  sight, 
In  triumph  to  the  Capitol  I  rode. 
To  thank  the  gods,  and  to  be  thought  myself  almost 
a  god. 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  luxarioas 
feasts  of  Maxentius,  who,  as  one  of  the 
most  degraded  of  voiaptuarief,  is  excluded 
by  JolUm  from  the  Banquet  of  the  Caesars. 
He  was  not  an  artist  at  the  table,  bat  a 
glutton.  An  efifective  contrast  was  pre- 
sented by  his  illustrious  successor,  Constan- 
tine  the  Great,  who,  from  earliest  youth 
to  an  advanced  old  age,  preserved  the  vigour 
of  his  constitution  by  his  rigid  temperance. 
In  his  latest  years  he  fell  avray,  it  is  true, 
into  effeminate  habits,  and  in  his  new 
Byzantine  palace  set  an  ill  example  by 
the  splendour  of  his  entertainments ;  hue 
he  never  degenerated  into  the  vices  of 
a  Maxentius^ 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  characters 
of  antiquity  was  the  Emperor  Julian — the 
last  of  the  great  Pagans — the  most  phllo- 
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Bophical  of  prfDceft,  a  BtateimaD,  a  general, 
an  orator,  and  a  man  of  letters.  No  one  of 
the  rnlers  of  Rome,  except  Jnlins  Csesar, 
seems  to  me  to  offer  eo  interesting  a  study 
both  In  his  life  and  his  character.  Bat 
here  I  must  consider  him  only  in  relation 
to  his  dinner,  on  ivhich  he  set  a  very  low 
valne.  He  was  a  strict  vegetarian,  thongh 
his  range  of  vegetable  food  was  more 
extensive  than  that  of  Nebncbadnczzar, 
and,  being  a  staunch  believer  in  vege- 
tarianism, bnrled  bitter  reproaches,  in  his 
''  Misopogon,"  at  tbe  people  of  Antioch  for 
their  love  of  the  fleeh-pots.  Libanins, 
who  often  shared  his  simple  repasts, 
remarks  that  his  light  and  sparing  diet 
left  his  mind  and  body  always  free  tot  the 
discharge  of  tbe  duties  he  incessantly  Im- 
posed npon  them.  Wbile  his  ministers 
rested  the  indefatigable  Emperor  flew  from 
one  labour  to  another,  and  after  a  hasty 
lunch,  retired  into  his  library,  until  the 
public  business  wbich  be  had  appointed  for 
the  evening  called  him  from  his  beloved 
books.  His  ''coena"  was  even  lighter  than 
the  earlier  meal,  and  the  pains  of  dyspepsia 
never  harassed  his  sound  and  healthy 
slumbers. 

The  historian  of  the  '*  Decline  and  Fall 
of  the  Bcman  Empire"  describes  in  his 
stateliest  periods  the  luxurious  pomp  of 
the  Imperial  Gouit  at  Constantinople  under 
Julian's  immediate  predecessors.  A  thou- 
sand cooks,  a  thousand  barbers,  a  thousand 
cup-bearers  were  among  tbe  multitudinous 
household.  The  gorgeous  palaces  erected 
by  Gonstantine  and  his  sons  were  decorated 
with  the  most  beautiful  marbles,  and 
enriched  with  ornaments  of  massive  gold. 
''The  most  exquisite  dainties  were  pro- 
cured to  gratify  their  pride  rather  than 
their  taste;  birds  ci  the  most  distant 
climates,  fish  from  tbe  mo^t  remote  seas, 
fruits  out  of  their  natural  season,  winter 
roses,  and  summer  snows."  All  this 
luxury  was  swept  away  by  the  austere 
Julian,  who  cared  neither  for  cocks  nor 
cup-bearers,  and  instead  of  ''enjoying" 
his  dinner,  regretted  that  to  tbe  calls  of 
nature  he  was  compelled  to  surrender  any, 
however  few,  of  the  precious  minutes. 
Writing  to  his  friend  Hermogenes,  he  ex- 
presses his  pleasure  at  having  delivered  hiin- 
self  from  tbe  voracious  jaws  of  the  many- 
headed    hydra  —  n-oXviec^aXov  vdpav.      Bat 

there  was  no  necessity  for  his  plunging 
Into  the  otber  extreme.  An  Emperor  may 
live  decently  without  imitating  an  anchorite; 
and  an  Imperial  kitchen  shomd  never  show 
an  empty  grate.     Julian's  austerity  be- 


came repulsive  when  he  offered  his  friends 
nothing  better  than  a  dish  of  herbs  or  a 
forked  radish ;  just  as  it  offended  against 
the  laws  of  social  morality  when  it  made 
him  regardless  of  cleanliness.  In  tbe 
''  MIsopogon  "  be  draws  a  picture  of  hiin- 
self  which  to  an  ilupartial  eye  Is 
necessarily  displeasing.  He  seems  abso- 
lutely to  vaunt  the  length  of  his  nails  and 
the  dirtiness  of  his  hands;  boasts  that 
though  the  greater  part  of  his  body  is 
covered  with  nair,  the  use  of  the  razor  is 
confined  to  his  head;  and  luxuriates  in 
the  contemplation  of  his  beard,  whi(^h,  in 
imitation  of  the  Greek  pbilosophers,hewore 
long,  thick,  and  shaggy,  but,  unlike  them, 
let  us  hope,  never  cleansed  of  its  insect 

Eopulace.  Such  is  the  portrait  drawn  by 
is  own  hand.  Probably,  if  drawn  by 
another,  he  would  have  resented  it  as 
exaggerated  ;  and  it  is  right  to  remember 
that  his  satire  of  '*  The  Beard-Hater  "  was 
written  as  a  retaliation  on  the  citizens  of 
Antioch  for  libelling  the  Emperor  in  their 
street  songs,  and  is  therefore,  In  part,  an 
elaborate  irony. 

The  Emperor  Jovian  reversed  the  eco- 
nomical system  of  Julian.  Once  more  the 
Imperial  kitchens  were  crowded  with 
cooks,  and  the  Imperial  spits  sgain  set  in 
motion.  On  his  march  to  Gonstantlnople 
he  halted  at  Dadastana.  The  dinner-table 
was  spread  with  the  usual  luxury,  and 
Jovian  dined  with  even  more  than  his 
usual  appetite.  Next  momfng  he  was 
found  dead  in  his  bed,  killed,  it  is  thought, 
by  a  fit  of  indigestion,  occasioned  either  by 
the  quantity  of  the  wine  or  tbe  quality  of  the 
mushrooms  he  had  inordinately  swallowed. 
In  the  reign  of  Valentlnian  the  great 
dinner-giver  was  Damasus,  Bishop  or  Pope 
of  Bome,  tbe  profuseness  and  splendour  of 
whose  entertainments  outvied  even  the 
sumptuousnees  of  the  Imperial  table.  Thus 
early  had  the  Boman  pontiffs  assumed  the 
luxurious  state  of  temporal  princes.  Tou 
may  read  in  Ammianus  the  severe  censure 
of  a  Pagan  on  this  excess.  On  the  other 
hand  Priscillian,  Bishop  of  Avila,  enjoined 
upon  his  followers  a  total  abstinence  from 
animal  food  ;  so  tbat  a  Priscillianist  dinner 
might  have  made  a  Damasian  dessert.  The 
illustrious  Ambrose,  tbe  great  Bishop  of 
Milan,  was  scarcely  less  austere. 

The  second  Yalentinian  profited  by  the 
example  and  teaching  of  Ambrose,  and  at 
the  splendid  dinners  which  he  thought  it 
his  duty  as  an  Emperor  to  give  to  hia 
friends  and  courtiers,  he  practised  the  self- 
denial  and  temperance  which  he  considered 
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to  be  incumbent  on  him  as  a*  GliriBUan. 
Hoe  promising  yonth  wes  strangled  by 
order  <tf  his  too-powerfal  genera),>  Arbo- 
gastes. 

Here  let  as  eonsider  for  a  moment  the 
Immry  of  the  Roman  nobles  in  tliese  last 
days  of  the  Empire,  as  it  is  depicted  by 
Ammianiiii  Marcellinus.     We   shall   not 
dweU  upon  the  gorgeous  decorations  of 
their  hooses,  their  robes  of  silk  and  parple, 
Ibefr  trains  of  senruits,  tiieir- painted  and 
gflded    galleys,    the  ^  processions    which 
attended  them  on  their  journeys,  but  turn 
to  whi^t.he  says  of  their  dinners  ias  adequate 
proof  of  their  folly.    Whenever  they  cele- 
bratoi  he  says,  with  profoae  and  pernicious 
excess,  their  private  banquetd*!  the  choice 
of  the  guests  is  the  subject  of  ainzious 
deliberation.      They   seldom   prefer    the 
modest,  the  sober,  and  the  learned,  and 
the  nomendators,  who  are  usually  governed 
by  motives  of  interest,  dexterously  insert 
in  the  invitations  the  names  of  the  most 
wortlilesa  of  mankind.    But  their  most 
familiar  and  frequent  companions  are  those 
parasites,  who  practise  the  usefollest  of  all 
arts,  the  art  of  flattery ;  who  vehemently 
applaud  every  word  and  action  ot  their 
noble  patron,  gaze  with  rapture  on  his 
marble  colnmns  and  mosaic  pavements,  and 
eagerly  praise  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
which  he  is  led  to  identify  with  his  o?m 
merits.     At  their  tables  the  .birds,  the 
dormice,  or  the  fisb,  which  appear  of  ex- 
traordinary size,  are  surveyed  with  rapt 
attention.    Their  real  weight  is  accurately 
ascertained  by  a  pair  of  scales,  and  while 
the  more  rational  guests  grow  weary  of  the 
vain  and  tiresome  repetition^  notaijies  are 
summoned  to  attest  an  authentic  record  of 
each  marvellous  event 

Such  was  the  luxurious  Indolence  of  the 
Roman  nobles  when,  in  410,  Alaric  and  his 
Gtodis  captured,  pillaged,  and  set  fire  to 
the  Imperial  city. 

Theododns  the  Younger  discountenanced 
these  viees.  He  was  temperate  almost  to 
intemperance  in  his  eating  and  drinking ; 
Ids  iMfci  were  frequent  and  severe^  and  he 
once  xefiised  to  partake  of  any  food  until 
the  moidc  who  had  imposed  the  penance 
upon  him  was  induced  to  recall  it. 

A  remarkable  dinner  waa  that  which 
Attila^  the  great  leader  of  the  Huns,  gave 
to  the  ambassadors  from  this  devout  ruler 
— Msadmin,  Yigilins,  and  the  historian 
PriscuB.  They  were  stopped  on  the  thresh- 
old till  tiiey  had  made  a  devout  libation 
to  tiie  hei^  and  prosperity  of  the  con- 
quarori  and  were  then  conducted  to  their 


respedjve  seats  in  a  spacious  halL    The 
Royal  tobleand  couch,  spread  with  carpetd 
and  fine(  linen,  was  raised  in  the  middle  of 
the  ban  by  several  steps.    On  either  hand 
were  rang^  two  rows  of  small  tabhNi,^ach 
accommodating  three  or  fourguests j :  at  one 
of  these,  on  the  monarchal  left^  sat'  the 
strangersr    Attila,  receiving  from  his  cup^ 
bearer  a  goblet  filled  with  wine,  courteously 
drank  ta  the  health  of  the  most  distin« 
gnished  guest^  who  immediatelv  rose,  and 
in  ihe  satiie  manner  admowledged  the 
Royal  eompUment.    Tids  ceremony  was 
performed   with   each   iUnstrioue  ■-  person 
present,  and-  very  tedious  it  must  have 
been^  sfaice  It  was  tlirice  repeated — as  each 
course  or  service  was  placed  on  the  tablesi 
Aitof  the  meat  had  been  removed  the 
Huns  applied  themselves  to  the  wine-cup, 
and  indulged  their  love  of  strong  liquors 
long  after  the  ambassadors  had  retired, 
who,  however,  did  not  withdraw^  until  they 
had  had  an  opportunity  of  observbg  the 
character  of  their  convivial  amusements. 
Firsts  two  Scythian  bards,  standing  before 
their  sovereign's  couch,  recited  some  verses 
wliich  they  had  composed  in  honour  of  his 
valour  and  his  victories.    Next,  a  Moorish 
and  a  Scy  thiati  bufifoon  successively  excited 
the  noisy  mirth  of  the  revellera  by  their 
deformed   figine,    grotesque  attirOi  antic 
gestures,  and   ludicrous  speeches,  wfaidbr 
they  compounded  of  Latin,  Hunnish,  and 
Gk>thic.    The  hall  resounded  with  peals  <rf 
laughter,  but  Attila  maintained  throughput 
a  calm  and  impassive  countenanisei  per^ 
mitting   himself    no   relaxation':    of    his 
dignity.  v 

The  thfard  Talentinian,  whose  crimes 
and  tragic  fate  were  put  on  the  stage  by 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in  one  of  their 
finest  dramas,  maintained  a  sumptuous 
tabid  Avitus,  his  successor,:  unwisely 
abandoned  for  the  Imperial  diadem  the 
pure  pleasures  of  rural  life  which  he  en- 
joyed in  the  safe  seclusion  of  his  estate* 
nearClermont,  spending  the  morning  hours 
in  the  tennis-court  or  the  library,  the 
afternoon  on  horseback  or  in  social 
recreation.  His  table  was  twice  served, 
at  dinner  and  supper,  with  hot  meat, 
boiled  and  roast^  and  wine.  The  possession 
of  Imperial  power  developed  the  latent  and 
unsuspected  vices  of  his  natura  He  in- 
dulged in  luxurious  banquets,  at  which  he 
insulted  by  his  ribald  jests  the  nobles 
whose  wives  had  been  unfortunate  enough 
to  attract  his  attention. 

Very  diflferent  was  the  behaviour  of  his 
ccmtemporaxy,  Theodoric  the  Second,  King 
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of  thejVufgothi.  Oa  common  days,  says 
Sidoniof,  hSa  dinner  exaeUy  resembled  that 
of  a  private  citizen;  bat  every  Saturday 
many  honourable  gneiti  were  inyited  to  his 
tablci  which,  on  each  occasions,  displayed 
the  refinement  of  Greece,  the  plenty  of 
Ganl,  the  swift  order  of  Italy;  public 
magnificence,  private  assiduity,  and  Boyal 
order.  The  gold  or  silver  plate  was  less 
distinguished  by  its  weight  and  cost,  than 
by  its  brightness  and  qnaintness  of  work- 
mansliip;  the  taste  was  gratified  withoat 
the  faitervention  of  foreign  Inzory.  The 
size  and  number  of  the  wine-cups  were 
regulated  by  the  laws  and  principles  of 
temperance,  and  serious  and  instructive 
conversation  sped  them  on  their  round. 
After  dinner,  the  King  usually  refreshed 
himself  with  a  few  minutes'  dumber. 
When  he  awoke  he  called  for  his  chess- 
board, and  challenged  one  of  his  friends 
to  join  him  in  the  game,  which  he 
was  passionately  fond  of  as  the  image 
of  war. 

According  to  Procopius,  the  Emperor 
Majorian,  desiring  to  ascertain  the  military 
strength  of  the  Vandals,  dyed  his  hair,  and 
in  the  character  of  his  own  ambassador 
repaired  to  Carthage.  He  was  hospitably 
entertained  by  King  Genseric,  whose 
annoyance  may  be  imagined  when  he 
'afterwards  discovered  who  had  been  his 
guest.  The  incident  is  romantic,  but  most 
writers  reject  it  as  apocryphal.  It  was  not 
impossible,  but  perhaps  we  may  pronounce 
it  improbable. 

Count  Kicimer,  the  most  powerful  among 
the  captains  of  the  bands  of  mercenaries  to 
whom,  at  this  time,  the  defence  of  Italy 
was  entrusted,  received  in  marriage  the 
daughter  of  Anthemius,  Emperor  of  the 
West.  The  wedding;  dinner  was  a  miracle 
of  luxury;  and  all  Home  gave  itself  up  to 
rejoicings  on  "the  auspicious  occasion." 
The  streets,  the  theatres,  the  places  of 
public  and  private  resort  were  gay  with 
hymeneal  songs  and  dances.  Bat  discord 
soon  arose  between  the  Emperor  and  his 
powerful  son-in-law,  who  could  brook  no 
authority  over  him;  and  when  he  found 
Anthemius  resolved  to  be  his  own  master, 
prepared  to  depose  him,  and  to  place  on 
the  vacant  throne  a  more  subservient 
prince.  Anthemius  was  slain  by  the 
soldiers ;  Bicimer  lived,  however,  only  forty 
days  to  enjoy  his  victory. 

The  last  of  the  Emperors  of  the  West 
was  the  feeble  Augustulus,  who  gladly  laid 
down  his  Imperial  crown  at  the  bidding 
of  Oloacer,  the  barbarian  King  of  Italy,  in 


exchange  for  an  annuity  of  six  thousand 
pieces  of  gold.  He  retired  to  the  celebrated 
villa  of  Lucullus,  in  Campania,  where  he 
gave  such  noble  dinners  that  all  the 
neighbouring  patricians  esteemed  it  no 
ordinary  privilege  to  be  his  guests,  and 
thanked  tiieir  stars  for  the  good  fortune 
that  had  given  them  an  ex-Emperor,  with 
a  knowledge  of  the  culinary  art^  for  their 
neighbour. 

ALONE. 

I  THINK  that  I  am  never  quite  alone 

Since  that  strange,  night,  the  mystic  night  that 
hung 
Tranced  'mid  her  stars  to  listen,  when,  mine  own, 

Those  few  short  words  arose  from  heart  to  tongrue, 
And  as  you  whispered  them  life  changed  to  be 
Something  rapt,  glorified,  sublime,  to  me. 

The  soft  gloom  hung  about  us  like  a  veil, 
Only  the  glimmer  in  the  western  skies 

Crept  in,  to  show  your  lips  were  passion-pale. 
To  read  the  rapture  in  your  half -closed  eyes; 

And  then  those  words  were  spoken,  and  the  rest 

Was  hushed  in  happy  silence  on  your  breast. 

Morning  and  daylight  swept  away  the  dream. 
Life  clasped  her  fetters  and  resumed  her  sway, 

Only  a  soft  sweet  knowledge,  like  a  gleam. 
Lingered  around  each  hour  of  all  the  day  ; 

And  even  the  bitter  ring  of  the  farewell, 

With  gentler  note  upon  the  spirit  fell. 

And  since,  my  darling,  though  broad  leagues  of  space 
Are  spread  between  us,  though  dim,  dull,  and 
mute 

Is  life  without  the  sunshine  of  thy  face. 
Is  life  without  the  echo  of  your  foot, 

So  all  encompassed  by  your  love  am  I 

That  my  blank  ways  are  trod  contentedly. 

Since  in  all  evil  things  I  feel  how  you 

Would  soothe  them — in  all  happy  things  I  think 
How  you  would  prize  them — set  to  measure  true. 

There  is  no  discord  in  our  perfect  link  ; 
With  thought,  faith,  hope,  with  life  and  love  your 

own. 
How  can  your  chosen  ever  feel  '*  alone  "  ? 


ON  GOING  SLOW, 


The  most  obvious  of  the  advantages  of 
slow-going  generally  in  life  is  its  safeness. 
There  is  next  to  no  hazard  in  it.  Tou  see 
what  is  before  you  considerably  ere  yon 
reach  it,  and  can  make  your  plans  or  toim 
your  wits  accordingly.  You  have  none  of 
those  abrupt  calls  upon  your  intellect  and 
energies  for  sudden  serious  action  In  un- 
foreseen emergencies  which  by  no  means 
suit  all  of  us.  You  may,  in  fact,  drowee 
through  life  on  these  conditions,  mking  in 
earnest  now  and  then  to  take  in  a  new- 
cargo  of  activities,  smoking  the  pipe  of 
contentment  all  your  days. 

That  is,  of  course,  on  the  assumption 
that,  like  the  majority  of  Europeans,  yon 
do  not  care  for  strains  for  their  own  sake, 
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or  oFen  for  them  regarded  specalatlTely. 
Our  Western  cooaiDS  find  no  satisfaction 
—if  they  are  to  be  believed — in  our  tardy 
Eastern  ways.  They  must  tear  through 
life,  getting  a  new  sensation  every  hoar  or 
so.  They  don't  seem  to  care  that  the 
human  entity  is  a  thing  limited  in  itself 
and  its  capacities;  what  it  gains  in  one 
way  it  loses  in  other  ways.  If  you  were 
to  spend  all  the  years  of  your  life  in  travel- 
Ung  hotly  from  city  to  city  and  country  to 
country  you  would  inevitably  become  very 
knowing  in  certain  ways ;  but  it  would  in 
all  probability  be  a  gain  in  superficies  at 
the  expense  of  a  loss  in  depth.  You  would 
probably  become  able  to  compile  a  truly 
remarkable  and  almost  exhaustive  list  of 
the  good  things  to  eat  and  drink  which 
the  world  contains;  but  how  about  the 
felicities  of  domestic  life — what  would  you 
know  about  these  f 

It  seems  likely  to  come  out  much  the 
same  if  yon  look  at  the  matter  upon  its 
other  facets. 

If  by  galloping  through  life  we  could 
extend  our  days,  who  would  not  so  gallop  1 
But^  in  fact,  by  galloping  we  are  drawing 
bills  upon  ourselves  payable  so  many  years 
after  date — and  they  have  to  be  met  The 
more  friction,  the  more  loss  by  attrition. 
The  average  country  parson,  whom  all  the 
insurance  companies  are  wooing  for  a  client, 
trots  through  existence  in  the  most  hum- 
drum way  conceivable^  Now  and  then  he 
has  a  tiff  with  his  bishop  or  a  church- 
warden, now  and  then  he  loses  a  child, 
perhaps  twice  in  twoscore  years  he  pub- 
lishes a  volume  of  sermons  which  do  not 
turn  out  as  well  as .  he  expected.  He 
goes  not  out  of  his  way  to  invite  trouble 
to  visit  him.  It  seems  to  him  wiser  policy 
to  stay  in  his  own  familiar  groove,  fencing 
that  on  both  sides  against  the  enemies  to  a 
man's  peace.  And  he  lives  to  be  two  or 
three  and  eighty,  if  not  a  cool  fourscore  and 
ten.  The  odds  are  about  three  to  one  that 
upon  the  whole  he  may  be  prononuced  a 
happy  man.  This,  too,  in  spite  of  living 
at  about  the  rate  at  which  a  glacier 
gUdesL 

The  typical  American  is  our  country 
parson's  antithesis.  At  twenty  he  has  an 
itch  to  conquer  the  world,  see  all  things, 
try  all  things,  be  all  things,  including 
millionaire  and  President;  and  at  thirty,  in 
the  course  of  his  mad  efforts  to  fulfil  the 
fanettul  dreams  of  twenty,  he  has  used  up 
the  vitality  of  a  score  of  years  instead  of 
but  ten.  The  rate  of  self-consumption 
does  not  lessen  with  hiia,  and  so  just  after 


middle-age  he  suddenly  goes  out  like, a 
volcano  which  has  used  up  all  its  fuel.  Hts 
death  may  make  a  bit  of  a  hum,  but  what 
is  he  the  better  for  that? 

We  are  told  by  experts  that  the  quicker 
a  train  goes  up  to  a  certain  poiut  the  more 
security  it  has.  Quite  so.  That  is,  if  you 
can  be  sure  the  line  is  clear;  but  it  happens 
now  and  again  that  the  line  is  not  clear. 
I^,  under  these  circumstances,  you  would 
just  as  soon  be  in  an  express  at  sixty  miles 
an  hour  as  in  a  goods  train  at  ten  to  fifteen 
miles  an  hour,  you  must  be  complimented 
on  your  audacity  or  your  neck. 

To  keep  for  a  moment  to  this  contrast 
of  the  trains :  which  is  the  better  for  seeing 
purposes,  an  express  or  an  ordinary  1 
Surely  for  common  eyes  the  weariness  of 
trying  to  enjoy  scenery  viewed  in  a  flash 
is  an  unendurable  experience.  The  eyes 
themselves  soon  revolt  against  the  task  set 
them.  On  the  other  hand,  in  an  ordinary 
train^  at  an  ordinary  rate  of  progress,  the 
attention  is  naturally  turned  to  the  window. 
Houses,  gardens,  parks,  and  meadows  have 
time  to  show  themselves  in  their  proper 
relation  and  in  something  of  their  real 
interest.  We  are  engrossed,  and  the  time 
passes  pleasantly. 

It  is  possible  to  endure  even  a  very  slow 
train  under  these  conditions.  The  other 
day  I  travelled  a  distance  of  about  forty- 
five  miles,  and,  with  stoppages  on  the  way, 
the  journey  took  rather  more  than  four 
houis.  It  was  not  in  England,  but  in 
Denmark,  where,  in  the  country  at  least, 
they  live  slowly,  very  slowly.  Yet  how 
does  this  journey  stand  in  my  mindt 
Well,  cUefly  in  its  scenic  accompaniment, 
as  a  strongly-defined  landscape  of  heather 
moorland,  with  blinkiqg  patches  of  snow 
among  the  brown  tufts,  and  here  and  there 
a  frozen  pool  of  melted  snow  in  the  hollows. 
I  shall  never  forget  it.  Not  much  to  re- 
member, you  may  say.  Perhaps;  but 
then  it  is  something  to  carry  away  a  true 
impression  of  any  country,  and  this  had 
time  to  write  itself  most  truthfully  in  my 
mind;  and,  moreover,  at  each  stoppage 
we  had  a  fresh  relay  of  apple-cheoked  Jut- 
land men  and  women,  choke-full  of  con- 
versation and  hearty  exuberance  of  spirits. 
You  would  never  have  supposed,  to  hear 
them,  that  they  lived  in  one  of  the  most 
backward  and  old-fashioned  parts  of 
Europe.  The  men  combined  chat  and 
laughter  with  tobacco,  the  latter  puffed — ^it 
was  not  quite  the  mildest  tobacco  in  the 
world — from  huge  pipes  with  china  bowls, 
which  rested  like  babies  upon  their  knees. 
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As  for  the  womeo,  they  gave  their  tODgaes 
no  rest.  One  knows  what  they  talked 
about  Their  sisters  in  all  countries  have 
the  same  characteristic.  Gopd  faumoar 
mled  the  roost  in  this  lazy  train.  There 
was  no  noxious  yibration  of  the  ears^  no 
latent  alarm  in  any  breast;  every  one 
knew  what  would  happen,  and  every  one 
seemed  like  a  person  about  to  sit  down 
with  excellent  appetite  to  a  dinner  of  the 
most  assured  quality. 

Speaking  for  myself,  my  recollections  of 
"  rapides/'  when  they  were  really  rapid,  is 
a  dusty  and  uncomfortable  memory.  The 
wash  or  bath  that  was  Aeir  corollary  was 
generally  the  pleasantest  feature  of  the 
experience. 

To  change  the  point  of  argument :  wtueh 
morality  is  likely  to  be  the  better — that  of 
slow- going  in  life  or  that  of  express-going! 
Can  you  doubt  which  f  The  best  human 
virtues  are  not  mushroom  growths ;  they 
are  not  even  the  harvest  of  a  year  or  two. 
They  seem  to  demand  of  a  man  that  he 
shall  himself  have  something  like  fixity  of 
tenure.  Then,  and  then  only,  will  they 
consent  to  show  their  fair  fruit. 

The  man  who  believes  in  slow-going 
generally  believes  in  solid-going.  What 
he  seems  to.be  you  may,  without  inju- 
dicious risk,  believe  him  to  be.  He  takes 
no  rash  step,  for  he  has  the  old  fashioned 
notion  that  he  is  in  honour  and  self-interest 
bound  to  secure  his  retreat  in  case  of  need. 
Alike  in  marrying  a  wife  and  a  business 
transaction,  you  may  rely  upon  it  he  is 
giving  himself  for  all  he  is  worth.  There 
is  no  ace  up  Ids  sleeve,  no  mean  trick  to 
Earing  upon  those  who  have  trusted  him. 

But  can  you  say  anything  like  as  much 
of  his  opposite  f  In  the  very  essence  of 
the  contrast  lies  this  looseness  of  morals  as 
one  of  the  most  obstinate  of  satellites  for 
tiie  fast  man  in  life.  He  trusts  to  chance 
where,  the  other  pins  his  faith  to  slow,  sure 
labour.  What,  he  asks,  does  it  matter  if 
I  lose  this  turn,  or  even  the  next  turn 
also  1  '*  Bed  must  come  up  some  day,  and 
then  I  shall  be  all  right"  He  gambles 
with  the  future,  and  if  he  does  it  in  one 
particular,  you  may  depend  upon  it  he 
does  it  in  other  particulars  also.  It  is  a 
distasteful  thing  to  sayj  but  the  man  who 
speculates  in  two  or  three  walks  of  life, 
flashing  up  and  down  them  all,  cannot  be 
deemed  inconsistent  even' if  he  carries  his 
vice  with  him  into  his  home.  He  has 
married  a  wife,  let  us  say.  There  is  risk 
enough  in  that,  heaven  knows.  '*  Just  so," 
wUspers  our  irresponsible  galloper  through  1 


life ;  '*  but  she  is  pretty,  and  very  agree* 
able  to  me  now,  and  that's  about  enough; 
Who  knows  what  may  happen  by-and-by  9 
She  may  continue  to  be  pretty  and  agree- 
able, or  she  may  die,  and  either  event  will 
find  me  resigned.  There's  plenty  of  spoil 
in  the  sea  yet^  my  friend."  ' 

This  Is  very  nauseous,  is  it  not  f  Yet  it 
is  not  untrue  to  life. 

Your  meteor  who  coruscates  now  in  one 
line  of  life  and  now  in  another,  and  seems 
to  have  no  abiding  place,  may  do  well  and 
settle  down  at  rixty  or  so  into  the  most 
exemplary  of  old  fogeys.  If  so,  well  and 
good,  llie  world  will  then  have  nothing 
but  pleasant  things  to  say  about  him. 
But  until  he  has  dropped  his  MQchor  and 
tendered  the  usual  hostages  to  fortune  the 
world  will  never  give  him  the  preference 
as  a  responsible  custodian  of  its  affairs 
over  the  slow  man,  whose  word  is  his  bond, 
and  whose  goings  and  comings  are  of  the 
ordered  kind. 

If  this  may  be  said  of  men  with  such 
discordant  attributes  it  may  be  said  with 
added  force  of  women  wiih  the  like  dis- 
similarities.  I  suppose  by-and-by  we  shall 
hear  little  of  the  old  saying  that  our 
womenkind  are  such  as  we  men  make 
them.  They  have  stood  now  on  t^eir 
own  legs  long  enough  to  rmdise  that  ihey 
can,  if  they  will,  play  their  part  quite 
independently  of  us.  They  may  thus  also 
choose  whether  they  will  go  fast  or  slow. 

Some  there  are  of  them  who  have 
already  chosen  the  former  method  of  pro- 
gress. It  suits  them  but  sadly  from  tiie 
masculine  point  of  view ;  from  any  other 
standpoint  a  man  can  hardly  presume  to 
judge  of  them.  To  us  it  seems  something 
of  a  felony  against  the  scheme  of  creation 
that  the  ladies  should  make  the  running 
in  any  of  the  walks  of  life  that  have 
hitherto  been  considered  to  be  barred  to 
them.  Still,  that  is  purely  a  personal 
feeling.  If  they,  dear  earnest  creatures, 
think  they  can  attain  happiness  by  these 
or  any  other  roads,  in*  the  name  of  happi- 
ness let  them  try.  To  people  of  certain 
temperaments  there  is  happiness  to  be 
found  even  in  the  realisation  that  the 
world  is  full  of  vanity,  and  that  all,  slow- 
coaches and  madcaps  alike,  are  graspers  at 
the  stars. 

Of  one  thing  let  the  methodioal  ones 
who  stay  at  home  and  settle  to  the  work 
nearest  their  hands  feel  confident:  they 
have  just  as  much  chance  of  true  content- 
ment as  their  brothers  who  go  abroad  with 
an  exclamation  of  impatience  upon  their 
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lips.  A  single  village  is  a  microcosm  of  life 
as  shown  in  haman  nature.  If  you  know 
that  to  the  core,  the  man  who  has  travelled 
in  every  continent  cannot  astonish  you, 
except  with  his  tales  about  life's  scenic 
appointments.  Tou  would  then,  ten  to  one, 
know  more  of  the  drama  of  life  than  he — 
and  that  is  better  than  the  fittings,  be 
these  ever  so  romantic.  The  man  who 
eats  his  dinner  methodically  and  spends 
an  hour  over  it,  may  seem  a  lazy  dog  to 
the  will-o'-the-wisp  who  rushes  his  in 
twenty  minutes.  But  the  former  savours 
each  mouthful  ere  he  lets  it  go.  As  for 
the  other  he  is  thinking  of  other  things, 
and  he,  gets  indigestion  for  his  pains.  It 
is  much  the  same  in  the  world  at  large. 
Your  fast-goer  is  a  chronic  dyspeptic — he 
sees  and  tnes  Ifpo  much. 


A    DRIVE    IN    ITALY. 

IN   TWO  PARTS.      PART  IL 

The  descent  from  a  train  at  a  minor 
station  in  Italy  differs  widely  from  the 
like  business  in  England.  The  tridn  from 
Rome  was  filled  with  travellers  bound 
for  Florence  or  Milan,  or  even  London, 
and  there  was  a  look  of  incredulous  sur- 
prise, not  unmixed  with  pity,  upon  the 
faces  of  our  fellow-travellers  when  we 
gathered  together  our  belongings  and  pre- 
pared to  leave  the  carriage  at  Spello,  for 
oar  journeying  by  rail  had  again  come  to 
an  end,  and  we  were  about  to  take  to  the 
road  to  see  what  was  to  be  seen  ip  the 
byways  of  Umbria  and  Tuscany  where  the 
raflway,  as  yet,  goeth  not.  Modest  as 
onr  luggage  was^  when  thrust  forth  on  the 
platform,  there  seemed  to  be  no  means  of 
transporting  it  to  the  town,  which  was 
nearly  a  mile  distant,  so  we  decided  ulti- 
mately to  leave  it  in  deposit  and  set  forth 
alone  to  see,  first,  whether  a  resting-place, 
such  as  we  might  care  to  abide  in,  might 
be  found  amongst  the  houses,  more  or  less 
ramshackle,  which  were  piled  up  against 
the  hill-aide  and  formed  the  city  of  Spello. 

Though  the  roadway  leading  up  to  the 
town  was  less  severe  than  the  approach  to 
Palestrina,  we  had  a  hot  sun  beating  down 
upon  nsi  and  the  heat  cast  up  from  the 
stone  pavement  made  the  shade  of  the 
lofty  houses  in  the  almost  deserted  streets 
very  grateful  A  short  consultation  with 
the  intelligent  boy  cicerone,  who  seems 
indigenous  to  these  little  sleepy  towns, 
eon^ced  us  that  we  need  not  seek  for 
shelter  at  Spello  that  night.    It  was  yet 


forenoon  and  there  were  only  two  churches 
to  be  visited. 

The  pictorial  glonr  of  Spello  lies  in  its 
frescoes  by  Pinturicchio,  a  glory  which  will 
soon  fade  with  the  fading  of  the  frescoes 
themselves.  The  ,  cathedral,  which  con- 
tains the  chief  of  them,  is  a  damp,  frouigr, 
ill-savoured  church.  The  rich,  h^monious 
colouring  of  the  master,  which  is  still  as 
bright  as  ever  in  the  series  of  waH  pictures 
descriptive  of  the  career  of  Pius  the  Second 
in  the  cathedral  library  at  Sienai  is  here 
blurred  and  faded.  The  grace  and  charm  oi 
the  drawing  still  remains,  but  time  and  neg- 
lect will  soon  begin  to  ruin  the  outlines,  as 
they  have  already  ruined  the  colours.  It 
is  hard  to  say  which  is  the  more  wonderful: 
the  wealth  of  noble  works  of  art  in  these 
obscure,  half  ruined  little  towns,  or  the 
local  apathy  which  is  dooming  them  to 
destruction.  Luckily  for  posterity,  the 
managers  of  the  Arundel  Society  have  had 
these  frescoes  copied  in  water-colours,  and 
have  reproduced  them  in  the  admirable 
series  of  lithographs  of  old  Italian  masters. 

The  road  lies  along  a  level  plain  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountains  from  SpeUo  to  Assisi, 
where  we  had  fixed  to  stop  the  nighty 
There  is  considerably  more  life  in  the 
latter  place  than  in  Spello;  but  this  is 
only  natural,  seeing  that  a  hundred  visitors 
repair  every  year  to  the  shrine  of  Saint 
Francis,  or  to  see  the  finest  worki  of 
Giotto,  to  one  who  may  stop  at  Spello. 
How  greatly  the  fashion  of  looking  at 
pictures,  and  the  zeal  of  religious  pilgrinui, 
has  been  stimulated  by  facilities  of  travel 
may  be  well  illustrated  by  compaHng  the 
mental  attitude  of  the  contemporary  visitor 
to  Assisi  with  that  of  Goethe  at  the  end 
of  last  century.  He  turned  out  of  Us  way, 
when  journeying  from  Perugia  to  Bcnne, 
to  visit  the  Temple  of  Minerva — a  fine 
building  of  the  Augustan  age,  wMoh  is  now 
converted  into  a  church.  Over  this  be 
lavishes  several  pages  of  sentimenttd  ver- 
biage, but  he  passed  by  with  contempt  the 
barbaric  churches  built  one  on  the  top  ot 
the  other  where  the  saint's  body  lay.  He 
waxes  enthusiastic  over  the  style  and 
proportions  of  the  temple,  but  he  has  up 
word  for  the  pictured  stories  with  which 
Oimabue  and  Giotto  have  enriched  the 
wonderful  churches  which  every  ope  now 
goes  to  see.  Scott  had  not  yet  arisen  to 
invest  the  monk  and  the  crusader  with 
the  charm  of  romance,  and  cultivated 
minds  had  not  lost  their  horror  of  the 
barbarism  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
He  who  would  see  Assisi  aright  must 
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see  it  in  sanlight,  and  in  strong  sunlight 
too.  The  mighty  mass  of  the  church  of  St. 
Francesco  is  piled  up  against  the  side  of 
the  hill  in  the  strangest  fashion.  The 
German  architect,  who  was  summoned  in 
1228  to  erect  the  monumental  church,  had 
no  experience  of  his  own  or  written 
treatise  to  guide  him  in  the  construction  of 
a  church  in  such  a  situation.  To  build  the 
central  fane  was  fairly  plain  sailing ;  but 
when  he  was  required  to  extend  his  work 
towards  the  valley,  there  was  nothing  to 
be  done  but  to  rear  first  a  huge  substruction 
of  masonry  up  to  the  level  of  the  existing 
foundations,  upon  which  the  new  shrines 
and  chapels  should  rest.  As  one  climbs 
the  steep  ascent  to  the  town,  this  vast 
artificial  projection,  with  its  symmetrical 
range  of  shallow  arches,  forms  a  most 
striking  and  picturesque  object,  and  illus- 
trates characteristically  the  unconquerable 
resolution  of  the  founders  in  their  com- 
memorative work.  Next  it  was  found 
necessary  to  add  yet  another  complete 
t^hurch ;  and  to  avoid  the  enormous  labour 
which  must  have  been  expended  in  forming 
further  artificial  foundations,  or  in  ex- 
cavating the  side  of  the  mountain,  the 
only  other  alternative,  the  architect,  whose 
name,  by  the  way,  was  Jacopo  di 
Alemannia,  boldly  built  his  new  church 
on  the  top  of  the  first  one. 

In  1818,  during  some  excavations,  the  re- 
mains of  Saint  Francis  were  discovered  in  a 
rude  stone  coffin,  and  this  find  was  made  the 
occasion  of  a  ftresh  spell  of  commemorative 
building.  Under  the  floor  of  the  original 
church  a  sepulchral  chapel  was  constructed 
in  the  excavation  round  the  tomb  of  the 
saint,  so  that  now  there  is  to  be  found  at 
Assisi  the  unique  spectacle  of  three  churches 
piled  one  on  the  top  of  the  other. 

No  sooner  were  the  churches  finished 
than  the  leading  artists  of  Italy  were  called 
in  to  decorate  them  by  recording  on  the 
walls  and  vaults  the  story  of  the  life  and 
miracles  of  Saint  Francis.  The  visitor  will 
probably  enter  the  upper  church  first,  as 
there  the  light  is  always  good.  The  pro- 
portions of  the  fabric  are  pure  and  noble. 
like  Milan  Cathedral  it  bears  strong  traces 
of  the  northern  spirit  of  its  designer; 
and,  like  that  luxariant  mass  of  sculp- 
tured marble,  seems  to  have  wandered  by 
mistake  south  of  the  Alps,  and  drifted 
into  somewhat  unsympathetic  surround- 
ings amongst  the  Lombardic  and  Renais- 
sance structures  which  almost  everywhere 
do  duty  for  churches.  On  the  roof  are  the 
earliest^  freccoes  of  the  church,  and  the 


finest  extant  work  of  Cimabue.  Seen 
from  below  the  crudities  and  imperfections 
of  his  drawing  are  scarcely  apparent,  and 
the  immunity  from  damp  and  deposit  of 
dust  which  these  frescoes,  from  their  posi- 
tion, have  always  enjoyed,  has  preserved 
their  colour  almost  in  their  orig&al  splen- 
dour. On  the  wall  below  is  a  series  of 
paintings  representing  scenes  in  the  life  of 
Saint  Francis,  hitherto  set  down  as  Giotto's, 
but  now,  in  these  days  of  destructive 
criticism  j^nd  renaming,  proclaimed  to  be 
the  work  of  either  pupils  or  followers. 
Perhaps  this  latter-day  criticism  is  not  far 
from  the  truth,  for  there  is  in  the  series 
too  great  a  variety  of  style  to  allow  us  to 
accept  them,  without  strong  evidence,  as 
the  work  of  one  hand.  But  whatever 
hand  may  have  produced  them,  they  are 
most  interesting  and  valuable  material  for 
consideration  in  studying  the  growth  of 
Italian  art. 

The  paintings  of  the  lower  church,  which 
can  only  be  well  seen  in  the  morning  and 
afternoon  light  on  bright  days,  are  un- 
questionably the  glory  of  Assisi  Any  one 
with  an  eye  only  moderately  trained  may 
see  in  them  evidences  that  Giotto's  spirit 
was  keenly  appreciative  both  of  the  loftiest 
and  of  the  simplest  forms  of  beauty,  and 
that  his  failure  to  reveal  perfectly  his 
perceptions  arose  simply  from  the  fact  that 
the  technique  of  pictorial  representation 
was  so  rudimentary  in  those  days  as  to  be 
practically  non-existent.  Men  were  yet 
tied  and  bound  by  the  quaint  Egyptian 
rules  of  Byzantine  art;  and  though  Gfma- 
bue,  Giotto's  master,  struggled  manfully 
against  Its  numbing  influence,  he  was  yet 
Its  slave.  The  meaning  Giotto  was  yearn- 
ing to  express  is  as  manifest  in  their 
cramped,  ungainly  forms  as  is  the  mean- 
ing of  Michael  Angelo  In  the  unfinished 
statues  he  has  left,  mere  rough -hewn 
blocks  with  the  master's  Idea  struggling, 
as  it  were,  to  free  itself  from  the  marble 
shroud.  In  a  side  chapel  there  is  one 
small  picture  in  which  Giotto  has  given  a 
rendering  of  the  oft-repeated  theme  of  the 
Virgin  and  Child  full  of  character  and 
dramatic  force.  The  mother's  face  Is 
stern,  and  her  forefinger  Is  uplifted  in  sign 
of  rebuke.  The  child  has  a  look  of 
querulous  sorrow  on  his  face,  as  if  protest- 
ing against  the  scolding  he  is  getting.  He 
has  evidently  been  a  naughty  boy,  and  his 
offence  seems  to  have  been  his  refusal  to 
bless  Saint  Francis,  who  is  standing  by.  I 
know  of  no  other  Italian  picture  of  the 
age  which  catches  so  much  of  the  modem 
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spirit.  It  emphatically  tells  its  own  story, 
and  on  this  accoant,  perhaps,  has  been 
ignored  by  the  critical  gentlemen  who 
profess  to  discover  significations  beyond 
the  power  of  any  but  the  altra-illnminated 
in  the^  Madonnas  of  Botticelli  and 
Leonardo's  "  La  Gioconda." 

As  one  passes  through  chapel  after 
chapel  all  filled  ¥dth  the  work  of  Giotto, 
one  cannot  help  feeling  astonished  at  the 
maryellons  industry  of  uese  old  men.  And 
it  is  all  work  of  the  same  Ugh  level.  A 
description  of  the  subjects  would  be  merely 
a  catalogue,  so  I  must  reluctantly  pass  on 
to  the  next  stage  of  our  journey.  At  the 
foot  of  the  hill  below  Assisi  stands  the 
church  of  Santa  Maria  Segli  Angeli,  a  huge 
fabric  built  over  the  littla  chapel  in  which 
Saint  Francis  founded  his  order.  A  further 
drive  of  about  three  miles  brings  us  to 
Pemgla^  the  bustling,  prosperous  capital  of 
Umbria.  Perugia  is  built  upon  the  slope 
of  the  Apennines,  considerably  above  the 
Tiber,  and  sixteen  hundred  feet  above  the 
sea.  It  is  one  of  the  healthiest  towns  of 
Italy,  and  it  contains  one  of  the  best  hotels, 
kept  by  Madame  Brufani,  an  Euglish  woman, 
who  practically  entertains  all  of  her  com- 
patriots who  elect  to  stop  in  this  delightful 
city. 

Nowhere  else  in  Italy  are  the  Etruscsm 
walls  and  gates  in  so  perfect  a  state.  They 
fitand  almost  unbroken,  and  serve  their 
purpose  as  they  did  in  the  days  when 
Eome  was  not.  There  is  a  fountain  by 
Niccolo  Pisano,  a  bronze  statue  of  Julius 
the  Third,  and  dozens  of  palaces  with  lofty 
fronts  richly  carved  in  stone.  To  write  of 
art  in  Perugia  would  be  too  long  a  task. 
One  might  fill  pages  with  the  glories  of 
those  wonderful  frescoes  which  Perugino 
painted  for  the  hall  of  the  money-changers 
— ^is  there  not  just  now  a  flying  rumour  that 
our  own  Boyal  Exchange  is  to  be  decorated 
by  our  leading  paintersl—of  the  wonderful 
collection  in  the  Pinacoteca,  where  one  may 
see  the  work  of  Bonfigli,  Alanno,  ana 
other  masters  scarcely  known  out  of 
Perugia.  In  addition  to  these  sights 
there  are  one  or  two  minor  ones  which 
are  often  missed  by  the  too  hasty  traveller. 
One  is  the  oratorio  of  San  Bernadino,  the 
work  of  AgoBtino  Dacci,  and  perhaps  the 
finest  example  of  terra  cotta  in  the  world ; 
and  another  is  the  church  of  San  Pletro, 
which,  in  addition  to  some  interesting 
works  by  lesser  known  painters,  contains 
some  magnificent  wood-carving  in  the 
stalls  of  Uie  choir.  There  are  dozens  of 
panels,  all  different  and  all  carved  in  the  | 


purest,  freest  style  after  the  most  graceful 
designs.  The  copying  of  these  panels  and 
friezes  has  had  a  most  salutary  effect  on 
the  revival  of  wood-carving  in  Italy. 

We  drove  early  in  the  morning  through 
the  Porta  Augusta,  the  grandest  of  the 
Etruscan  gates,  on  our  way  to  Gabbia 
The  road  for  some  mUes  lay  along  ttie 
valley  of  the  Tiber.    The .  river  meanders 
alone,  here  a  calm  reach  like  an  English 
Midland  stream,  and  then  a  torrent  like  a 
Highland  bum  as  to  its  impetuosity,  but 
how  unlike  a  Highland  bum  as  to  its 
fish!    The  banks  are  everywhere  broken 
and  varied;    with  the  graceful  bridges, 
the    lofty   towers,    and    the    clumps   of 
stone  pines,  one   is  reminded  at   every 
tum  of  some  early  landscape  of  Wilson 
or  Turner.    Soon  we  bore  eastward,  and 
then  an  outlying  ridge  of  the  Apennines 
had  to  be  crossed.    At  a  certain  point  our 
driver   descended   from   the    box;   and, 
standing   on  the  wall  by  the  roadside, 
waved  his  arms  and  yelled    aloud.      A 
figure,  a  few  fields  off,  moved  in  semaphore 
wise  by  way  of  response,  and  yelled  back 
some  reply.      Thereupon  we   slowly  re- 
sumed our  upward  way,  and    soon  the 
reason  of  the  above-mentioned  parley  was 
made  clear.     A  boy  appeared  leading  a 
pair  of   snow-white  oxen;   huge  beasts, 
with  skins  like  satin,  mild,  dark  eyes,  and 
wide-spreading  horns.     We  had  yet,  the 
driver  assured  us,  some  seven  miles  oiF 
ascent,  and  the  aforesaid  oxen  were  to  be 
yoked  on  in  front  to  help  us  up  to  the 
summit  of  the  road.    They  settled  to  their 
work  with  a  will,  and  I  had  a  notion  that 
they  dragged,  not  only  the  dead  weight  of 
the  carriage,  but  the  motive  power,  the 
pair  of  horses,  as  well    If  they  did,  I  dare 
say  ib  was  light  work  compared  with  their 
daily  task.    In  any  case  they  did  their 
work  splendidly,  and  we  were  sorry  to 
lose  their  company.    The  view  on  all  sides 
was  so  lovely,  that  the  deliberate  pace  of 
the  ascent  was  in  no  way  a  detriment 
As  soon  as  we  were  on  the  descent,  and  our 
friends  the  oxen  plodding  back  to  their 
place  at  the  plough,  our  driver  began  to 
lash  and  shriek  at  his  horses,  so  we  tore 
downhill  at   a   break -neck   pace.      The 
country  around  was  just  as  lovely  as  on 
the  other  side,  but  we  rushed  through  it 
too  fast  really  to  enjoy  it 

At  last  a  cry  from  Uie  driver,  ''  There  is 
Gubbio,  signor,"  told  us  that  our  joumey 
was  coming  to  an  end.  We  looked  at  the 
blank,  sun-baked  side  of  the  mountain  in 
front,  but  for  some  time  could  see  no  town, 
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or  anything  resembling  one.  At  last  the 
blaok  rectangular  shiMlowB,  cast  by  the 
walb  and  towers,  conveyed  to  ns  the  im- 
pression that  Gabbio  really  was  there. 
The  tint  of  the  masonry  is  exactly  the 
same  as  that  of  the  hills  behind,  and  there 
is  scarcely  a  tree  in  the  place,  so  it  was  no 
wonder  we  failed  to  distinguish  it.  Gabbio 
has  none  of  the  traces  of  extreme  antiqaity 
one  finds  in  Peragia  and  Oortona.  It  dates 
indeed  from  the  times  of  TJmbrian  inde- 
pendence, bat  the  present  town  is  entirely 
medi»7aL  The  pottery  of  Gubbio  ranks 
amongst  the  rarest  of  majolica,  and  it  was 
the  hope  of  picking  ap  a  stray  piece  or  two 
of  this,  and  of  seeing  something  of  the 
work  of  the  local  school  of  painters,  which 
attracted  as  to  the  place.  With  regard  to 
the  first  otiT  hopes  were  soon  destroyed. 
Oar  landlady,  hi  reply  to  our  enquiries, 
assured  us  that  the  last  scrap  of  old  work 
had  been  carried  away  years  ago,  and  she 
went  on  to  express  her  wonder  that  no 
trader  had  found  it  worth  his  while  to  set 
up  a  shop  for  the  sale  of  sham  antique 
pottery  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  insistent 
but  not  over-experienced  travellers  like  our- 
selves. Remembering  how  unfailing  is  the 
supply  of  bullets  and  badges  at  Waterloo, 
and  of  small  blue  gods  in  Egypt,  it  certainly 
did  seem  as  if  the  people  of  Gabbio  were 
either  very  honest  or  very  unenterprising. 

There  are  still  at  work  a  few  potters 
who  produce  an  imitation  of  the  old  ware. 
We  went  to  their  workshops,  but  we 
knocked  in  vain.  They  were  either  asleep, 
or  feasting,  or  on  a  journey.  Anyhow, 
they  were  not  to  be  seen  by  chance 
customers  like  ourselves,  so  we  were  un- 
able to  take  away  even  a  bit  of  the  modem 
ware  of  Gubbio. 

We  fared  no  better  with  regard  to  our 
hunt  for  the  old  masters  of  the  Gubbian 
school  Art  lovers  seemed  to  be  as  rare  as 
china  buyers  in  Gabbio.  A  long  climb 
through  the  steep  lanes  under  a  blazing 
sun  brought  us  to  the  door  of  the  cathedral, 
where  the  best  pictures — those  of  the 
Nellis  and  Nucci — are ;  but,  alas  1  it  was 
fast  shut.  Application  at  the  house  of  the 
saciistan  revealed  to  us  that  he  had  gone 
to  see  the  bishop,  and  had  taken  the  key 
with  Um,  so  there  was  nothing  to  be  done 
but  to  post  o£f  in  search  of  him. 

Arrived  at  the  bishop's  house,  we  found 
that  nothing  was  known  as  to  the  where- 
abouts of  the  Qwner  thereof,  nor  of 
the  sacristan,  nor  his  bunch  of  keys. 
Perhaps,  the  housekeeper  suggested,  if  we 
were  to  make  the  ascent  to  the  cathedral 


agam  we  might  find  it  open  by  tiiis  time ; 
but  we  were  too  weary  to  attempt  this. 
In  the  town  hall  there  were  several  interest- 
ing rooms;  indeed,  the  great  sight  of 
Gabbio  is  housed  within  these  walls.  There 
are  the  celebrated  Eagubian  tablets,  seven 
thin  plates  of  bronze  discovered  in  1444  in 
the  ruins  of  the  ancient  theatre.  From 
the  fact  that  they  are  partially  written  in 
the  TJmbrian  dialect,  partially  in  Latin,  and 
paitiaUy  in  Etruscan,  many  attempts  have 
been  made  to  find,  through  their  aid,  the 
key  to  the  mystery  of  the  last-named 
language;  but  the  same  subject  is  not 
treated  of  In  the  three  tongues,  as  in  the 
case  of  the  Bosetta  Stone,  so  no  progress 
has  been  made. 

We  wound  up  our  stay  at  Gubbio  with 
an  excellent  dinner  at  the  comfortable  inn, 
and  irfterwards  continued  our  journey  to 
Gitta  di  Oastello.  We  had  a  delightful 
day,  and  our  disappointments,  if  they 
rankled  a  little  at  the  time,  after  all  gave 
us  an  excuse  for  visiting  Gubbio  again  at 
some  future  season. 

From  Gubbi[o  the  road  descends  to  the 
valley  of  the  Tiber  which  is  reached  at 
Fratta,  and  runs  along  it  to  Citta  di  Gas- 
tello.  This  town  stands  away  from  the 
mountains  on  a  level  plain  girt  by  its 
mediaeval  walls  and  towers.  The  moon 
was  shining  brightly  when  we  arrived,  and 
the  tall  white  walls  of  the  houses  and  the 
black  shadows  cast  everywhere  gave  a 
ghostly  air  to  the  place,  which  was  not 
dispelled  when  we  entered  our  quarters 
for  the  night.  The  hotel,  like  so  many 
others  in  Italy,  had  once  seen  better  days 
as  a  palace.  The  Yitellf,  the  great  famUy 
that  dominated  the  place  in  the  fifteenth 
century,  must  have  been  somewhat  over- 
housed,  for,  in  addition  to  the  one  to 
which  we  repaired,  they  had  four  or  five 
others  in  the  town.  To  enter  our  inn  we 
had  to  climb  a  steep  stone  staircase  from 
the  street  up  to  an  enormous  stone-flagged 
hall,  where  we  were  received  by  a  most 
courteous  chambermaid;  but  even  the 
charm  of  her  manner,  set  forth  as  it  was 
by  the  light  of  a  very  dim  candle,  could 
not  dispel  the  somewhat  uncanny  impres- 
sion which  had  first  taken  us.  She  led 
the  way  along  a  passage  into  another  vast 
apartment,  then  down  another  long  passage 
into  another  room,  then  at  the  end  of  a 
third  passage  we  found  our  quarters  for 
the  night,  and  very  comfortable  ones  they 
were. 

Oar  first  visit  in  the  morning  was  to 
an  annexe  of  the  palace,  now  in  a  piteous 
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ttafte  of  diuepair  and  naed  as  a  atore  for 
oak  bark  and  &ewood,  Theroofoftiie 
prindpal  ataircaae  ia  painted  in  loraly 
arabeaqoea  and  medalliomiy  and  round  tiia 
friaae  of  the  great  apartment  above  is  a 
aeriea  of  freacoea  representing  some  military 
operations,  ont  of  whieliy  no  donbt,  the 
Yitelli  of  Uie  time  issaed  as  a  victor.  No- 
where in  this  land  of  fallen  magnificence 
had  the  aenae  of  rain  seemed  so  vivid  aa 
in  this  forlorn  ohamber.  The  work  of  the 
pictore-seeker  in  Gittadi  Gastello  has  been 
made  easier  of  late  by  the  collection  of  the 
best  pictores  from  the  scattered  churches 
into  the  municipal  gallery,  formerly  one  of 
those  monasteries  with  which  the  town 
waa  as  much  overdone  aa  with  palaces. 
Only  one  church,  San  Domenico,  containa 
anything  of  interest,  a  fine  fresco  by 
Olmtofero  Oherardi,  and  an  altar,  now 
void  and  desolate,  over  which  formerly 
hung  the  Crucifixion^  by  Baphaeli  which 
waa  aold  last  summer  at  Christie's*  in  the 
Dudley  sale. 

The  municipal  gallery  containa  the  first 
known  work  of  Raphael,  a  processional 
banner  representing  the  creation  of  Eve. 
It  was  formerly  us^  as  a  curtain,  and  has 
suffered  irreparable  damage,  being  now 
little  more  than  a  bit  of  discoloured 
canvas.  Many  of  the  finest  works,  which 
adorned  the  palaces  of  the  nobles  in  the 
prosperous  days  of  the  town,  have  followed 
the  Baphael  into  foreign  lands ;  but  there 
are  stiU  aome  grand  pictures  by  Lnca 
Sisnorelliy  Fillppo  Lfppi,  and  Baphael  del 
CM%  in  the  municipal  gallery,  and  in  the 
Mandni  and  Bufalini  palaces. 

A  abort  drive  through  a  fertile,  well- 
eultivated  plain  brought  us  to  Borgo  san 
Sepolcio,  a  town  much  amaller,  but  at  the 
game  time  more  illustiious  in  the  annala 
of  art ;  for  there  was  .  born  Piero  della 
Franceaca,  the  teacher  ^of  the  mighty 
Sig^orelli,  and  himself  a  painter  of  the 
rarest  power  and  keeneat  insight.  At 
home  wa  have  some  fine  work  of  his — 
the  Nativity  and  the  portrait  of  Isotta  da 
Bimini  in  the  National  Gallery;  but  it  is 
only  in  San  Sepolcro  and  Arezzo  that  one 
can  judge  how  great  a  man  he  was.  In 
the  communal  chamber  at  the  former 
phce  is  his  fresco  of  the  Besurrection, 
certainly  one  of  the  most  fascinating  and 
awe-inspiring  pictures  in  the  world.  Mr. 
J.  A  Symonda  has  described  it  in  words 
whidi  for  truth  and  eloquence  cannot  be 
matched,  ao  I  will  venture  to  give  them 
here: 

''Those  who  have  once  seen  his  fresco 


of  the  Besurrection  in  Borgo  san  Sepolcro 
will  never  forget  the  deep  impression  of 
solitude  and  aloofness  from  all  earthly 
things  produced  by  it.  It  is  not  so  much 
the  admirable  grouping  and  maaterly  draw- 
ing of  the  four  aleeping  soldiers,  or  even  the 
majestic  type  of  we  Christ  emergent  with- 
out effort  from  the  gravey  as  the  communi- 
cation of  a  mood  felt  by  the  pabiter,  and 
instilled  into  our  souls,  that  makes  this  by 
far  the  grandest,  most  poetic,  and  most 
awe-inspuing  picture  of  the  Besurrection. 
The  landscape  is  simple  and  severe,  with 
the  cold  light  upon  it  of  the  dawn  before 
the  sun  is  risen.  The  Papery  of  the 
ascending  Christ  is  tinged  .with  aurortd 
colours,  like  the  earUest  clouds  of  morning, 
and  his  level  eyas,  with  the  mystery  of  the 
slumber  of  the  grave  still  upon  them,  seem 
gazing  far  beyond  our  acope  of  vision  into 
tibe  region  of  the  eternal  and  illimitable." 

I  should  not  like  to  take  up  my  abode  at 
Borgo  san  Sepolcro,  even  were  I  assured 
of  a  perpetual  seat  in  the  town  ooundl,  with 
the  opportunity  of  turning  my  eyes,  when- 
ever I  might  be  weary  of  the  details  of 
municipal  business,  up  to  Piero's  wonderful 
creation.  Piero  is  very  fond  of  putting 
rose  wreaths  on  the  heads  of  his  angels 
and  youths,  and  here  also  he  has  crowned 
the  head  of  Christ  with  roses,  in  reference 
perhaps  to  the  legend  that  the  crown  of 
thorns  blossomed  when  it  was  pressed  down 
upon  His  brow. 

The  inn  at  San  Sepolcro  was  one  of  the 
most  comfortable  and  unconventional  we 
stopped  at.  A  fat  landlord  and  landlady, 
a  fat  eook  and  waiter,  came  out  to  meet  us, 
and  others  of  the  ataff  peeped  in  now  and 
tiien  by  turns  to  get  a  glance  at  us,  for 
English  do  not  come  every  day.  Of  course 
we  were  the  only  guests,  and  here,  aa  at 
other  places,  we  speculated  in  vain  to 
determine  where  the  demand  could  come 
from  which  kept  such  houses  of  entertain* 
ment  going ;  all  that  one  can  want  on  the 
score  of  clean,  comfortable  beds,  and 
excellent  food  and  wine,  and  reasonable 
charges.  Very  soon  the  rumour  that 
English  folk  were  in  the  town  spread 
abroad,  and  divers  vendors  of  articles  of 
antiquity  grouped  themselves  about  the 
passages  and  staircase.  These  the  waiter 
tieat^  with  the  loftiest  contempt. 

'<  There  are  some  more  people  with 
cracked  jags  and  bits  of  ptdnted  wood, 
signer,"  he  said  as  he  entered.  And  when 
I  exhibited  to  him  a  rather  nice  Monte- 
lupo  dish  I  had  bought,  and  besought  his 
admiration  for  it,  the  only  eulogy  I  oould 
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extract  from  him  was,  "  Tea,  it  wonid  be  a 
nice  dish — if  it  were  fall  of  macaroni." 

Half  the  townspeople  were  assembled  in 
front  of  the  hotel  to  see  us  start  the  next 
morning.  The  citizens,  who  had  our  francs 
in  exchange  for  their  bits  of  majolica,  and 
all  their  friends  and  relations,  and  the 
gentleman  who  tried  hard,  but  nnsnccess- 
f  ally,  to  sell  as  a  genaine  Raphael  del  Oolle, 
waved  a  good-bye  to  as  as  to  old  friends. 
We  drove  over  the  mountains  by  a  pass 
fifteen  hundred  feet  high  to  Arezzo, 
through  richly-wooded  valleys.  Arezzo 
is  a  town  which  contains  enough  objects 
of  artistic  and  historical  interest  for  an 
article  by  itself,  so  here  I  must  conclude. 
It  is  also  on  the  mdn  line  of  raOway, 
and  we  took  leave  of  our  carriage,  having 
spent  ten  days  in  the  byways,  delightfm 
enough  to  make  us  resolve  thtft  we  would 
start  driving  again  should  we  ever  return 
to  Italy.  And  who  visits  this  fair  land 
in  the  right  spirit  and  does  not  wish  to 
return  ?  Were  there  ever  truer  words 
written  than  those  of  Browning's  t — 

And  we  slope  to  Italy  at  last 
And  youth,  by  green  degrees. 

AN  lEISH  JUDICIAL  JOKEE. 


The  historic  building  called  the  "  Four 
Courts"  is  at  present  pointed  out  with 
just  pride  by  the  Dublin  jarvey  as  one  of 
the  sights  of  the  Irish  metropolis.  Bat 
the  outside  of  the  building  is  now  more 
attractive  than  the  interior.  The  stranger 
is  not  pressed  to  enter;  and  if  he  does 
enter  while  the  Court  is  sitting,  he  will 
find  himself  in  a  peaceful  atmosphere, 
where  a  grave  Jadge  presides,  and 
painfully  solemn  barristers  discuss,  and 
orderly  spectators  listen  with  due  decorum. 

Bat  it  was  not  always  thus.  In  the 
early  part  of  the  present  century  the 
Court  of  Common  Pleas  furnished  the 
good  citizens  of  Dablin  with  even  better 
amusement  than  the  Theatre  EoyaL  As 
soon  as  the  Court  opened,  the  waiting 
crowd  streamed  in  from  the  spacious  hall ; 
the  air  soon  became  hot  and  stifling ;  and 
frequent  bursts  of  merriment  floated  out 
through  the  open  door.  Bluff  Harry 
Grady  was  there,  teasing  and  brow-beating 
the  witnesses,  and  horrifying  that  dainty 
and  fastidious  advocate,  Tom  Gould,  by 
his  vulgarity,  real  or  assumed.  The 
applause  of  the  spectators  at  Harry's  hits 
was  genuine  and  enthusiastic.  Curran 
would  saunter  in,  and  add  to  the  merri- 


ment by  his  exquisite  drollery,  while 
Leonard  McNally  limped  up  tiie  floor 
after  him.  The  polished  Bush  and  the 
eloquent  Plunket  might  frequently  be 
seen,  besides  a  score  or  so  of  other 
barristers  more  or  less  famous,  all  eager 
to  contribute  a  "  bon  mot''  to  the  common 
stock. 

And  what  about  the  Judge  1  No  doubt 
he  would  preserve  a  proper  gravity  amid 
all  this  fun  and  laughter  t  Not  a  bit  of 
it.  The  presiding  Judge— Chief  Justice  of 
the  Common  Pleas,  no  less  —  was  the 
merriest  wag  of  them  all.  Short  and 
pursy  of  person,  and  rubicund  of  visage, 
with  little,  grey,  twinkling,  laughing  eyes, 
he  sat  on  the  bench  revelling  in  the 
hilarity  that  was  going  on  around  him, 
and  adding  fresh  food  for  mirth  by  his 
quips  and  cranks  and  oddities.  ''There 
he  sat,"  says  Phillips,  "in  all  his  glory, 
puffing  and  punning  and  panting,  till 
his  ruddy  countenance  glowed  like  a 
full  moon.  At  last,  grilled  beyond 
all  endurance,  off  went  the  gown,  and 
round  went  the  wig  till  its  tails,  reversed, 
dangled  from  his  forehead." 

No  wonder  that  a  reverend  archdeacon 
excused  himself  from  visiting  the  Court 
of  Common  Pleas,  on  the  ground  that  his 
profession  did  not  allow  him  to  frequent 
theatres. 

?  The  story  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  who 
presided  over  this  singular  Court  throws  a 
curious  and  even  lurid  light  on  the  state  of 
Irish  society  about  the  time  of  the  Union. 
John  Toler  was  born  at  Beechwood,  in  the 
county  of  Tipperary,  in  1745.  He  was 
the  second  son  of  a  Tipperary  squire.  This 
worthy  man,  when  he  lay  a-dying,  called 
his  two  sons  to  his  bedside,  and  addressfaoig 
the  younger,  said : 

<<  The  estate  jtnust  go  to  your  elder 
brother — all  I  can  afford  to  give  you  is 
fifty  pounds  and  these  " — drawbig  from 
beneath  his  pillow  a  pair  of  handsome 
silver-mounted  pistols.  "Now,  Jack,  be 
always  ready  to  keep  up  the  credit  of  the 
family  and  the  honour  of  an  Irish  gentle- 
man." 


}f 


Tipperary  is  a  fighting  county.     As  the 
lamented  Thomas  Davis  sings : 

Let  Britain  boast  her  British  hosts, 
About  them  all  right  little  care  we, 

Nor  British  seas,  nor  British  coasts 
Can  match  the  man  of  Tipperary  i 

Tall  is  his  form,  his  heart  is  warm» 

His  spirit  light  as  any  fairy  ; 
His  wrath  is  fearful  as  the  storm 

That  sweeps  the  hills  of  Tipperary  f 
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In  Sqaire  Toler'a  hands  the  family 
pistols  had  not  been  allowed  to  raet;  and 
Jack  never  forgot  his  father's  dying  behest 
In  after  life  it  used  to  be  his  favoarite 
boast  that  he  began  the  world  "  with  fifty 
pounds  and  a  pair  of  hair  triggers." 

Jack's  choice  of  a  profession  was  strictly 
limited.  He  had  not  enough  money  for 
the  army ;  a  Tipperary  fire-eater,  even  in 
those  lax  limeF,  was  hardly  a  fit  candidate 
for  the  Church;  and  medicine  had  few 
attractions  for  a  man  of  his  mettle.  Law 
only  was  left.  To  Law,  therefore,  Jack 
applied  himself  with  the  usual  dUigence  of 
an  Irish  student;  and  in  due  course  he 
was  called  to  the  Bar. 

He  now  began  the  world  in  real  earnest. 
His  qualifications  were  not  such  as  are 
likely  to  ensure  success  at  the  present  day. 
In  spite  of  his  Tipperary  origin,  he  was 
neither  tall  nor  handsome.  Neither,  for 
that  matter,  was  Carran;  but  then, 
Cnrran  possessed  the  luminous  eje  of 
genius^  which  Toler  lacked.  Moreover, 
Toler  had  neither  law  nor  learning,  cared 
notlung  for  dignity,  and  made  no  pretence 
to  eloquence.  On  the  other  hand,  he 
possessed  some  qualities  that  stood  him  in 
good  stead  in  those  riotous,  drinking, 
duelling  times.  He  had  a  face  of  brass,  a 
will  of  iron,  and  a  conscience  of  india- 
rubber  3  his  temper  was  imperturbable,  his 
knowledge  of  the  world  thorough;  and  his 
reckless  courage  was  admired  even  in  a 
land  whose  sons  are  among  the  bravest  of 
the  brave. 

Thus  equipped,  Toler  literally  fought 
his  way  to  dutinction,  pushing  aside  men 
of  far  greater  ability  and  learning.  Law 
was  then  largely  subservient  to  politics. 
Toler  soon  entered  the  Irish  Parliament, 
where  he  naturally  attached  himself  to  the 
Grovemment  party,  from  which  he  had 
most  to  gain.  He  was  not  a  brilliant 
orator,  bat  he  did  a  good  deal  of  ''  slashing  " 
for  his  party,  and  poured  torrents  of  slush 
upon  his  opponents.  As  a  specimen  of 
his  virulence,  take  the  following  brief 
extract  from  an  onslaught  on  Mr.  George 
Ponsonby : 

"  Had  I  heaxd  a  man  out  of  doors  using 
such  language  as  that  by  which  the 
honourable  gentleman  has  violated  the 
decorum  of   Parliament,   I    would   have 

I  seized   the    ruffian    by  the    throat,    and 
dragged  him  to  the  dust." 
Ponsonby  was  a  man  of    talent    and 
respectability,  who  afterwards  rose  to  the 
highest  distinction  in  public  life.     On  this 


ignore  the  provocation  to  fight  so  rudely 
offered. 

Barrington,  however,  was  more  hot- 
headed or  thin-skinned.  In  reply  to  an 
attack  of  Toler,  he  said :  "  The  honourable 
Member  has  a  hand  for  every  man,  and  a 
heart  for  nobody." 

Toler  instantly  took  fire,  and  the  pair 
immediately  made  their  exit  to  arrange  a 
duel  But  a  ludicrous  incident  followed. 
The  Speaker  despatched  the  Serjeant-at- 
Arms  after  the  would-be  combatants.  Toler 
was  caught  by  the  skirts  of  his  coat  in  a 
door,  and  the  messengers  laid  hold  of  him 
just  as  the  skirts  were  torn  completely 
off.  Barrington  was  overtaken  In  the 
street,  brought  back  on  a  man's  shoulders, 
and  thrown  down  on  the  floor  of  the 
House  like  a  sack  of  coals.  It  was  a 
ridiculous  situation ;  Cnrran  increased  the 
ridicule  by  a  few  comical  remarks;  and 
the  affair  ended  by  the  two  legislators 
promising  before  the  Speaker  that  they 
would  be  good  boys  in  future.  Such  were 
the  men  who  governed  Ireland  1 

The  Members  of  the  Irish  House  of 
Commons  were  never  slow  to  indulge  In 
personalities.  Even  Grattan  and  Flood 
'  frequently  broke  out  into  bitter  vituperation, 
and  the  rank  and  file  were  only  humble 
imitators  of  these  illustrious  orators,  but 
somewhat  irascible  men.  Sir  Boyle  Itoche, 
however,  generally  threw  oil  on  the  troubled 
waters  by  his  harmless  pleasantry  and 
inimitable  bulls.  The  present  generation 
of  Irish  Members,  who  sometimes  make 
things  lively  in  St.  Stephen'^,  are  not  alto- 
gether exempt  from  the  failings  of  their 
predecessors ;  but,  alas !  there  is  now  no 
Sir  Boyle  Boche  among  them.  Colonel 
Saunderson,  indeed,  Is  a  great'  joker 
entirely,  but  his  jokes,  unlike  those  of  the 
worthy  Baronet,  carry  a  sUng  in  their  tail. 
Fortunately  the  days  of  the  "  duello  "  are 
over,  and  the  result  of  a  stormy  debate  Is 
no  longer  a  meeting  in  "  The  Five  Acres  '* 
at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

While  practising  at  the  Bar  Toler  be- 
came a  master  of  repartee.  He  acquired 
facility  by  constant  practice,  as  he  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  firing  off  a  joke, 
good,  bad,  or  indifferent.  When  Lord 
Bedesdale,  a  dull  Sassenach,  was  made 
Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  he  gave  a 
dinner  to  the  Irish  Bar,  whose  members  he 
had  heard  were  extremely  witty.  Being 
totally  guiltless*  of  wit  himself,  he  deter- 
mined to  be  at  least  entertaining.  Ac- 
cordingly he  related  some  of  his  best  Bar 
occasion  he  had  the  rare  magnanimity  to  I  stories,  which,  however,  were  not  up  to 
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the  high  staadard  of  hb  aadienee.  At 
l«Dgth  skatiog  became  a  sabject  of  con- 
versation, and  his  lordship  said  that  in  his 
boyhood  all  danger  was  avoided,  for  before 
they  began  to  skate  thej  always  pat  blown 
bladders  under  their  arms,  so  if  the  ice 
happened  to  break  they  were  buoyant  and 
saved. 

"*  Ay,  my  lord,"  said  Toler,  "  that's  what 
we  oaU  blather-am-skate  in  Ireland." 

Sir  Jonah  Barrington,  who  tells  the 
story,  naively  observes  that  Lord  Bedes- 
dale  could  not  understand  this  sort  of  thing 
at  alL  According  to  Sir  Jonah,  the  Earl 
was  a  well-meanmg  sort  of  person,  but  his 
intellect  was  not  sufficiently  fine  to  ap- 
preciate the  subtleties  of  bish  humour. 
The  rollicking  Hibernian  barristers  natu- 
rally looked  with  contemptuous  pity  upon  a 
nobleman  who  had  been  accastomed  only 
to  the  staid  proprieties  of  English  life,  and 
who  could  not  understand  the  riotous  ways 
and  riotous  language  of  Dublin  society. 

Toler  was  made  Solicitor  -  General  in 
1789,  and  Attorney  -  General  in  1797. 
The  hab  triggers  had  served  him  well 
He  had  fought  several  duels,  including  one 
with  the  famous  "Fighting  Fitzgerald," 
whose  exploits  are  so  charmingly  narrated 
by  Mr.  Froude.  At  this  time  Irish  society 
was  in  a  state  of  seething  discontent. 
Amid  the  political  and  social  ferment 
curious  characters  came  to  the  surface,  and 
among  them  was  one  tapper  Tandy,  a 
notorious  demagogue  and  leader  of  the 
United  Irishmen.  Toler  now  saw  his 
chance.  To  use  the  language  of  Truthful 
James,  <<he  went  for  that  heathen  Chinee." 
He  did  not  hit  Napper,  but  he  frightened 
that  noble  patriot,  which  to  the  Govern- 
ment was  equally  satisfactory. 

Having  thus  done  the  State  some 
service  by  abusing,  shooting,  or  frightening 
the  patriotic  party,  the  Attorney-General 
lost  no  time  in  bringing  forward  his  claims 
for  preferment.  As  a  fitting  reward  for 
his  exertions  it  was  proposed  to  make  him 
Ohief  Justice;  but  Lord  Glare,  who 
possessed  some  public  spirit — as  even  his 
bitterest  enemies  admitted — warmly  pro- 
tested. 

'*  Make  him  a  Ohief  Justice ! ''  said  he, 
with  natural  indignation.  ''Oh  no!  If  he 
must  mount  the  bench  make  him  a  bishop, 
or  an  archbishop— or  anything  but  a  Chief 
Justice  1 " 

But  votes  were  valuable;  the  Govern- 
ment feared  to  make  an  enemy  of  their 
redoubtable  Attorney;  and  the  hair  triggers 
carried  the  day. 


It  might  have  been  expected  that  on  his 
elevation  to  the  comparative  ease  and 
obscurity  of  the  judicial  bench,  the  Ohief 
Justice  of  Ireland  would  adopt  the  grave, 
dignified,  and  impartial  manner  becoming 
his  high  office.  Bat  the  leopard  cannot 
change  his  spots,  nor  the  Ethiopian  his 
skin.  Lord  Norbury  was  still  Jolm  Toler. 
The  hair  triggers  remained  to  the  fore. 
When  any  one  ventured  to  qaestion  his 
patriotism  in  supporting  the  Act  of  UnioUi 
he  would  say : 

"Name  any  hour  before  my  Court 
opens." 

Yet  his  temper  was  not  easily  ruffled, 
even  upon  the  subject  of  the  Union. 
On  being  charged  by  a  lady  with  selling 
his  country,  he  replied  : 

'*  Certainly,  madam,  I  have  sold  my 
country.  It  was  lucky  for  me  I  had  a 
country  to  sell.    I  wish  I  had  another." 

His  Court  was  the  most  extraordinary 
in  the  kingdom.  Puffiog  out  his  cheeks 
at  the  end  of  every  sentence,  the  Judge 
sat  punning  and  perspiring,  firing  off  his 
jokes  right,  left,  and  centre;  the  Bar  caught 
the  contagion  and  carried  on  the  fun ;  the 
spectators  applauded  with  truly  Irish 
enthusiasm ;  the  very  prisoners  could  not 
help  laughing,  and  altogether  there  was  a 
terrible  din.  On  one  occasion  a  witness 
was  asked  his  business. 

*'  I  keep  a  racket  court,"  was  the  answer. 

"  So  do  I !  So  do  1 1 "  instantly  ex- 
claimed Lord  Norbury,  amid  general 
laughter. 

There  was  a  daily  visitor  to  the  Court 
of  Common  Pleas  who  largely  contributed 
to  the  fun.  This  was  a  gentleman  who 
laboured  under  the  hallucination  that  he 
was  the  real  Lord  Norbury,  the  Chief 
Justice  being  nothing  but  an  impostor. 
The  Judge  endured  his  rival's  antics  ^th 
great  good  humour,  until  the  latter  at- 
tempted to  take  possession  of  the  bench, 
when  the  order  would  be  given :  "  Jackson, 
turn  Lord  Norbury  out  of  Court ! "  And 
the  intruder  was  forthwith  ejected,  to 
reappear  next  day  as  aggressive  as  ever. 

Punning  and  joking  had  become  part  of 
Toler's  being.  He  looked  at  everytldng 
from  a  ludicrous  standpoint. 

Walking  to  Court  one  morning  he  saw 
a  crowd  on  the  quay. 

"  What's  all  this  about  1 "  he  demanded. 

Somebody  replied :  "  A  tailor  has  been 
trying  to  drown  himself." 

"What  a  fool,"  exclaimed  Norbury, 
•'  to  leave  his  hot  goose  for  a  cold  duck  I " 

He  liked  clients  to  come  to  his  Oourt» 
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and  would  not  discourage  them  \^y. "  uon- 
Boitiiig."  Pressed,  bj  a  barrister  named 
WaUms  to  nonsuit  a  plaintiff,  he  decided 
to  let  the  case  go  to  the  jury. 

*'I  do  believe,"  cried  the  disappointed 
ooHBsel,  ''your  lordship  has  not  the  courage 
to  nonsoit" 

'^7oa  flay,  Mr.  Wallace,"  retomed  the 
heir  of  the  hair  triggers,  '^yoa  don't  tlunk 
I'd  have  coorage  to  nonsuit.  I  tell  <  you 
I  hare  coorage  to  shoot  and  courage  to 
nonshoot,  but  I'll  not  nonshoot  for  you." 

In  Ireland  ** suit"  is  often  pronounced 
"shoot,"  especially  among  the  lower 
ordera 

Wallace  was  afterwards  horsewhipped  by 
Major  Macnamtfa,  near  Nelson's  Pillar 
in  Sackville  Street.  He  applied  for  a 
criminal  information  against  the  Major. 

"  Certainly  he  shall  have  it,"  said  Lord 
Norbnry;  '*the  Court  is  bound  to  protect 
any  one  who  has  bled  under  the  gallant 
Nelson." 

Yet  Norbnry  was  not  a  true  humorist, 
for  he  lacked  the  power  of  sympathy. 
Careless  of  his  own  Hfe,  he  valued  neither 
the  lives  nor  the  feelings  of  others.  In 
fact  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  '<  a 
hanging  Judge."  Dining  once  in  the  com- 
pany of  Curran,  he  said : 

''  That  beef  appears  tough.  Has  it  been 
hm^  %  " 

"  No,  my  lord,"  was  the  ready  and  apt 
reply,  "  you  have  not  tried  it" 

Daring  the  conduct  of  a  case,  Harry 
Orady  was  annoyed  by  some  remarks  of 
the  Chief  Justice,  and  took  his  revenge 
thus: 

''The  incident  which  has  just  occurred 
reminds  me,  my  lord,  of  a  judge  I  once 
heard  of  who  was  never  known  to  weep 
but  once,  and  that  was  in  a  theatre." 
''  Deep  tragedy,  I  suppose,  Mr.  Grady  9 " 
*'  No,  indeed,  my  lord.  It  was  at  the 
'Beggar's  Opera^'  when  Maoheath  was 
reprieved  1 " 

The  insinuation  told,  for  everybody  felt 
that  Norbnry  was  the  man. 

Once  travelling  with  John  Parsons  they 
passed  a  gibbet — ^not  an  infrequent  sight 
in  those  day^  when  rebels  were  hung  by 
the  score. 

"  Parsons,"  said  Norbury,  with  a  chuckle, 
pointing  to  the  gibbet,  "  where  would  you 
be  now  if  every  man  had  his  due  I " 

"Alone  in  my  carrii^e,"  was  Parsons's 
significant  reply. 

As  to  the  Chief  Justice's  hospitality, 
Phillips  tells  a  capital  story,  which  also 
illastrates  his  readiness  of  resource.  Ireland 


is  the  most  hospitable  country  in  the  world; 
and  Lord  Norbury  was  the  most  hospitable 
of  men.  His  invitations  were  numerous 
and  cordial ;  but  they  were  always  to  his 
country  seat,  because,.ill-natured  persons 
sftid,  his  town  house  was  inconveniently 
near.  Be  that  as  it  may,  an  honest  old 
couple  accepted  in  good  faith  his  lordship's 
pressing  invitation  to  spend  a  week  with 
him  at  Cabra,  and  took  a  considerable 
quantity  of  baggage  with  them.  The 
generous  host  grasped  the  situation  at  once 
when  he  saw  the  lady's  maid^  the  imperial, 
and  the  array  of  boxes.  Sashing  forward, 
he  took  the  old  people  by  the  hand  most 
affectionately. 

''  My  kind  friends — ^my  dear  old  friends 
— this  is  so  very  like  you.  I  am  delighted 
to  see  you.  Now,  no  excuses — not  a  word 
— not  a  word,  I  must  positively  insist  on 
— ^your  staying  to  dinner." 

A  gentleman  came  to  him  for  a  subscrip- 
tion of  a  shilling,  to  help  in  paying  the 
funeral  expenses  of  a  poor  attorney. 

"What!"  said  Norbury,  "only^a shilling 
to  bury  an  attorney  I  There's  a  guinea ; 
go  and  bury  a  score  of  them ! " 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  this  retort  has 
been  fathered  on  the  wrong  man.  Though 
his  lordship  did  not  love  attorneys^  he 
loved  his  guineas  too  well  to  part  with 
them  so  easfiy. 

His  judgements  and  addresses  to  the  jury 
were  usually  an  odd  mixture  of  law,  levity, 
and  nonsense.  His  knowledge  of  law  was 
very  superficial,  and  he  had  a  supreme 
contempt  for  legal  arguments  except  when 
they  afforded  an  opening  for  a  witticism. 
Once^  after  listening  a  whole  day  to  very 
learned  and  ingenious  pleading,  he  thus 
concluded  his  "  judgement " : 

"I  must  say,  in  conclusion,  that  counsel 
have  done  their  duty.  They  are  not  merely 
all  good,  but  they  are  all  best.  I  can  make 
no  distinction.  However,  as  to  their  cases, 
and  their  crotchets,  and  their  quiddities, 
and  their  knotty  points,  they  are  every  one 
of  them — like  a  hare  in  Tipperary — to  be 
found  in  fern  (Feame)." 

On  another  occasion  his  address  was 
interrupted  by  the  braying  of  an  ass. 
Unaware  of  the  nature  of  the  interruption, 
he  stopped  and  asked : 
"  What  noise  is  that  9 " 
"  Merely  the  echo  of  the  court,  my  lord," 
was  Curran's  sarcastic  reply. 

Towards  the  close  of  Lord  Norbury 's 
career  the  burly  figure  of  Dan  O'Connell 
was  coming  to  the  front  in  Irish  polities. 
Dan  did  not  like  the  Chief  Justice,  and  the 
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Chief  Justice  was  not  paaaionately  fond  of 
Dan ;  but  their  fencing  was  always  done  in 
good  humoor.  Though  "the  Liberator" 
was  a  far  abler  man,  Norbory  **  scored  off 
him ''  sometimes.  A  report  got  into  drca- 
lation  that  Dan  had  avoided  a  duel  by 
surrendering  to  the  police.  While  tUs 
ramonr  was  current,  a  cause  in  which'  he 
was  engaged  came  before  the  Chief  Justice. 

"Pajrdon  me,  my  lord/'  laid  he  in 
answer  to  a  remark  from  the  bench,  *'  I  am 
afraid  your  lordship  does  not  apprehend 
me." 

"  Pardon  me  also,"  retorted  his  lordship, 
«  no  one  is  more  easily  apprehended  than 
Mr.  O'Connell/'  A  pause,  and  then  slowly 
and  emphatically:  "Whenever  he  wishes  to 
be  apprehended ! " 

Hearing  that  the  Chief  Justice's  faculties 
were  decaying,  the  Lord  Lieutenant  re- 
quested him  to  resign.  Norbury  asked  for 
a  postponement  to  consult  a  friend.  The 
postponement  was  granted ;  but  the  friend 
was  in  India,  and — a  year  was  gained  ! 

Alas  for  the  futility  of  human  dodges  1 
There  wais  an  enemy  in  the  gate  waiting 
to  pounce  upon  the  aged  Judge.  During 
a  trial  for  murder  he  was  literally  caujght 
napping,  having  fallen  asleep  upon  the 
bench.  Dan  O'Connell  instantly  seized  the 
opportunity,  and  despatched  a  petition  to 
Parliament  forthe  removal  of  the  somnolent 
Chief  Justice.  Yielding  to  the  pressure 
thereupon  brought  to  bear.  Lord  Norbury 
reluctantly  resigned ;  but  he  marched  out 
with  the  honours  of  war,  being  created  an 
Eail  on  his  retirement  in  1827. 

Thus  passed  away  from  the  theatre  of 
public  affairs  a  man  who,  for  nf gh  half 


a  century,  had  played  a  prominent  part  in 
the  history  of  his  country.  Without  wealth, 
genius,  learning,  or  eloquence,  he  fought  his 
way  to  the  top  of  hisprofession — aprofession 
which,  if  he  did  not  adorn,  he  enlivened. 
Beginning  life  on  fifty  pounds  and  a  pair 
of  hair  triggers,  he  ended  it  peacefully  in 
his  bed,  haWng  founded  two  peerages  and 
amassed  an  ample  fortune.  Since  Us  time 
the  conditions  of  Irish  public  life  have 
changed;  the  days  of  duelling  are  over; 
the  Four  Courts  are  now  respectably  dull, 
and  no  longer  resound  to  the  drollery  of 
Bench  and  Bar;  but  thespirit  that  animated 
John  Toler  still  survives  to  darken  and 
perplex  the  Issues  of  Irish  politics. 
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CHAPTKS    XLII. 

The  room  wu  very  atill ;  even  the 
dock  upon  the  mantelpiece  iraa  not  going, 
ao  that  not  even  a  Iot  tick  diatnrbed  the 
petfsot  qoiet.  It  wu  a  sitting-room  in  one 
of  the  LWerpool  hotels,  aitd  qaite  alona  in 
ib  iras  Glemenca.  She  was  sitting  nesT 
the  window,  motionleaa,  her  hands  clasped 
tkbtlf  together  en  her  knee.  Her  face  wan 
lilted  slightly  towards  the  sky,  and  Its  calm, 
broken  now  and  sgain  by  a  slight  qmrer 
of  the  lips,  was  that  of  intense  absorp- 
tion. Cleinence's  was  one  of  those  natnres 
in  wlilch  great  mental  snffering  of  any 
kind  passes  Inatinctively  into  onformsd 
prayer]  and  she  was  praying  now  with 
hn  whole  being,  with  no  faintest  con- 
seibnsness  of  herself  or  her  mental  attitude. 

She  bad  been  dtting  there  alone  and 
mo&mleaa  for  more  than  an  hour,  when  a 
toaoh  fell  upon  the  handle  of  the  door. 
She  started  violently,  and  rose  involnn- 
tuiljr  to  her  feet  as  it  opened  to  admit 
Faleoner.  She  did  not  speak  j  all  her 
agony  of  qneationing  seemed  to  haye 
paased  Into  the  eyes  she  fixed  npon  him, 
and  into  those  tightly-oUaped  hands. 

Falconer  erosMd  the  room  quickly  to 
her,  and  spoke  as  though  In  anawer  to 
audible  words. 

"  I  have  found  him  1 "  he  sidd.  "  There 
has  been  some  delay.  Thtf  boat  .will  not 
leave  until  to-moirow,  and  ^1  then  he  is 
here." 

A    breath    of    unnttetable    relief   and 


thankigiriag  broke  from  Clemencs'a  white 
lipp,  and  she  let  her  face  fall  forward  for  a 
moment  on  her  hands.  Then  she  lifted  It 
again,  tremnlons  and  shaken.  "Is  it — 
right— that  he  should  go  t "  she  said. 

"  It  is  necessary  ] "  returned  Falconer 
sternly.  But  the  stcinnesa  waa  not  lor 
her. 

A  look  of  trouble  and  perplexity  paaied 
into  her  face;  her  lips  were  parted  to 
speak  agun  when  a  door  at  the  other  end 
of  the  room  opened  sharply — not  the  door 
by  which  Falconer  had  entered,  but  a 
second,  leading,  presumably,  into  a  bad- 
room — and  Mra.  Romayne  appeared.  The 
rigidity  of  her  seir-oontrol  bad  giren  place, 
apparently,  to  a  consuming  fever.  Her 
eyes  were  glitteriog,  the  dry  akin  seemed 
to  be  too  tightly  drawn  across  her 
sharpened  featnrea.  There  waa  no  paint 
apon  her  now — no  msaV,  leea  tangible  but 
no  leaa  eSectlve,  of  artificiality  of  ezprea- 
slon.  It  was  the  very  woman,  stripped  of 
all  the  trappings  of  her  life,  bearing  the 
ravsgea  of  past  struggles  thick  upon  her, 
driven  to  bay,  and  braced  to  hold  the 
struxgle  on  which  she  was  entering  with 
the  last  breath  in  her  body.  She  was  still 
dressed  far  walUng,  and  the  contrast 
between  the  smart,  somewhat  youthful, 
apparel  which  she  had  always  affected,  and 
her  face,  waa  terrible  to  see. 

She  came  straight  np  to  Falconer,  ntteily 
uncensdons,  apparently,  as  lar  as  feeling 
and  realisation  constitute  conacionsnesa,  of 
Gtemenoe'a  preaence.  "You  have  found 
him  I "  she  sidd,  and  the  words  were  less 
a  question  than  an  assertion.  "Let  bb 
go  at  once.  Stop,  thongh ! "  ahe  added 
abruptly,  laying  a  baming  hand  on  Fal- 
coner's arm  as  though  in  the  haste  and 
preaauTB  of  her  own  impalsea  she  ascribed 
a    similar   impatience    to  him.     "  I  had 
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better  know  the  facts  first.  What  has  he 
told  you  ? " 

Falconer  hesitated.  His  words,  when 
he  spoke,  ignored  her  final  question,  and 
answwed  t£s  idea  which  vibrated  behind 
every  word  of  her  speech*  He  glanced  at 
Olemence  as  he  began  to  speak  as  though 
he  wished  his  words  to  apply  to  her  also. 

•<I  do  not  think/'  he  said,  "ttiat  any- 
thing will  be  gabed  by  your  seeing  him — 
except  extreme  distress  for  all  concerned. 
I  fear  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  1 " 

He  had  spoken  very  firmly  as  though 
the  moment  had  arrived,  in  his  estimation, 
for  that  stand  on  manly  judgement  which 
he  had  involuntarily  postponed  for  so 
long,  and  he  paused  as  though  to  ac- 
centuate the  weight  of  his  words. 

Mrs.  Bomayne,  with  a  gesture  of  irre- 
pressible,  tortured  impatience,  but  other- 
wise with  no  recognition  whatever  of 
his  having  spoken,  repeated  her  question : 

•<  What  has  he  told  you  t " 

Glemence's  eyes,  fixed  upon  Falconer^s 
face,  dilated  slightly,  and  then  the  shadow 
of  a  smile  touched  her  parted  lips. 

"I  fear  there  is  no  doubt  that  it  is  a 
bad  affair,"  continued  Falconer.  *' There 
are  forged  documents  connected  with  it, 
and  misappropriation  of  money  fraudu- 
lently come  by;  and  detection  seems  to 
be  inevitable.  His  only  hope  of  safety 
Ues  in  flight." 

As  though  with  the  very  tangibility 
and  imminence  of  the  danger  she  had 
come  forth  to  meet  Mrs.  Bomayne's 
spirit  rose  higher,  the  only  sort  of  change 
brought  to  her  face  by  the  words  was 
an  intensifying  of  all  its  previous  cha- 
racteristics of  growing  courage  and  de- 
termination. From  Clemencrs  lips  the 
little  tremulous  light  had  died  quenched 
in  such  a  horror  of  vicarious  shame,  of 
pity,  love,  and  anguish  unspeakable,  as 
seemed  to  freeze  her  where  she  stood. 

"  The  facts !  The  facts  1 "  The  words 
came  from  Mrs.  Bomayne  sharp  and  tense, 
seeming  to  put  aside  and  ignore  any  ex- 
traneous comment  or  opinion. 

Falconer  hesitated  again  for  a  moment 
and  scanned  her  face  closely,  absolutely 
unconscious  of  his  own  incapacity  for 
reading  what  was  written  there.  So  far 
was  he  from  an  adequate  conception  of  the 
realities  of  the  situation,  that  he  thought 
that  a  plain  statement  of  details  would 
crush  out  for  ever  the  hope  of  which  he 
was  conscious  in  her.  And  he  decided 
that  such  instantaneous  crushing  was  the 
only  mercy  he  could  show  her. 


Gravely  and  concisely,  with  no  un' 
necessary  comment,  he  told  her  the  whole 
story  as  he  had  gathered  it  half  an  hour 
earlier  from  Julian's  incoherent,  despairing 
words.  He  finished  and  paused,  holdiog 
himself  braced  for  the  outbreak  of  despair 
which  he  expected. 

His  words  were  followed  by  a  dead 
silence.  His  eyes  were  fixed  on  Mrs. 
Bomayne  with  a  vague  fear  for  her  reason, 
and  he  felt  rather  than  saw  that  Clemence 
had  turned  away  and  was  standing  with 
her  face  hidden  in  her  hands.  Mrs. 
Bomayne's  brows  had  contracted  as  if  in 
intense  thought,  and  her  eyes  were  extra- 
ordinarily bright  and  keen.  At  last^  with 
no  slightest  rdaxation  of  the  intent  calcu- 
lation of  her  face,  she  asked  one  or  two 
questions  as  to  details  of  business  pro- 
cedure, the  words  coming  from  her  sharp 
and  distinct ;  questions  of  which  Falconer, 
as  he  answez^  them,  tried  in  vain  to  see 
the  drift  Then  she  moved  with  a  gesture 
of  determination,  so  self-absorbed  that  it 
seemed  to  isolate  her  utterly. 

"  TiJce  me  to  him  at  once ! "  she  said. 

A  sharp  exclamation  broke  from  Fal- 
coner, and,  as  she  moved  towards  the  door, 
he  followed  her  hastily,  indescribably 
disturbed  and  confused  by  so.  entirely  un- 
expected a  course  of  action. 

"  To  what  purpose  f  "  he  said  quickly.  "  I 
beg  of  you  to  be  advised  by  me.  The  boy 
must  go  1  Nothing  can  be  gained  but  a 
parting " 

Mrs.  Bomayne  turned  upon  him  and 
faced  him  suddenly. 

"  I  am  here  to  see  my  son,"  she  said, 
and  there  was  something  in  her  voice-^ 
rather  in  what  its  intense  restraint  sug- 
gested than  in  its  tones  themselves — ^abro^ 
lutely  dominating  and  conclusive.  "  You 
came  to  help  me.  Take  me  to  him,  or  tell 
me  where  to  find  him." 

Intensely  annoyed  and  disapproving; 
keenly  alive  to  the  fear  that  Julian,  so 
taken  by  surprise,  might  impute  to  him 
some  definitely  treacherous  intention  in 
withholding,  as  he  had  done,  the  fact  that 
he  was  not  alone ;  Falconer  yet  felt  him« 
self  powerless.  He  had  no  shadow  of  a 
right  to  stand  between  mother  and  son. 
He  had  made  his  stand,  and  he  might  as 
effectually  have  opposed  himself  to  the 
wind.  His  words,  his  judgement,  were  as 
nothing  to  her.  That  he  should  so  far 
fail  to  carry  into  effect  his  conception  of 
his  duty  as  her  escort,  as  to  let  her  go 
alone  was,  of  course,  impossible  in  his 
eyes.    He  made  a  sternly  unwilling  dgn 
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to  the  effect  that  he  would  perforce  accom- 
pany her,  and  then,  as  she  passed  quickly 
out  of  the  room,  he  looked  at  Olemence. 
There  was  a  stanned  look  npon  her  face 
now ;  she  did  not  even  glance  at  him  in 
answer,  bat  she  moved  mechanically,  as  it 
seemed,  and  like  a  woman  walking  in  her 
sleep,  and  followed  Mrs.  Eomayne. 

Not  one  word  was  spoken  by  either  of 
the  trio  mitil  they  stood,  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  later,  before  a  rather  dingy  door  in  a 
dreary  passage  of  an  onpretentioas  and 
obseore  private  hotel.  Then  Falconer  spoke 
in  a  low,  stem  tone. 

''Here!"  he  said,  indicating  the  door 
before  them.. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  moved  swiftly  forward 
and  tamed  the  handle.  For  one  instant, 
as  the  door  opened,  there  was  a  vision  of 
a  doll,  bare  little  sitting-room,  touched 
with  a  strange  glory  by  a  red  ray  from  the 
setting  son,  which  slMited  right  across  it ; 
and  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  in  the  fall 
light  of  that  red  ray,  which  fell  with  an 
almost  weird  effect  of  irradiation  upon  his 
attitude  of  despair,  Julian  sitdng  by  the 
table,  his  head  buried  on  his  outstretched 
arms.  For  an  instant  only  the  jpicture 
was  visible;  then  Julian  turned  his  head 
sharply  and  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  cry. 
His  mother  was  advancing  rapidly  towards 
him,  but  it.  was  not  his  mother  that  he 
saw.  It  was  the  figure  behind  her  with 
the  dazed  white  face  all  breaking  up  now 
into  quivering  lines.  It  was  to  that 
figure  tliat  he  stretched  out  his  hands  with 
the  hoarse,  heart-broken  sob : 

"Glemmiel  Olemmiel  They've  told 
you  I" 

Befote  the  words  were  uttered,  Olemence 
had  rushed  past  Mrs.  Eomajrne,  and  was 
clinging  to  him  in  such  a  sudden  agony  of 
sobs  and  tears  as  seemed  to  rend  her  very 
heart. 

Mrs.  Bomajrne  stopped  abruptly.  Fal- 
coner, who  was  close  to  her  with  his  back 
to  the  door  which  he  had  shut  swiftly  on 
Juliana's  cry,  saw  a  spasm  of  pain  cut 
across  the  concentration  of  her  face  for  an 
instant,  and  in  the  flash  of  anger  and 
impatience  which  succeeded  it,  she  seemed 
to  recognise  Clemence's  presence  practically 
for  the  first  time.  She  fell  back  a  step  or 
two,  waiting  with  contemptuous  self- 
control,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  pair 
before  her  as  they  duns  together,  and 
Julian  tried  brokenly  and  despairingly  to 
soothe  the  pitiful  abandonment  of  grief  with 
which  Gtenence  was  shaken.  His  own 
distress  increased  with  every  incoherent 


word  of  self-reproach  he  uttered,  and  it 
was  a  sense  of  his  anguish  that  seemed  at 
last  to  reach  Olemence,  and  produce  in  her 
a  woman's  instinct  towards  the  suppression 
of  her  own  pain.  She  disengaged  herself 
gently,  forcing  back  the  heavy  sob  that  ^ 
trembled  on  her  lips,  and  looked  from 
Jalian  towards  Mrs.  Bomayne  with  a 
tacit  recognition  of  his  mother's  claims 
which  was  as  beautiful  as  it  was  instinctive. 

''  You  will  listen  1 "  she  said  in  a  choked, 
beseeching  voice,  "  you  will  listen  and  come 
back ! " 

She  turned  away  as  she  spoke,  making 
him  a  sign  that  he  should  not  speak  to  her ; 
and  as  she  drew  away  from  him  Mrs. 
Bomayne  advanced  rapidly,  every  move- 
ment, every  line  of  her  face,  every  tone  of 
her  voice,  claiming  as  an  inalienable  r^ht 
her  son's  attention.  Her  face  was  very 
hard,  far  harder  than  it  had  been  before 
that  spasm  of  pain  had  shaken  it,  and  there 
was  no  touch  of  emotion  in  her  hard, 
quick  voice.  She  seemed  to  have  put  ail 
sentiment  deliberately  aside. 

''  Julian,"  she  sdd,  "  you  have  made  a 
terrible  mistake !  You  are  taking  jast  the 
one  fidse  step  that  would  be  absolutely 
irretrievable.  You  must  come  back  to 
town  at  once  ! " 

Her  manner ;  her  voice ;  some  influence 
from  the  long  past  days  when  her  word, 
for  all  her  affectation  of  weak  indulgence, 
had  been  his  law;  had  arrested  his  atten- 
tion almost  without  his  own  consent  He 
stood  now  looking  at  her ;  looking  at  her 
across  such  a  gulf  of  ignorance,  mistake, 
and  wrong  as  had  sw^dlowed  even  that 
bitterness  with  which  he  had  once  regarded 
her,  leaving  him  absolutely  cold  and  dead 
to  her. 

''Town  and  I  have  parted  company, 
mother ! "  he  said.  He  spoke  hoarsely,  but 
the  emotion  in  his  tone  was  the  reflex  of 
that  through  which  he  had  jost  passed  in 
meeting  Olemence ;  his  manner  was  even 
callous. 

**  That  would  be  true  indeed,"  was  the 
quick  answer,  ''if  you  had  succeeded  in 
leaving  England !  Not  only  town  and  you, 
but  life  and  you — everytUng  that  makes 
life  worth  living — would  have  parted  com- 
pany! To  go  away  now  is  to  cut  your 
own  throat ! " 

Julian  turned  to  Falconer. 

'< Haven't  you  told  them?"  he  said 
thickly.  "  Don't  they  know  that— that  is 
done  r ' 

Falconer  drew  a  step  nearer. 

"Your  mother  knows "  he  began; 
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bat  Mrs.  Bomayne  Interposed,  lifting  her 
hand  peremptorily  withont  even  glttQcbg 
at  him. 

"I  know  everything,"  she  said.  "I 
know  that  you  are  in  bideoos  danger,  and 
if  you  run  away  from  it  it  is  indeed  all 
over  with  yon.  You  mnst  face  itj  yon 
mnst  defy  it ! " 

As  though  in  her  last  words  she  had 
tonched  and  given  form  and  life  to  the 
very  core  of  the  determination  which  had 
nerved  her  since  she  had  first  read  Julian's 
letter  that  morning,  her  voice  rose  as  she 
spoke  them  into  a  ring  of  indomitable 
courage,  vibrating  with  the  very  triumph 
of  that  defiance  of  which  she  spoke.  Her 
slight,  haggard  physique  seemed  to  ez 
pand,  to  gain  in  dignity  and  power,  as  the 
whole  room  seemed  to  fill  vdth  the  mag- 
netism of  her  intense  resolution.  There  was 
an  instant's  pause,  and  then  an  exclamation 
brcke  alike  from  Julian  and  from  Falconer. 
Julian's  was  almost  derisive  in  its  absolute 
repudiation  of  her  words ;  Falconer's  was 
sternly  incredulous.  Clemence  was  standing 
a  little  apart.  No  sound  came  from  her, 
but  she  lifted  her  face  suddenly  and  turned 
it  towards  Mrs.  Bomayne.  A  vague  horror 
and  confusion  had  dawned  in  her  eyes. 

Before  the  annihilating  words  with 
which  Falconer  obviously  intended  to  fol- 
low up  his  first  ejaculation  could  be  uttered, 
Mrs.  Bomayne  was  speaking  again — ^in  a 
rapid,  business-like  tone  now,  but  always 
with  that  ling  of  triumph  behind  it. 

*'  You  must  come  back  with  me  to-night 
and  take  tip  your  position  as  if  nothing 
could  shake  it.  You  must  fight  for  your 
credit  and  your  social  status  tooth  and  nail. 
When  you  have  lost  them  you  have  lost 
everything  !  You  have  not  lost  them  yet, 
and  no  risk  is  too  great  to  run  for  their 
retention." 

"Not  penal  servitude?"  asked  Julian, 
with  a  ghastly  smile. 

"Not  penal  servitude,  not  hanging — if 
that  were  the  riak,"  returned  his  mother 
passionately.  "  What  are  you  better  off  if 
you  escape — disgraced,  ostracised,  ruined 
beyond  all  hope  of  reclamation — than  you 
would  be  in  a  convict's  cell  f  What  would 
you  have  to  live  for — ^to  hope  for  9  When 
you  have  lost  your  position  with  the  world 
you  have  lost  everything.  What  does  it 
matter  that  you  go  down  in  one  wave 
ra^er  than  another  \ "  She  paused  a  mo- 
ment, battUnff  with  her  fierce  horror  and 
repulsion.  Then  she  went  on  again  in 
another  tone,  eager  and  decided.  '*Bnt 
the  risk  is  not  so  frightful  after  all,"  she 


said.  "  Show  it  a  bold  front  and  we  shall 
triumph  over  it  1  Now,  listen  to  me,  Julian. 
This  oUier  man — ^this  man  Bamsay — was 
the  actual  forger  1 " 

She  paused  for  an  answer,  and  apparently 
the  insistence  of  her  tone  forced  one  from 
Julian  in  spite  of  himself. 

"As  far  as  the  actual  commission  of 
the  forgery  goes — yes,"  he  said  sullenly. 
«« But " 

"  Then  what  is  there  to  prove^ — to  prove, 
mind — that  you  were  a  party  to  it t" 

Julian  glanced  round  at  Clemence  as  if 
involuntarily.  Then  he  looked  recklessly 
back  at  his  mother  and  laughed  harshly. 

**  The  facte "  he  began. 

His  mother  caught  up  the  words..        * 

*< The  facts)  Yes  1 "  she  said.  "But  if 
the  facts  are  denied  t  Oan  they  be  proved  1 
If  yon  face  this  meeting  and  say  that  yon 
yourself  have  been  deceived  1  Even  if  it 
should  come  to  a  prosecution  there  are  al- 
ways loopholes  1  With  good  counsel  and 
facing  it  out  ourselves  unflinchingly,  you 
would  come  through  untouched !  It  is  the 
only  chance,  Julian,  and  we  must  dare  it" 


THE  OLD  POETSMOUTH  BOAD. 


The  way  from  London  to  Portsmouth 
was  busy  and  well  frequented,  if  not  from 
the  earliest  periods  of  our  annals,  anyhow 
from  the  first  origin  of  the  Boyal  Navy  as 
a  permanent  force.  It  can  vie  with  any 
other  for  picturesqueness  and  for  varied 
and  charming  scenery,  and  it  is  rather 
suiprisfiag  that:  in  the  >  revival  of  road 
coaching,  nobody  has  ventured,  except  for 
a  single  season,  to  run  a  four-horse  coach 
from  London  all  the  way  to  Portsmouth. 
The  first  half  of  the  route  as  far  as  Guild- 
ford is,  indeed,  favoured  with  a  very  good 
coach,  the  "New  Times,"  which,  starting 
from  Piccadilly  every  morning  at  eleven, 
sticks  to  its  work  in  fair  or  foul  weather, 
and  affords  one  of  the  pleassntest  and  most 
varied  drives  out  of  London,  all  along 
the  time-honoured  track  of  the  old  Ports- 
month  Boad. 

The  palmy  days  of  the  old  Portsmouth 
Boad  were  in  the  time  of  the  great  French 
war.  The  road  to  Uover  might  be  grass- 
grown  and  almost  deserted,  and  that  to 
Bye  traversed  only  J)y  numerous  bands  of 
smugglers,  but  the  Portsmouth  Boad  was 
all  alive,  both  by  day  and  night,  whOe  an 
incessant  stream  of  traffic  poured  to  and 
fro  between  the  great  naval  arsenal  and 
the  metropolis.     Admbals  dashed  along 
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in  post-chaises;  Jack,  the  man-o'-wai's 
man,  home  from  a  craise,  scattered  his 
prfze-money  broadcast  along  the  way  to 
London,  dashing  along,  perhaps,  with  half- 
a-dozen  comrades  sprawling  aboat  the 
rigging  of  a  chaise  and  four;  while  his 
captain  modestly  took  his  passage  home 
outside  the  mail.  Peter  Simple,  that 
innocent  yoang  reefer,  took  the  day  coach 
for  Portsmouth  at  the  "Elephant  and 
Castle "  j  the  night  mail  started  from  the 
"  Angel,"  by  St.  Clement's  Danes,  a  once 
famous  coaching  house,  the  very  site  of 
which  is  now  swallowed  np  in  the  precincts 
of  the  Law  Courts.  '' Flying  machines" 
left  the  "Spread  Eagle"  in  Gracechurch 
Street,  a  sign  that  by  no  means  typified 
the  flight  of  the  machine,  which  after 
rattling*  briskly  over  the  City  pavement, 
subsided  into  a  crawl  over  the  heavy 
country  road. 

It  was  country  then  when  you  got  out 
of  the  Borough,  from  whose  old-fashioned 
timber -buQt  inns  heavy  waggons  with 
eight  horses  or  more  rolled  forth  each 
night,  or  with  the  first  dawn  of  morning, 
crammed  with  all  kinds  of  goods  for  the  busy 
traders  on  Portsmouth  Hard,  with  heavy 
baggage  for  the  officers  pf  the  fleet,  with 
warrant  officers'  wives  and  a  bevy  of  noisy 
children.  E^en  now,  when  yoar  vehicle 
has  cleared  the  Wandsworth  Road  with  its 
swarming  population,  the  way  over  Patney 
Heath  and  Wimbledon  Common  is  bright 
and  fall  of  charm. 

When  the  old  mill,  .now  renewed  into 
youth,  is  passed,  a  kind  of  forest  scene 
opens  out,  with  the  glades  and  tufted 
heights  of  Richmond  Park  and  Combe 
Woods  rising  on  either  hand. 

It  was  hereabouts  that  the  famed  high- 
wayman, Jerry  Abershaw,  used  to  ply  his 
1  trade.  The  "Bald-faced  Stag,"  his  favourite 
house  of  call,  was  on  the  roadside  between 
this  and  Kingston,  and  when  he  finally 
met  his  fate  at  the  gallows  on  Eennington 
Common,  his  body  was  hong  in  chains  by 
the  roadside,  and  there  it  swung  in  the 
sun,  and  wind,  and  rain,  and  three  years 
alter,  when  Pitt  and  Tierney  fought  their 
Sunday  duel  on  the  Common,  there  the 
bones  still  hung,  it  is  said,  in  the  sight  of 
the  distinguished  combiitants. 

And  in  the  way  of  duels  what  spot  can 
compare  with  tUs  corner  of  Wimbledon 
Common  1  Even  in  sight  of  the  old  mill 
the  Duke  of  York  stood  up  to  receive  the 
fire  of  Colonel  Lennox,  afterwards  Duke  of 
Richmond.  Here  Canning  and  Castlereagh 
exchanged    shots    about    some    affair    of 


political  intrigue,  while  in  Combe  Wood 
close  by.  Sir  Francis  Burdett  and  John 
Paull  idnged  each  other  with  pistol-diots, 
and  then  drove  amicably  back  to  town  in 
the  same  carriage.  Close  by  the  mill  was 
fought  the  last  important  •  duel  on  the 
Efkglish  record,  when,  in  1840,  Lord  Car- 
digan severely  wounded  Captain  Tuckett, 
on  the  score  of  some  regimental  squabbles 
in  which  a  black  bottle  conspicuously 
figured. 

Up  and  down  hill  soon  brings  us  to 
Kingston,  a  town  that  has  marvellously 
increased  of  late  years,  and  seems  to  have 
quite  outgrown  its  humble  Town  Hall  of 
the  good  old  country  pattern.  Now,  with 
its  public  promenades  and  model  sanitary 
and  drainage  appliances,  Kingston  seems  to 
take  a  strong  lead  among  suburban  towns. 
It  has  always  its  ancient  fame  as  a  seat  of 
Saxon  kings,  and  its  famed  coronation  stone, 
which  pilgrims  sometimes  visit  from  distant 
lands,  wUle  people  of  the  neighbourhood 
pass  it  by  without  a  thought  And  King- 
ston has  always  its  unrivalled  frontage  to 
the  river  where  it  takes  one  of  its  most 
gracious  curves,  the  liver  dotted  with 
white  sails  and  backed  by  the  fine  trees  of 
Hampton  Court  Park,  which,  as  another 
triumph  for  Kingston,  is  now  open  to  the 
general  public. 

.  After  passing  Kingston  we  are  in  a  kind 
of  Dutch  country,  half  land  and  half  water, 
with  branches  of  the  Ri^er  Mole  threading 
their  way  among  thickets  and  shrubberies, 
and  with  boats  hanging  to  the  banks,  and 
riverside  cottages  showing  pleasantly  here 
and  there.  This  is  Ditton  Marsh,  and  the 
road  presently  quits  its  Ipvel  reaches  to 
mount  the  liill  towards  Esher.  It  is  a  i 
quiet  enough  road  in  a  general  way,  but  I 
now  and  then  you  may  find  it  swarming  | 
with  its  tens  of  thousands.  For  the  wooded 
knoll  which  forms  such  a  prominent  feature 
in  the  landscape,  and  which  has  all  the  ap- 
pearance of  some  ancient  tumulus,  marks 
the  site  of  Sandown  Park,  of  which  the 
velvet  lawns  and  close-cropped  turf  stretch 
below  one  of  the  most  splendid  amphi- 
theatres possible,  for  the  celebration  of  our 
great  national  sport. 

Esher  itself,  still  a  little  quaint  and 
countrified,  is  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  and 
looks  down  upon  E^her  Place,  where 
among  the  green  meadows 

embraced 
By  the  soft  windings  of  the  silent  Mole, 

Bishop  Waynfiete,  of  Winchester,  built  a 
palace,  in  which  Wolsey  took  refuge 
immediately  after  his  disgrace.    The  fine 
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gateway  of  brick^  beneath  which  the  great 
GarciiDal  passed  in  his  humility,  is  still  there; 
and  the  whole  was  for  sale  the  other  day, 
going  to  the  highest  bidder  at  the  mart, 
with  all  its  historical  associations  asa  part 
of  the  bargain. 

Pleasant  is  the  descent  from  Esher  by^a 
winding  road  that  leads  to  a  qaiet, 
shaded  under-world  of  grassy  glades  and 
noble  groups  of  trees  that  screen  from  view 
the  fine  mansion  of  Claremont^  with  its 
air  of  almost  melancholy  seclusion.  The 
house  may  have  been  gay  enough  for  its 
first  builder  and  tenant,  Sir  John  Vanbrugh, 
a  wit  and  writer  of  comedies  which  wer^ 
light  eno9gh,  if  his  buildings  were  heavy. 
But  Sir  Johui  if  he  laid  many  a  heavy 
load  on  mother  earth,  had  still  bis  notions 
of  grandeur  apdpiagnificence.  And'^Ciare- 
inont "  the  housQ  became  from  the  time  it 
was  purchased  by  Pelham  Lord  Clare, 
afterwards  Dake  of  Newcastle;  and  the 
mount  which  suggested  the  name,  crowned 
by  a.  fantastic  kmd  of  tower,  is  all  that  is 
left  of  the  house  <*that  Jack  built"  For 
Lord  Glive,  with  the  plunder  of  the  Lidies, 
bought  the  places  and  pulling  down  the 
house,  gave  his  architect  carte  blanche  to 
buOd  him  a  new  one  regardless  of  expense. 
That  architect  was  Capability  Brown,  so 
called  because  his  favourite  word  was  the 
"  capabilities  "  of  this  place  or  the  other, 
for  '^landskips,"  vistas,  liE^es,  temples,  and 
so  on,  Brown  being. more  of  a  landscape 
gardener  than  an  architect,  and  Claremont, 
it  is  said,  the  only  great  house  he  ever 
designed.  The  walls  wexe  built  of  a 
mighty  thickness,  as  the  rumour  in  the 
country  went  to  keep  out  his  satanic 
majesty,  who  might  be  expected  at  any 
time  to  claim  the  person  of  the  great 
Nabob.  After  Clive's  death,  the  house, 
in  the  nature  of  a  white  dephant,  was 
passed  from  one  to  another,  till  it  was 
purchased  for  the  Crown  as  a  residence  for 
the  Princess  Charlotte  and  her  young 
husband  Prince  Leopold.  The  sorrowful 
death  of  the  Princess  in  childbirth  has  left 
its  melancholy  mark  over  the  place,  and 
the  house  passed  a  twiMght  kind  of  exis- 
tence as  the  residence  ot  the  ex-KIng  of 
the  French  and  the  exiled  Orleans  family, 
and  even  now  as  the  home  of  a  widowed 
Princess  retains  son^ething  of  its  traditf  onal 
seclusion. 

Leaving  Claremont,  the  road  passes  over 
Esher  Common,  and  a  broken,  up  and 
down  country,  till  it  reaches  the  river 
level  again  at  Cobham  Street.  The 
**Street"  is  not  our  "Portsmouth  Street," 


but  refers  to  a  more  attcient  highway, 
running  from  east  to  west,  and  pointing 
in  the  direction  of  Chertsey  Abbey, 
The  modern  highway,  tddng  a  sudden 
turn  to  the  right,  foUows  the  andent  street 
to  the  bridge  over  the  Mole — a  very 
ancient  bridge  in  origin,  if  tradition  is  to 
be  credited,  although  the  existing  structure 
dates  only  from  the  eighteenth  century.  For 
the  bridge,  it  is  said,  was  first  built  by  good 
Queen  Maud,  wife  of  Henry  the  Filrst — our 
Saxon  Princess  of  the  Soyal  line  of  Gerdic 
— for  the  good  of  the  soul  of  one  of  her 
maidens  drowned  In  crossing  the  ford. 
The  bridge  is  at  the  foot  of  Pain's  Hill, 
a  seat  famous  for  its  elaborate  gardens, 
which  combine  all  the  artificial  beauties — 
lakes,  ruins,  gcottoes,> towers — so  mubh  in 
favour  in  a  former  age. 

From  this  point  we  may  make  acquaint- 
ance with  Surrey  commons  once.  Wfld 
enough,  but  now  being  gradually  tamed 
by  enterprising  builders  and  aggressive 
lords  of  manors,  ^  Ockham  Village  6omes 
next  with  its  fine  old  church,  and  an 
Italian  palace  close  by,  long  unfinished 
and  deserted,  the  history  of  which,  shcnrt 
as  It  is,  might  furnish  materials  for  a 
modern  romance. 

Now  we  are  at  Eipley,  a  quidt^  pleasant 
village,  with  a  green  >  of  quite  phenomenal 
extent;  a  quiet  village,  that  is,  for  five  days 
in  the  week,  but  for  the  other  two  the 
great  resort  of  London  cyclists,  who 
come  down  at  the  week  end  literally 
in  their  thousands.  They  bathe  in  the 
river ;  they  are  found  stretched  about  all 
the  pretty  nooks,  which  are  many,  in  the 
adjacent  country;  they  are  to  be  found 
criticising  the  ruins  of  Newark  Abbey  a  few 
miles  away,  set  among  a  perfect  network 
of  streams.  Old  churches,  too,  attract 
some,  and  there  are  cyclists'  Sundays  and 
church  parades  at  times,  and  cyclists  are 
invited  to  come  to  the  various  services 
''just  as  they  are,"  for  "go-to-meeting" 
suits  are  necessarily  absent  from  their 
equipment  Something  of  the  greatness 
of  Eipley  as  a  cyclists'  centre  may  be 
due  to  the  good  foundation  of  the  old 
Portsmouth  Eoad,  and  to  tiie  generally  easy 
gradients  of  the  run  from  London;  but 
the  chief  part  of  the  popularity  of  the 
village  is  due  to  the  excellent  catering  for 
the  material  wants  of  the  London  crowd; 

After  leaving  Eipley  the  road^  although 
pleasant  enough,  presente  nothing  remark- 
able, unless  you  may  catch  a  glimpse  across 
a^  bend  in  the  river  of  Sutten  Place,  a  fine 
sixteenth-century  mansion  in  beautifully 
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moulded  brickwork,  built  by  a  Sir  Thomas 
Weston,  father  of  the  unhappy  youth  who 
was  execated  for  his  connection  with  the 
scandals  anent  Anne  Boleyn.  But  the 
villas  of  Guildford  are  soon  in  evidence, 
and  the  steep  High  Street^  with  its  clock 
and  quaint  Guild  Hall ;  and  the  bridge  at 
the  bottom  over  the  Biver  Wey,  with  boats, 
and  willows,  and  breweries;  and  a  great 
watermill  above  bridge,  which  goes  grinding 
on  as  it  did  in  the  days  of  the  Conquest; 
and  beyond  a  glimpse  of  white  cliffs  and 
the  bluff  shoulder  of  down,  on  a  spur  of 
which  stands  the  square  Norman  keep  of 
GaUdford  Castle. 

A  Boyal  seat  once  upon  a  time,  and  then 
a  county  prison,  there  is —^except  for 
a  gateway  of  no  great  antiquity,  and  the 
shell  of  the  old  keep,  which  is  seventy 
feet  high  and  a  favourite  resort  of  crows 
and  jackdaws  —  nothing  to  show  for 
the  once  extensive  structure.  Bat  the 
caverns  are  there,  vast  excavations  in  the 
chalk  beneath,  of  unknown  origin  and 
antiquity. 

After  you. cross  the  Wey  there  is  a  dusty 
road  on  the  right  that  leads  Famhun  way, 
but  the.  old  track  may  be  found  which 
leads  along  a  delightful  grassy  ride,  with 
magnificent  views  all  round,  being  the 
very  ridge  of  the  Hog's  Back,  stretching 
for  miles  and  miles,  Hke  some  great  earth- 
work reared  by  giants.  Our  way  leads 
straight  on,  by  a  sweetly  pleasant  road, 
now  confessedly  the  Portsmouth  Bead,  and 
past  St.  Catherine's  Hill,  where  stands  a 
ruined  chapel  on  the  brow,  and  a^  delightful 
prospect  therefrom,  showing  the  windings 
of  the  river  and  the  rich  broken  hills,  with 
the  stern-looking  Norman  chapel  of  St. 
Martha  showing  against  the  sky.  The 
tradition  goes  that  each  of  these  chapels 
was  built  on  the  same  night,  the  saints 
whose  names  they  bear  taking  it  in  turns 
to  use  the  hammer,  which  they  threw  to 
each  other  across  the  valley,  a  distance  of 
two  or  three  miles.  On  the.  other  side  of 
the  road  rise  the  woods  of  Loseley,  and 
half  a  mile  or  so  distant  is  the  fine  old 
mannon,  once  the  seat  of  the  Mores,  and 
noted  for  a  great  find  of  historic  documents 
in  itB  long-closed  muniment  room,  a  collec- 
tion known  to  antiquaries  as  the  Loseley 
MSS. 

Now  we  are  at  Godalming,  pleasantest 
and  most  picturesque  of  little  towns, 
with  environs  that  are  almost  cloying 
in  their  richness  and  beauty.  But  the 
road  takes  a  prosaic  turn  and  we  lose 
sight  of   Godalming,  and    then    an  un- 


eventful level  a  few  miles  long  brings  us 
to  the  village  of  Witley,  which  may  be 
looked  upon  as  the  metropolis  of  the 
land  of  landscape  painters.  Here  the 
artists  have  set  up  t^eir  tents  in  every 
picturesque  nook;  chalets^  cottages,  'E\iz%' 
bethan  mansions,  substantial  enough,-  air 
ways  comfortable,  often  luxurious,  and 
sometimes  palatial,  but  all  evolved  frolu 
palette  and  easel.  You  can  hardly  take 
any  sunken  lane  where  the  hill  country 
breaks  away  into  the  wide  woodland  plain, 
bounded  by  visionary  hills  on  the  far 
horizon,  without  coming  across  sugges- 
tions of  this  favourite  paysagiste  and  the 
other;  the  very  dip  of  the  road  seems 
familiar,  and  recalls  Burlington  House  or 
the  Water-Colour  Exhibition. 

The  Portsmouth  Boad,  however,  does 
not  dip.  Those  who  first  made  the  track, 
whether  Britons,  Bomans,  or  Saxons,  knew 
better  than  to  descend  into  that  wild 
woodland  plain.  The  peofde  below,  per- 
haps, were  not  friendly  to  grangers,  and  a 
flight  of  arrows  or  onslaught  of  spears 
might  end  your  journey  unpleasantly ;  and 
this  danger  escaped,  there  was  almost  the 
certainty  of  being  quagged  in  ttie  tenacious 
mud.  Tids  latter  consideration  cMitinued 
effective  up  to  the  days  of  turnpike  acts 
and  toll-bars,  and  thus  the  Portsmouth 
Boad,  instead  of  turning  aside,  as  the  rail- 
way subsequently,  to  the  picturesque  little 
town  of  Haslemere,  keeps  on  its  way  over 
the  expanse  of  Thursley  Common,  and 
breasts  the  heights  which  rise  in  towering 
magnificence  in  front  of  us. 

At  Thursley  everybody  should  pay.  a 
visit  to  the  churchyard,  and  to  the  tomb 
of  the  unknown  sailor  who  was  murdered 
in  crossing  the  dark  brow  of  Hindhead. 
A  rude  but  spirited  bas-relief  on  an  upright 
stone^  representing  the  fatal  deed,  is  still 
in  a  fair  state  of  preservation,  with  its 
inscription,  *'  In  memory  of  a  generous  but 
unfortunate  sailor  who  was  barbarously 
murdered  on  Hindhead  on  September  24  oh, 
1786,  by  three  villains,  after  he  had  libe- 
rally treated  them  and  promised  them 
further  assistance  on  the  road  to  Ports- 
mouth.'' 

This  will  put  you  in  a  proper  frame  of 
mind  for  making  the  ascent  of  Hindhead, 
which,  dark  and  menacing,  rears  its 
bold  front  against  the  sky.  If  you 
approach  it  near  sunset  when  its  dark 
bulk  is  thrown  out  by  the  evening  glow, 
when  the  mist  begins  to  rise  in  the  tre- 
mendous hollow  known  as  the  Devil's 
Punch  Bowl,  while  the  road  shows  as  a 
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white  thread  winding  along  the  edge  of 
that  unholy  chaaniy  there  ii  something 
in  the  webdy  uneanny  aspect  of  the  scene 
to  give  a  del^htlol  thrill  and  cold  shiver. 
By-«nd-by  yon  stand  breathless  and  ex- 
haosted  at  the  very  summit,  nine  hundred 
odd  feet  in  one  steep  grade,  and  beneath 
the  granite  cross  erected  by  one  of  the 
Judges  of  the  land  to  the  memory  of  three 
poor  malefactors. 

A  wild  conntiy  it  Is  that  we  reach 
from  this  windy  height^  hill  piled  upon 
hill  in  a  way  to  astonish  those  who  tUnk 
we  hare  nothing  but  tame  pastoral  scenery 
in  these  southern  counties.  Over  there 
Frensham  Ponds  catch  the  sunset  glow, 
made  by  the  monks  of  Waverley  lang 
S5ne  for  fishy  purposes.  And  nearer, 
those  strange  conical  mamelons  called 
the  DevQ's  Jumps  add  to  the  weird- 
ness  of  Vbe  scene.  Some  years  ago  an 
astronomer  fixed  his  observatory  within 
one  of  these  famous  jumps,  a  wind-gauge 
revolved  there  noiselessly  night  and  day, 
and  all  kinds  of  apparatus,  costly  and 
recondite,  were  stored  in  that  solitary 
mound.  The  astronomer  is  dead,  and  his 
apparatus  scattered  to  the  four  winds,  and 
the  story  of  his  sojourn  in  the  wilderness, 
and  what  befel  him  there,  if  it  could  be 
told  here,  would  in  no  way  detract  from 
the  diablerie  that  seems  to  be  the  reigning 
influence  in  this  wild  scene. 

The  road  runs  on,  solitary  and  wild, 
till  Liphook  is  reached,  where  there  is  good 
accommodation  for  man  and  beast.  Mr. 
Pepys  visited  Liphook  before  our  time,  in 
fact  in  1668,  when  he  took  a  trip  Ports- 
mouth way  by  the  Councire  order  about 
Sir  Thomas  Allen's  going  to  Algier.  He 
got  to  Liphook'late  over  Hindhefui,  having 
an  old  man  as  guide  in  the  coach  with  him, 
''but  in  great  fear/'  and  no  wonder !  At 
Liphook,  however,  he  found  good  honest 
people,  and  a  good  supper,  and  so  to  bed. 
But  here  we  come  upon  the  railway  again, 
which  has  crept  round  by  Haslemere,  and 
few  people  now  make  use  of  the  road, 
which  keeps  to  the  crest  of  the  hills  with 
&iie  views  of  the  rich  Sussex  plain 
below. 

With  a  sharp  twist  and  turn  the  old 
Portsmouth  Koad,  half  •  a  -  dozen  miles 
further  on,  enters  the  good  old  town  of 
Peter&field.  A  very  ancient  borough  is 
Petersfield,  with  a  fine  market-place  dig- 
nified with  an  equestrian  statue  of  William 
the^  Third,  while  an  archway  under  some 
curious  old  bouses  with  round  windows, 
now  gay  with  flowers,  leads  directly  to  the 


church  porch.  The  church  is  large  and 
handsome,  much  restored,  but  still  with 
good  original  features,  and  its  proportions 
and  ornamentation  bespeak  a  former 
state  of  prosperity  and  wealth,  due  no 
doubt  to  an  early  share  in  the  cloth 
manufacture  of  the  west  of  England.  It 
holds  early  charters  from  &e  Earls  of 
Gloucester  and  from  King  John,  who 
acquired  through  his  wife  the  honours  and 
profits  of  that  Earldom.  But  that  early 
prosperity  declined,  and  the  town  was  little 
worth  till  the  Portismouth  Road,  and  the 
sailors  and  officers  passing  to  and  fro,  and 
the  stage-coaches,  machines,  and  waegonsi 
brought  the  place  into  a  different  kmd  of 
business.  Now  it  is  the  centre  of  a  fairly 
prosperous  dairy  and  grazing  country,  and 
there  are  hop  grounds  at  Buriton  to  vary 
the  agricultural  round. 

Bat  the  Portsmouth  Boad  seems  to  have 
a  street  to  itself  apart  from  the  general 
body  of  the  town,  and  here  the  old  inns 
are  clustered,  many  closed  and  divided 
into  rows  of  sufficiently  roomy  private 
houses,  and  the  "  Crown,"  once  gorgeous 
in  gildings  and  colours,  now  does  duty 
over  a  butcher's  shop.  But  the  "Dolphin  " 
survives,  and  you  can  fancy  you  see 
Admirals  and  Post-Captains  looking  over 
the  wire  blinds,  and  coaches  and  post- 
chaises  drawn  up  before  the  old-fashioned 
portico,  and  above  the  roofs  and  chimney- 
pots and  the  swinging  signs  you  can  see 
the  brown  flank  of  the  down  rising  against 
the  sky.  It  is  Butaer  Hill  that  is  before 
you,  where  the  chalk  downs  rise  in  a  long 
serried  range  that  cffers  fine  defensive 
positions  for  an  army  in  the  field. 

Pleasant  homely  cottages  with  gardens 
full  of  old-fashioned  flowers  border  the 
road  as  you  pass  out  of  Petersfield,  and  the 
quiet,  lonely  hills  close  in  upon  you  as  the 
road  sinks  gradually  into  a  bottom,  to  rise 
again  sharply  over  the  flank  of  Batser 
Hill.  But  the  road  is  not  altogether 
deserted.  Now  it  is  a  bronzed-looking 
fellow  who  is  limping  along — the  fireman 
of  some  trading  steamer,  who  is  tramping 
away  to  London,  hoping  to  get  another 
berth.  Again,  it  is  a  little  fan^y  of 
tramps,  a  woman  with  a  baby  slung  over 
her  shoulders  and  a  little  urchin  toiling 
by  her  side,  while  the  man  walks  sullenly 
on  in  front.  There  are  roadside  inns 
here  and  there,  relics  of  earlier  days,  of 
which  the  sign  of  the  ''Jolly  Sailor'' 
suggests  a  spectral  reminiscence.  These 
grassy  margins  where  the  hedge-bank 
throws  a  convenient  shade;  often  must 
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J<ick,  sober  perforcoi  and  his  prize- money 
all  spent,  have  stretched  his  wearied  limbs 
on  their  sward  as  he  tramped  back  to  his 
^ip  along  the  old  Portsmoath  Boad.  And 
all  these  sheltered  spots  are  marked  by  the 
fire  circles  of  the  wandering  tribes,  more 
nnmeron^  than  one  would  snspectj  which 
roam  about  our  highways.  Now  an  old 
fiybg-pan  meets  the  yjew,  now  an  old 
boot  or  tattered  waistcoat,  trifling  artichs 
of  baggage  abandoned  on  some  forced 
march. 

We  pass  through  the  fore&t  Of  B:9re 
without  knowing  that  it  is  a  forest  at  all, 
and  again  there  is  a  stiff  climb  up  the 
flank  of  the  Portsdown  Hilh.  Bat  once 
on  the  top  of  the  hill,  what  a  splendid  view 
meets  the  eye  1  Portsea  Castle  below,  and 
creeks  and  inlets  without  number,  the 
harbour  brimming  full  with  a  high  tide, 
despatoh-boats  and  torpedo-boats  bustling 
in  and  out,  the  forts  beyond,  and  the 
sparkling  sea,  and  the  great  warships 
^y^S  gv^y  ftt  anchor.  A  light  haza  of 
smoke  rises  from  the  clustered  roofi  of 
Portsmouth  Town;  the  floating  bridge 
is  crossing  from  Gosport  with  a  regiment 
of  soldiers  on  board,  giving  a  touch  of 
carmine  to  the  reflections  from  the  water. 
There  are  redcoats,  too,  marching  to  and 
fro  on  the  Comm(Hi,  and  the  faint  music 
of  a  military  band  is  wafted  from  below. 
It  is  Portsmouth  1  and  we  may  report 
Qureelves  as  having  *^  come  on  board." 

THE  TELAUTOGRAPH. 


.  To  telegraph  is,  of  course,  to  write  at  a 
distance,  if  we  take  the  literal  equivalent 
of  the  Greek  derivative ;  but  then,  writing 
in  this  connection  has  not  meant  caUgraphy. 
It  is  one  thing  to  transmit  signals  or  sym- 
bols which  convey  the  sense  of  words, 
phrases,  and  sentences,  to  a  distant  corre- 
spondent; it  is  quite  another  thing  to 
transmit  words  and  sentences  exactly  as 
they  may  be  indited. 

The  dot-and-dash  prbter  of  the  Morse 
alphabet  was  the  first,  or  abnost  the  first, 
recorder  in  concrete  of  an  electrically  im- 
pelled message.  The  type-writer  was 
simpiv  a  developement  by  which  the  Morse 
alphabet  was  translated  for  ordinary 
re«der&  But  although  receiving  instru- 
ments have  been  enabled  to  record  in 
writbg,  after  a  manner,  the  ^lessages  they 
received,  they  have  not  Reproduced  the 
actual  writing  of  the  sender.  And  it  is  to 
achieve  the  transmission  of  facsimiles  that 


telegraphists  and  scientists  have  been 
striving  for  a  generation.'  In  fact,  the 
great  dream  of  telegraphy  has  long  been  to 
be  literally  worthy  of  its  name. 

The  transmission  of  faciimiles  has  been 
done  more  often  than  may.  be  generally 
known.  A%  loug  as  fifty  years  ago  Alex- 
ander Baio,  of  Edinburgh,  constructed  an 
instrument  for  reproducing  by  electricity 
characters  printed  on  metal.  At  the 
sending  end  the  wires  were  passed  over 
the  metal  letters,  and  at  the  receiving  end 
the  wires  were  passed  over  chemically  pre- 
pared paper.  So  long  as  the  electric 
current  fl jwed  it  caused  a  decomposition — 
taking  the  form  of  blue  marks — in  the 
receiving  paper  corresponding  to  the  shape 
of  the  letters.  Bat  Biin  used  five  wires 
and  very  large  metal  letters,  like  a  bill- 
head, and  the  receiver  produced  rather  an 
outline  than  an  exact  counterpart  of  the 
word  in  the  sender. 

Some  years  later  than  Bain,  Oaselli,  the 
Florentine  Abb6,  produced  a  very  ingenious 
apparatus.  The  main  feature  of  it  was  a 
pendulum,  six  feet  long^  suspended  in  an 
iron  frame,  and  having  at  the  end  a 
''bob,"  or  ball  of  iron,  weighing  sixteen 
pounds.  On  each  side  of  the  ''  bob  "  was  an 
electro  magnet,  which  caused  the  pendulum 
to  oscillate,  and  in  oscillating  it  alternately 
opened  and  closed  a  battery,  which  was 
controlled  by  a  circuit-breaker  placed  over 
against  the  upper  part  of  the  frame.  On 
each  side  of  the  frame,  again,  was  a  covered 
iron  tablet — one  servbg  as  transmitter,  the 
other  as  receiver.  0/er  these  tablets  a 
pen  was  caused  to  pass,  receiving  its  motion 
by  means  of  rods  and  levers  from  the 
pendulum.  Each  tablet,  too,  had  a  me- 
chanical arrangement  giving  it  a  slow 
motion  at  right  angles  to  the  movement  of 
the  pen.  The  message  to  be  transmitted 
was  written  on  silver-paper  and  placed  on 
the  transmitting  tablet ;  a  sheet  of  chemi- 
cally prepared  paper  of  the  same  size  was 
placed  on  the  receiving  tablet  at  the  re-  . 
ceiving  station.  Then  the  pendulum  was 
set  in  motion  and  caused  a  corresponding 
movement  of  the  pens  at  both  stations — 
the  current  fljwing  or  stopping  as  the 
transmitting  pen  followed  the  characters 
on  the  silver-paper.  The  right -angle 
motion  of  the  tablets  secured  proper 
spacing. 

Gaselli's  invention  was  known  as  the 
copying  telegraph,  and  various  modifica- 
tions have  since  beeil  put  forward  under 
different  names,  and  with  more  or  less 
success,  working  on  the  same  lines.  But  the 
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reproduction  in  facBimile  by  a  copying 
telegraph  is  not  all  that  telegraphists  want. 
They  desiderate  a  system  whereby  cha- 
racters can  be  electrically  transmitted  and 
reproduced  simultaneously  with  the  writing 
by  the  sender.  That,  it  will  be  observed, 
is  a  very  di£ferent  tbing  from  what  Bain 
and  Caselli  succeeded  in  doing. 

The  telephone  enables  us  to  converse 
vi^^  voce  with  our  distant  friend,  even  if 
he  be  in  Paris  or  in  Belfast.  Why  should 
not  the  telautograph  enable  us  to  transmit 
to  him  instantaneously  the  writing  of  our 
hand — the  written  word  which  will  form 
permanent  evidence  of  our  mandate  or  our 
contract)  Besides,  while  the  telegraph 
can  only  be  operated  by  an  expert,  the  tele- 
phone is  often  provokingly  indistinct,  and 
at  the  moment  of  greatest  need  frequently 
refuses  to  be  intelligible.  How  many  an 
important  conversation  has  begun  in  wild. 
*'  Hullos "  and  ended  in  wilder  anathemas! 

The  first  telautograph — the  word  is  a 
vile  one,  but  we  know  of  no  other  to  apply, 
and  it  is  probably  not  worse  than  cable- 
gram— was  an  English  invention,  that  of 
Mr.  E.  A.  Cowper,  in  1876.  By  Oowper's 
system  the  pen  was  held  by  the  sender  as 
in  ordinary  writing,  and  he  wrote  on  strips 
of  paper  which  moved  slowly  to  the  left  as 
they  were  covered,  while,  simultaneously  at 
the  receiving  station,  a  pen  formed  charac- 
ters corresponding  to  the  writing.  At  the 
receiving  station  the  pen  was  supported  by 
a  rod  attached  to  an  armature  between  two 
electro-magnets,  upon  the  variation  in  the 
strength  of  which  depended  the  movement 
of  the  pen.  These  variations  were  so 
effected  as  to  give  to  the  receiving  pen  all 
the  movements  of  the  transmitting  pen. 
This  was  brought  about  by  each  of  the 
electro-magnets  being  placed  in  a  separate 
circuit,  and  the  variations  in  their  magnetic 
strength  were  influenced  by  variations  in 
the  strength  of  the  current  flowing  in  the 
circuits,  these  again  being  produced  by 
chaDges  in  the  electrical  resistance  of  the 
circuits — the  strength  of  a  current  varying 
in  proportion  with  the  resistance. 

Cowper's  telautograph,  so  far  as  we 
know,  was  never  brought  into  practical 
operation  as  a  business  enterprise,  but  upon 
it  was  based  the  apparatus  brought  out  by 
Mr.  J.  H.  Eobertson,  of  New  Yodc,  in  1884, 
which  embodied  several  improvements. 
Bobertson's  system,  again,  tras  improved 
upon  by  Mr.  H.  Etheridge,  of  Pittsburgh, 
under  whose  auspices  a  writing  telegraph 
was  some  years  ago  put  in  operation  both 
in  Pittsburgh  and  in  Kochester,  U.S.    By 


this  system  the  sender  had  to  write  on  a 
space  of  one  square  inch,  which  was  the 
limit  of  the  movement  of  the  receiving 
pen,  and  the  characters  had  to  be  written 
on  top  of  each  other. 

The  Etheridge-Eobertson  system,  how- 
ever, did  not  ''  catch  on,'*  chiefly  because 
it  required  a  very  considerable  amount  of 
skill  to  work  it.  No  ordinary  person 
could  transmit  intelligible  characters  by  it, 
and,  moreover,  it  was  found  inadaptable  to 
long  circuits. 

It  has  been  reserved  for  Mr.  EUsha 
Gray,  an  American  professor,  to  improve 
upon  the  inventions  of  his  predecessors — 
and  even  upon  his  own,  for  he  has  pro- 
duced a  succession  of  machines,  only  to  be 
discarded  in  favour  of  something  better — 
and  to  produce  a  really  practical  telauto- 
graph which  can  be  used  by  anybody  with 
a  reasonable  amount  of  intelligence.  Pro- 
fessor Gray  claims  to  have  produced  "a 
page-and-line  writing-telegraph  system,  in 
contradistinction  to  a  single-line  ox  strip- 
writing  system,  and  by  means  of  which 
any  one  who  can  handle  a  pen  or  pencil 
may  have  the  work  of  his  hand  electrically 
reproduced  at  a  distance  and  by  a  method 
not  materially  affected  by  ordinary  changes 
in  the  insulation  of  the  circuit." 

For  the  following  particulars  of  this 
interesting  invention  we  are  indebted  to  a 
technical  description — which  we  have  en- 
deavoured to  simplify — ^given  by  Mr. 
William  Maver  in  a  recent  American 
scientific  journal. 

Professor  Gray  is  the  author  of  the 
name  as  well  as  of  the  instrument,  and  the 
present  is  the  fourth  machine  he  has  con- 
structed in  his  efforts  to  solve  the  problem 
with  which  he  has  been  wrestling  for 
several  years.  As  now  perfected,  it  is  said, 
the  instrument  may  be  used  by  any  one  at 
first  sights  who  has  only  to  write  with  the 
sending  pencil  upon  a  space  five  inches 
wide  by  four  inches  long,  and  the  characters 
are  simultaneously  reproduced  in  ink  at 
the  receiving  station.  Drawingcr,  sketches, 
etc.,  can  be  transmitted  in  facsimile  as 
easily  and  accurately. 

The  sender  may  employ  an  ordinary 
lead  pencil,  near  the  point  of  which  two 
silk  cords  are  fastened,  and  then  conveyed, 
at  right  angles  to  each  other,  into  an  iron 
case.  Inside  the  case  each  cord  is  wound 
upon  a  small  drum,  mounted  upon  a 
vertical  shaft.  To  each  shaft  is  attached 
a  small  toothed  wheel,  which,  in  turning, 
causes  an  electrical  contact-point  to  oscil- 
late, so  as  to  send  alternate  "  pulsations  " 
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of  poaitive  and  negative  magnetic  quality 
through  the  two  wires  employed  for  the 
transmisdon  of  the  writing.  The  number 
of  pnliations  imparted  depends  on  the  rate 
at  which  the  toothed  wheels  are  caused  to 
Tevolyei  and  tMs,  again,  depends  on  the 
movement  of  the  pencil  held  by  the  sender. 
If  that  pencil  is  moved  one  inch  in  the 
direction  of  either  of  the  cords,  forty  of  the 
teeth  of  the  wheel  attached  to  it  will  pass 
a  given  point,  and  forty  "  polsations  "  will 
be  sent  over  the  wire. 

It  depends  on  the  direction  in  which 
the  pencil  is  moved,  whether  both  the 
toothed  wheels  are  rotated  simultaneously, 
or  whether  a  greater  or  lesser  number  of 
pulsations  are  passed  along  either  wire. 

The  movement  of  the  receiving  pen  is 
guided  by  the  rapidity  of  the  pulsations, 
and  upon  the  number  passing  over  the 
respective  wires,  for,  as  is  explained,  **  the 
telautograph  receiver  is  an  instrument 
operating  in  a  reverse  manner  to  that 
of  the  transmitter,  as  the  receiver  of 
the  telephone  acts  reversely  to  the 
transmitter/'  In  the  case  of  the  tele- 
phone, the  air-waves  set  in  motion  by  the 
voice  cause  the  diaphragm  of  the  trans- 
mitting instrument  to  send  corresponding 
electrical  waves  along  the  wire ;  and  these 
electricid  waves  in  turn  cause  vibrations  in 
the  diaphragm  of  the  receiving  instrument 
corresponding  in  quantity  to  those  at  the 
other  end,  and  these  vibrations  produce  the 
result  wliich  we  know  as  sound. 

In  a  somewhat  similar  way,  in  the  telauto- 
graph the  movement  of  the  sending  pencil 
sets  up  in  the  wires  pulsations  which  pass 
along  and  set  up  slinilar  pulsations  in  the 
receiving  instrument,  causing  the  receiving 
pen  to  move  precisely  similar  to  the  send- 
ing pen.  Unlike  the  telephone,  how- 
eveTi  the  amplitude  of  movement  of  the 
pens  at  each  end  is  exactly  equal,  the 
telephone  receiver  having  much  less  than 
that  of  the  transmitter. 

We  have  described  the  method  of 
despatch,  and  now  as  to  the  result  at  the 
receiving  station,  where  other  apparatus 
are  needed,  including  two  "polarised 
relays." 

Chie  relay  is  placed  in  each  of  the  wires, 
and  each  relay  controls  an  escapement 
connected  with  a  toothed  wheel  on  a 
vertical  shaft,  with  a  small  drum,  corre- 
spondfaigto  the  mechanism  at  the  other  end. 
Each  drum  has  attached  to  it,  by  cords,  an 
ahuniniunt  pen-arm,  and  theiie  pen-arms 
are  hinged  tc^ether  at  the  writing  point. 
A  small  rubber  tube  connecting  with  an 


ink-well  passes  through  one  of  the  pen- 
arms  (or  penholders)  to  the  writing  pen, 
which  is  really  a  small  glass  tube  fixed  at 
the  junction  of  the  aluminium  arms.  There 
are  arrangements  for  properly  controlling 
the  supply  of  ink,  and  as  the  pen  passes 
over  the  surface  of  the  paper  in  the 
receiver,  its  track  is  marked  in  ink.  The 
toothed  wheels  in  the  receiver  are  given  a 
slight  rotary  motion,  held  in  check  by  the 
escapements  which  are  governed  by  the 
polarised  relays,  which  in  turn  are  con- 
trolled by  the  toothed  wheels  of  the  trans- 
mitter. Therefore  the  movements  of  the 
transmitting  pencil  in  any  direction  must 
be  followed  by  the  receiving  pen. 

This  is  a  summary,  omitting  technicalities 
as  far  as  possible,  of  Mr.  Maver's  descrip- 
tion of  this  remarkable  new  instrument, 
which  appears  very  simple  when  vou  know 
all  about  it,  but  the  like  of  which  count- 
less telegraphists  have  striven  in  vabi  to 
produce* 

"A  notable  feature  of  the  telautograph," 
says  Mr.  Maver,  "  is  that  characters  of  any 
description,  including  plans,  sketches,  etc., 
in  addition  to  simple  writing,  may  be 
transmitted  by  means  of  it.  This  opens  a 
field  in  which  such  a  system  might  have  a 
monopoly — the  transmission  of  Chinese  and 
Japanese  writing.  Since  the  Chinese 
alphabet  consists  of  many  thousands  of 
characters,  it  would  be  impracticable  to 
employ  such  a  code  of  signals  as  those 
composing  the  Morse  alphabet  for  tele- 
graphing in  that  language.  There  might 
be  requ&ed  for  a  single  character,  perhaps, 
fifty  dots  and  as  many  dashes.  When  it  is 
now  desired  to  despatch  ^  message  in 
China  the  sender  imparts  in  Chinese  speech 
or  writing  the  substance  of  his  message  to 
the  telegraph  operator,  who  refers  to  a 
code-book  containing  Chinese  characters 
representing  the  phrases  most  current 
among  merchants,  and  transmits  in  English 
the  numbers  correspondingto  those  phrases, 
forwarding  the  numbers  to  the  proper 
station.  There  the  operator,  by  the  aid  of 
a  duplicate  code-book,  re-translates  the 
message  into  Chinese,  and  sends  it  to  the 
addressee — a  practice  certainly  not  con- 
ducive to  accuracy." 

But  of  what  use  will  the  telautograph  be 
to  ust  It  was  hardly  worth  while  to 
invent  a  telautograph  for  the  Chinese, 
especially  as  they  are  so  slow  to  take  up 
ordinary  telegraphy,  and  even  yet  have 
not  seriously  begun  to  look  at  railways. 

Well,  the  telautograph  may  have — 
like  a  British  colony — a  great  future  before 
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it.  To  give  precedence  to  the  Soverefgn — 
jaat  con8ideT  what  a  vast  eonvenience  the 
apparatas  may  be  in  the  machinery  of 
Government.  The  Qaeen's  eignatore  is 
constantly  being  needed  to  legalise  Acts  of 
Parliament,  to  fill  official  appoint (nent«, 
and  the  like.  Sometimes  when  an  emer- 
gency arise?,  public  business  may  be  de- 
layed for  two  or  three  days,  while  a 
mesEenger  races  up  to  Balmoral,  or  over 
to  the  Riviera,  to  obtain  the  indispensable 
sign-manual  of  the  Sovereign.  How  much 
simpler  it  would  be  if  the  Queen  always 
travelled  with  a  telautograph,  as  ^e\\  as 
with  a  telegraphist,  in  her  suite!  The 
Minister  in  Attendance  could  then  be 
warned  to  have  everything  in  readiness 
An  official  in  Dawning  Soreet  could  read 
over  the  State  paper  by  telephone  to  Her 
Majesty,  who  then,  by  the  telautograph, 
could  affix  her  signature  in  the  Premier's 
private  room  without  moving  out  of  her 
boudoir  on  Deeside  or  in  Florence. 
<  In  practical  business  the  telautograph 
should  be  of  great  utility,  for  althpugh  the 
telephone  has  done  much  to  facilitate 
commercial  operations,  few  business-men 
are  content  with  a  bargain  as  conducted 
through  that  instrument.  The  defect — 
perhaps  also  the  virtue,  when  we  come  to 
think  of  the  terrible  potentiality  of  the 
phonograph,  which  may  preserve  one's 
spoken  words  to  hurl  at  one's  devoted  head 
at  any  time — of  the  telephone  is  that  it 
leaves  no .  record.  ISow,'  by  the  telauto- 
graph any  number  of  contracts  may  be 
safely  signed,  sealed,  and-^no,  not  de- 
livered, but  registered  for  reference  and  as 
evidence. 

A  principal's  orders  to  his  subordinates 
can  no  longer  be  misunderstood — as  they 
so  frequenUy  are  when  bawled  over  the 
telephone  from  house  or  club  to  offivie — if 
they  are  transmitted  in  his  own  writing. 
Brokers  and  clients  need  no  longer  squab- 
ble over  quotations  and  orders,  when  the 
figures  can  be  telautographically  trans- 
mitted so  that  he  who  runs  may  read. 
The  much- needed  cheque  can  no  longer  be 
withheld  because  the  hand  that  alone  can 
sign  it  is  distant;  a  telautogram  will  settle 
the  matter  in  ten  seeon£.  Treaties  of 
peace  and  declarations  of  war  can  alike  ba 
ratified  and  advertised  by  this  new  process 
of  electric  communication. 

Bat,  more  than  this,  portraits  and 
sketches  can  be  flashed  from  hemisphere 
to  hemisphere  in  a  few  shakes  of  the  silken 
cords.  The  photograph  of  an  absconding 
company-swindler  can  be  flashed  to  South 


America  long  before  the  vessel  carrying 
him  has  crossed  the  Line.  The  counterfeit 
presentment  of  a  missing  heir  can  be 
''wired"  simultaneously  to  every  quarter 
of  the.  globe,  so  that  it  will  soon  be  im- 
possible to  lose  oneself.  The  next  war 
correspondents,  or  rather  the  correspon- 
dents in  the  next  war,  will  be  able  to  send 
plans  of  campaign  and  pictures  of  the 
battles  they  describe,  as  they  describe 
them. .  With  the  telautograph  in  full 
working  order  the  ".Daily  Illustrated  "  is 
the  newspaper  of  the  future. 

It  is  not  a  dream.  We  are  informed 
that,  in  the  United  States,  Ttliutograph 
Exchanges  are  already  being  established 
in  the  principal  cities,  and  that  the  cost 
of  the  service  will  be  lower  than  the 
average  telephone  charges. 

A  DAY  AS  A  HOP-PICKER. 


F£W  scenes  lend  themselves  so  readily 
to  the  attist  in  search  of  the  picturesque 
as  a  hop  garden  in  process  of  strippuig. 
It  is  so  notorious  that  most  of  us  are  prone 
to  forget  that  the  hop-picker's  life  is  far 
from  being  an  idyllic  one.  We  see  these 
lively  groups  prettily  framed  by  the  tall 
hop-vines,  with  their  green  and  gold,  and 
with,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  blue  sky  over 
all.  Even  rags  and  dirt  and  wrinkles  get 
more  or  less  sublimated  under. these  in- 
fluences. The  singing  of  the  girls  among 
the  pidcers,  and  l£e  antics  of  the  unem- 
ployed chQdren  as  they  race  about  amid 
the  vines  and  the  cradles,  or  roll  in  the 
stripped  refuse  of  the  hop-yard,  all  operate 
strongly  and  with  a  certain  illusiveness 
upon  the  imagination. 
<  There  is,  however,  of  course,  a  vigorous 
reverse  to  the  medal.  The  person  who 
doubts  it  may  be  recommended  to  try  the 
life  for  a  day  and  a  night.  He  must  not 
shirk  the  nfght.  There  will  be  every 
temptation  to  do  so  if  he  has  been  accus- 
tomed to  refinement  and  comfort,  even  in 
but  the  positive  degree.  Yet  it  is  jai|t 
these  hours  between  the  working  hours  of 
the  picker's  life  which  give  the  true  tone 
of  the  circumstances  of  this  motley  throng, 
gathered  here  in  the  country  for  two  or 
three  weeks  of  beautiful  September. 

When  I  mentioned  to  the  farmer  my 
desire  to  pick  hops  as  a  fellow  labourer 
with  the  accredited  hands,  and  to  herd 
with  the  others  for  the  livelong  day  and 
night,  he  smiled.  Yet  I  was  allowed  to 
have  my  own  way — ^up  to  midnight.    Then 
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I  yielded  to  his  arguments.  Tue  sight  of 
these  hundreds  of  men  and  women,  boys, 
girls,  and  children,  lying  together  in  the 
straw,  with  the  canvas  blankets  drawn 
half  oyer  their  bodies,  was  not  alluring. 
A  drunken  man  was  slobbering  in  his  sleep 
in  one  place ;  here  and  there  were  restless 
chilciren  tossing  to  and  fro;  the  women, 
dirty  and  bedraggled,  looked — poor  crea- 
tures!— quite  as  repellent  as  the  rest  of 
the  company.  They  had  the  barns  and 
other  outbuildings  for  their  bed-chambers. 
Three  of  these  let  immediately  upon  a 
great  cow-yard,  well  furnished  with  the 
asual  odoriferous  litter  of  such  places.  The 
pig-3tyes  were  bard  by.  It  was  by  no 
means  an  inviting  series  of  lodglog-houses. 
Still,  the  chief  deterrent  of  all  had  to  be 
mentioned  ere  I  was  persuaded  not  to 
crawl  into  their  midst  and  insinuate 
myself  among  them  as  a  bed-fellow.  As 
might  have  been  expected,  the  places 
teemed  with  vermin  of  two  or  three  kinds. 
Tae  vermin  frightened  me,  and  I  gave  way. 
Instead  of  the  stables  I  slept  in  the  haunted 
room  of  the  farmhouse,  in  an  old  oaken 
bedstead  with  a  pedigree  about  half  a 
millennium  long.  For  my  cowardice  I 
deserved  to  be  visited  by  the  family  ghost. 
Indeed,  I  lay  awake  for  hours  listening  to 
the  wailing  of  the  wind  and  the  striking  of 
the  various  clocks  of  the  house ;  and  so 
gave  the  ghost  every  chance.  But  it  did 
not  come,  and  when  I  went  downstairs  in 
the  morning,  I  had  to  plead  disbelief  in 
a  matter  about  which  incredulity  was  held 
to  be  almost  impertinent. 

Still,  up  to  a  certain  point,  I  played  the 
part  of  picker  fairly  well.  I  journeyed  to 
wy  friend's  farm  in  company  with  about 
fifty  other  pickers,  and  at  a  fare  and  a 
quarter  the  return  ticket.  Externally,  I 
don't  suppose  I  looked  different  from  the 
rest,  for  I  had  made  myself  up  as  a 
broken-down  tramp,  and,  to  befit  the  dis- 
gtdse,  had  not  shaved  for  three  days.  I 
did  not,  however,  deceive  them  all.  One 
old  woman  who  confessed  that  this  was 
her  thirtieth  season  as  a  picker,  put  me  to 
erosa-examination  with  great  success,  and 
forced  me  at  her  tongue's  point  to  cdnjsiliate 
her  with  some  tobacco,  which  she  straight- 
way put  in  her  clay  pipe  and  smoked 
wliile  waiting  for  the  train.  Later  I  fell 
in  rather  better  .with  the  humour  of  the 
men  pickers.  I  quite  agreed,  for  example, 
with  the  forcible  asseveration  of  a  brawny 
fellow,  that  it  was  a  mean  sort  of  labour 
for  an  able-bodied  person  of  the  male  sex. 
*'  It's  woman's  work  and  woman's  pay,"  he 


said.  When  he  addedj  with  some  acrimony, 
'^  Bat  what*s  a  chap  to  do  if  he  can-t  get 
anything  better)"  I^  too,  shrugged  my 
shoulders,  looked  discontented  to  the  core, 
and  growled  back  a  sturdy:  ''Ay,  what, 
indeed,  mate)  That's  whefre  the  shoe 
pinches,  I'll  be  banged  if  ft  ain't." 

The  porter  had  some  trouble  to  get  us 
all  into  the  special  carriag-^E — zi  the  oldest 
kind — set  aside  for  us.  He  used  strong 
language  aboub  us ;  and,  in  answer  to  the 
sympathetic  comment  of  a'  bystander  well- 
to-do  in  the  world,  volunteered  these 
further  words:  ''They're  brutds,  that's 
what  they  are.  I'd  rather  have  to  do 
with  pigs  than  with  them."  I  am  bound 
to  say  his  speech  irritated  me.  Bat 
though  I  gave  him  the  opportunity  I  could 
not  catch  his  eye;  nor  in  all  probability 
would  he:  have  been  withered  by  the 
expression  of  scom^  and  contempt  I  had 
summoned  up  for  the  purpose. 

We  were  not  a  miserable  community,  by 
any  means.    The  weather  was  fine  and 
bright,  and  the  beauty  of  the  heathery 
knolls,  and  the  green  dales  with  sparkling 
little  trout   brooks  in    their    midst  — as 
seen  from   the   train  —  was    balm   to    a 
depressed  spirit.      My  friends  wondered 
openly  whether  the  hops  were  fine  and 
large    this    year,    whether    the    farmer 
would  be  as  free  with  his  cider  as  he 
had  been  before,  and  much  more  to  the 
same  purpose.      About    one   thing  they 
were  very  positive :  they  would  not  pick 
more  than  six  bushels  for  a  shilling,  and 
if  the  hops  ran  small,  they  would  strike 
rather  than  pick  more  than  five.    I  asked 
a  pale,  dean-faced  young  woman  who  sat 
next  to  me  and,  made  use  of  my  knees  for 
sundry  of  her  bundles,  how  many  bushels 
a  fellow  might  expect  to  pick  in  a  day. 
When  I  rejoined   that  it  was  my  first 
experience,  she  said  I  should  do  well  to 
pick  eight  or  nine.     "And  they'll  crib 
you,  too,  master,"  she  added)  "  if  yon  let 
on  as  you're  new  at  it."    I  did  not  qu!te 
know  what  she  meant  by  that.    Bat  she 
soon  explained.     **  I've  seen  'em  crib  girls, 
and  toss  and  maul  'em  till  they  lost  their 
tempers  bad;  but  there's  some  as  they 
duratn't  touch."    Then  I  understood.    I 
decided,  therefore,  to.  become  ferocious  if 
need  were;  for  I  had  not  the  least  desire 
to  be  tossed   in    a   blanket  of    sacking 
at  my  time  of  life  by  such  very   rough 
executioners. 

At  our  destination  we  were  met  by  two 
portly  waggons  from  the  farm,  and  thus 
we  were  conveyed  to  the  hop-fields,  in 
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which  already  a  number  of  hands  were  at 
work.  The  sorroondings  were  extremely 
winsome.  The  farm  itself  occapied  land 
contlgaoas  to  the  Teme,  that  Camoos  jade- 
colonred  stream  of  grayling,  and  on  both 
banks  of  the  valley  the  hills  rose  high 
towards  the  clear  heavens,  with  a  line  of 
dark  green  woods  on  the  farther  side. 
My  friends  grew  animated.  They  insisted 
on  stopping  at  a  public-house  by  the  way, 
and  dirinking  a  good  deal  of  ale.  But 
there  were  some  of  us  in  such  a  state  of 
destitution  that  even  the  trifling  cost  of  a 
glass  of  country  beer  was  too  much  to  be 
incurred.  These  were  anxious  to  get  to 
work  without  delay.  Not  for  them  were 
the  provision  caxts  which  patrolled  up  and 
down  the  high-road  adjacent  to  the  fields 
being  picked.  Bread  and  bloaters  were  the 
viands  most  in  demand,  and  next  in  popu- 
larity was  cheap  bacon. 

We  were  soon  taken  in  hand  by  the 
farmer  and  his  adjutants.  The  good  gentle- 
man drew  me  aside  and  protested  that  I 
need  not  act  tiie  part  with  such  earnestness. 
But  when  I  persisted  I  was  mated  to  a 
couple  of  hearty  women  with  whom  I  was 
to  work  in  common.  They  did  not  seem 
to  fancy  me  as  a  companion  when  they  saw 
the  rate  at  which  I  picked.  But  I  touched 
their  womanly  hearts  by  hinting  at  a  recent 
illness  which  might  be  one  cause  of  my  nn- 
remunerative  tardiness.  And  later  in  the 
day,  I  entirely  won  their  good  opinion  by 
declinbg  to  take  my  share  of  the  money  for 
the  bushels  of  our  crib  at  twopence  the 
statute  bushel. 

As  I  have  said,  the  weather  was  fine. 
This  made  all  the  difference  for  us.  If 
it  bad  rained  cats  and  dogs,  still  we  should 
have  picked.  It  would  have  been  com- 
pletely miserable  to  stand  about  in  the  stiff 
soil  of  the  hop-yard — ^hops  are  a  very 
exhausting  crop — being  slowly  saturated 
to  the  bone.  But  there  would  have  been 
no  help  for  it. 

While  I  worked  I  looked  about  me, 
though  paying  due  attention  at  the  same 
time  to  the  incessant  chatter  of  my  two 
crib-mates.  It  was  pretty  to  see  the  small 
children  rolling  among  the  stripped  vines, 
or  playing  at  hide  and  seek,  up  and  down 
the  untouched  rows.  For  them,  at  any 
rate,  the  change  from  the  slums  of  a  town 
could  hardly  fail  to  be  beneficial  But 
their  brothers  and  sisters  a  year  or  two 
their  seniors  were  not  equally  fortunate. 
If  they  could  get  their  heads  over  the 
cradles  or  cribs  into  which  the  hop-grapes 
were  being  stripped,  they  were  impounded 


for  work — and  hard  work,  moreover — all 
through  the  day.  For  an  hour  or  two  they 
found  it  tolerable.  Then  they  showed 
signs  of  weariness,  and  late  in  the  after- 
noon it  was  pitiable  to  see  them,  crying 
and  drowsy,  and  constantly  wailing  to 
their  obdurate  parents  about  their  over- 
mastering fatigue. 

Throughout  the  hop-yard  there  was  far 
more  vivacity  among  the  women  pickers  than 
among  the  men.  My  two  friends  were  never 
at  a  loss  for  conversation.  One  of  them 
told  me  how  years  back  she  had  been 
wont  to  pick  by  candlelight,  with  the 
stumps  of  the  dips  fixed  in  the  sides  of  the 
crib,  and  how  thoowls  had  hooted  in  the 
adjacent  woods  ere  they  liad  got  through 
their  day's  work.  It  is  possible  in  those 
days  the  supply  of  labour  for  the  farmers 
was  at  hopping-time  often  much  less  than 
the  demand.  Hence  the  night  work.  The 
pickers  then  must  have  made  handsome 
earnings.  Even  as  it  was,  my  friend  con- 
fessed to  having  put  seventeen  bushels  to 
her  credit,  at  twopence  the  bushel,  the  day 
before  my  arrival.  As  country  pay  goes, 
this  is  not  amiss  for  a  woman's  wage. 

Perhaps  it  was  tUs  sense  of  their 
superiority  under  the  present  circum- 
stances that  made  the  women  so  decidedly 
self-assertive  in  the  hop-field.  As  a  rule, 
the  men  worked  silently  and  without 
enthusiasm.  But  the  girls  sang  and  chaffed 
the  farmer  and  his  regular  assistants,  and 
altogether  showed  that  they  were  contented 
with  their  surroundings.  And  if  now  and 
then  they  made  excited  forays  among  the 
little  children,  where  there  was  more  crying 
than  laughter  or  sleep,  their  hands  were 
not  as  hard  as  their  tongues.  It  was  cer- 
tainly enough  to  humiliate  a  man  to  realise 
that,  work  as  fast  as  he  eould,  his  earnings 
were  unlikely  to  reach  one  shilling  and 
ninepence  or  two  shillings  in  the  twelve 
hours.  And  so  they  did  not  seem  to  think 
so  well  of  things  in  general  as  the  women 
folk. 

Now  and  again  the  fanner  came  down 
upon  us  with  his  keen  eyes  and  ready 
speech.  "Pick  them  clean!  pick  them 
clean  1 "  he  cried,  and  was  greeted  by  a 
prompt  "Ay,  ay,  master,"  from  several 
cribs  at  once.  The  pickers  stood  in  no  awe 
of  him.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  For  instance,  a 
pale  slip  of  a  girl  on  one  occasion  called 
him  to  the  crib  at  which  she  and  her 
mother  were  working,  and  there  and  then 
gave  him  a  good  rating  for  setting  them  to 
work  near  a  row  the  hops  of  which  were 
only  half  as  big  as  most  of  the  others.   "  It 
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ain't  fair,  master,"  she  exclaimed,  and  "  No, 
it  bean't  fair,  for  sure,"  exclaimed  the  older 
woman.  There  was  certainly  much  sense 
in  the  plea  of  these  two  pickers.  I  had  not 
worked  for  an  hoar  ere  I  f oand  myself  in- 
stinctively rejecting  the  small  and  slightly 
mildewed  hops  for  the  vines  with  large  rast- 
Ung  grape  clusters  upon  them,  which  I 
oomd  strip  with  ease  by  a  brisk  movement 
of  forefinger  and  thumb.  The  farmer,  too, 
acknowledged  their  grievance,  for  he 
allowed  their  crib  to  be  moved  to  a  better 
part  in  the  yard,  and  set  a  trio  of  new- 
comers,  two  tramps  and  a  gipsy,  in  their 
place. 

Periodically,  too,  the  measurers  came 
by  with  their  helpers  carrying  bushel 
baskets  and  sacks.  These  men  had 
registers  in  which  they  recorded  the 
number  of  bushels  which  stood  to  the 
credit  of  the  cribs  individually.  They 
measured  the  grapes  from  the  full  cribs, 
pressing  them  tight  enough  to  cause  many 
a  groan  of  dissatisfaction,  objected  to  the 
number  of  leaves  left  with  the  hops,  and 
finally  passed  the  contents  of  the  cribs 
into  the  sacks,  which  were  briskly  thrown 
npon  the  waggon  near  at  hand,  and  with- 
out loss  of  time  carried  off  to  the  kilns. 

When  I  had  wotked  for  three  hours,  and 
begun  to  excite  the  admiration  of  my 
partners,  I  pleaded  momentary  fatigue, 
and  at  a  signal  from  the  farmer  went  up 
with  him  to  see  what  was  taking  place  in 
the  kilns.  Every  one  knows  the  singular 
eliimney  cowls  of  the  hop-faim.  These 
are  so  designed  that  while  letting  out  the 
vapour  from  the  drying  hops,  they  also 
keep  out  rain.  The  hops  are  shed  into 
the  upper  chamber  of  the  kiln  and  there 
stewed,  so  to  speak,  in  the  dry  heat  for 
ten  or  twelve  hours.  The  fires  below  are 
deseed  to  maintain  a  regular  tempera- 
ture of  about  a  hundred  degrees.  At  the 
end  of  the  twelve  hours  the  now  market- 
able hops  are  quickly  removed  and  pressed 
into  the  pockets  by  a  machine  -  worked 
piston.  That  done  and  the  pocket  stitched, 
the  hop  is  ready  for  the  buyer,  and  the 
sooner  he  buys  it  the  fresher  its  aroma  is 
likely  to  be,  and  therefore  the  more 
serviceable  it  is. 

For  its  simplicity  the  business  of  hop- 
growing  quite  takes  the  fancy.  Of  course, 
there  must  be  excellent  land  in  the  first 
place,  and  its  richness  must  be  maintained 
by  constant  manuring.  That  being 
granted,  and  a  capital  of  about  thirty 
pound  an  acre  being  presupposed  in  the 
grower,  with  ordinary  care  and  meteoro- 


logical civility,  the  farmer  ought  to  have 
a  substantial  sum  in  the  bank  after  his 
harvest.  The  processes  of  pruning  and 
banking  —  "  hilling/'  it  is  technically 
termed — the  plant?,  and  tying  them  to 
the  poles  or  yarn  up  which  they  are  to 
climb,  are  the  main  work  of  the  spring. 
Weeding  is  also  very  essential  Blight  and 
mould,  too,  have  to  be  fought ;  the  '*  aphis 
humuli"  being  a  very  serious  foe  to  the 
bine's  welfare,  and  mould  being  frequently 
altogether  destructive.  These  various 
labours  and  precautions  being  assumed, 
however,  hop -growing  is  remunerative. 
There  is  no  comparison  between  its  profits 
and  those  of  wheat-growing.  Though  as 
speculative  in  individual  seasons  as  an  in- 
vestment at  Monte  Carlo,  the  average 
comes  out  satisfactorily. 

From  the  kilns  my  friend  took  me  into 
the  dormitories  for  his  three  or  four 
hundred  hands.  They  did  not  charm  me. 
The  straw,  which  was  spread  over  the 
bricked  floor,  was  no  doubt  clean  a  week 
ago  when  the  hopping  began,  but  it  looked 
far  from  inviting  after  a  week's  use. 
There  were  some  invalids  to  be  seen.  A 
little  boy  was  discovered  sitting  on  the 
dung-heap  in  the  middle  of  the  yard 
nursing  a  sick  baby,  which  looked  as  if 
its  tenure  of  mortal  life  was  feeble. 
Another  boy  was  lying  on  the  straw  with 
a  broken  arm,  which  had  been  set  by  a 
medical  student  who  happened  to  be  stay- 
ing at  the  farm.  There  was  also  a  woman 
with  a  newly-born  child.  The  latter  had 
a  nook  quite  to  themselves,  and  mother 
and  child  seemed  to  be  doing  well  It  is 
no  uncommon  thing  for  cUldren  to  be 
bom  during  the  hop-picking,  and  though 
it  is  inconvenient  for  the  farmer,  or, 
rather,  the  farmer's  wife,  every  care  is 
taken  of  the  invalids. 

We  returned  to  the  hop-yard,  this  time 
accompanied  by  a  barrel  of  cider,  of  which 
the  pickers  took  full  advantage.  Certain 
rather  lazy  souls — men  and  women — who 
had  gone  into  the  high-road  to  smoke 
their  pipes  and  lounge,  returned  to  work 
when  they  smelt  the  cider.  To  my  palate 
it  was  rather  rough,  but  no  doubt  it  was 
the  better  for  being  so.  Some  of  the 
children  who  were  exceedingly  eager  to 
quench  their  thirst  with  the  fluid  made 
wry  faces  when  it  was  in  their  mouths. 
Certain-  of  the  men,  too,  did  not  conceal 
their  opinion  that  the  master  would  have 
done  a  deal  better  to  have  given  them 
some  harvest  ale  instead. 

For  the  remaining  hours  of  the  working 
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day  I  toiled  in  a  desaltory  manner,  going 
from  crib  to  crib  and  picking  where  I 
pleaaed.  Natorally  there  was  no  objection 
to  my  doing  so,  since  my  labours  profited 
— slightly — those  whovi  I  helped.  Batthere 
was  not  a  little  cariosity  aboat  me — my 
bittered  hat;  old  neckcloth;  short,  broken- 
kneed  trousers ;  and  large,  gaping  boots, 
somehow  appearing  inconsistent  with  my 
generosity  as  a  picker.  Thus  I  sav^  a  good 
deal  of  my  friends  the  hoppers.  There  is 
no  denying  they  were  an  extremely  rough 
lot.  Their  speech  was  about  as  bad  as  it 
could  be.  Ics  impropriety  was  illimitable: 
and  the  young  and  old  of  both  sexes  seemed 
alike  in  the  matter.  But  one  could  hardly 
presume  to  blame  them  for  a  defect  that 
was  no  doubt  inherited  and  largely  due  to 
their  circumstances.  One  thing  struck 
me ;  that  was  the  number  of  pretty  faces 
among  the  girl  workers.  S>me  of  them 
were  more  than  pretty.  But  they  spoiled 
all  when  they  opened  their  mouths.  To 
be  sure,  their  teeth  might  be  white  and 
even  enough ;  but  their  tongues  were  not. 
So  the  day  fell  to  evening.  The  sun 
set  beautifully  in  the  west  of  the  Teme 
Valley.  Even  in  the  gloaming  there  were 
workers;  but  by  eight  o'clock  the  hop- 
yards  were  deserted.  The  neighbourhood 
of  the  farm  was  now  like  a  camp.  Great 
was  the  demand  in  the  kitchen  for  warm 
water  for  tea-making.  On  all  sides  the 
pickers  were  washiQg  the  hop-oil  from 
their  fingers  and  preparing  for  the  even- 
ing meal.  At  ten  o'clock  their  groupings 
were  exceedingly  picturesque  under  the 
starlight,  with  the  play  of  the  bonfires 
upon  their  countenances.  Eleven  o'clock 
found  a  number  of  them  still  about.  Certain 
revellers  who  had  been  to  the  village  and 
its  public-house  returned  noisily,  and  cast 
themselves  upon  their  straw  beds  with  but 
scant  regard  for  their  neighbours.  Certain 
of  the  women  were  noisy  and  intractable. 
Bat  by  midnight  the  stables  were  fully 
tenanted,  our  last  patrol  showed  us  the 
pickers  fast  wrapped  in  the  sleep  they  had 
80  well  earned,  and  we  too  felt  that  we 
could  retire  with  a  fair  sense  of  irre- 
sponsibility. 


THE  WEALDEN  IRONWORKS. 

The  history  of  jtbe  ironworks  of  Kent  and 
Sussex,  their  origin,  growth,  and  decline,  is 
Weil  worthy  attention.  From  the  maps  of  the 
WtiiUden  district,  published  by  the  Gaologi- 
cal  Survey,  we  learn  that,  resting  on  rocks 


of  marine  origin,  is  an  extensive  series  of 
clays,  sands,  and  limestones,  twelve  hun- 
dred feet  thick,  deposited  in  what  is 
supposed  to  be  the  ancient  estuary  of  a 
river  which  drained  a  continent  now  sub- 
merged by  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  About 
the  middle  of  these  is  a  layer  of  what  has 
been  called  ^/.the  Wadhnrst  Clay,"  which 
furnished  two  belts  of  ironstone  from  one 
to  two  feet  thick.  .  In  these  broken  layers 
or  nodules,  embedded  in  clay,  were  found 
fragments  of  bone  or  wood,  and  masses  of 
shells,  supposed  to  belong  to  a  period 
before  the  earth  became  a  human  habitation. 
There  are  evidences  of  some  great  con- 
vulsion by  which  what  may  £sve  been 
regular  layers  have  been  broken  into  every 
conceivable  shape.  The  ironstone  is  now 
found  scattered  about  in  patches  throughout 
the  entire  Wealden  area,  from  Tonbridge 
to  Hastings,  and  from  Horsham  to 
Winchelsea. 

The  ironstone  must  have  been  worked 
at  a  very  early  date ;  at  least  before  the 
R^man  Conquest,  as  Csqibx  states  that  the 
Britons  of  the  maritime  parts  opposite 
Gaul  worked  the  iron ;  and  as  no  iron  lias 
been  found  along  the  east  coast  south  of 
Yorkshire,  the  reference  must  be  made  to 
the  Weald. 

In  very  many  parts  of  the  Weald  there 
are  numerous  circular  or  oval  depressions 
from  three  to  six  feet  wide,  which  are  the 
remains  of  the  old  shafts.  These  "  mine- 
pits,''  as  they  are  c^ed  by  the  country 
folk,  are  from  six  to  eight  feet  deep, 
having  been  so  far  filled  up  when  the 
ironstone  below  had  been  exhausted. 
These  pits  are  found  in  groups,  and  are 
generally  overgrown  with  trees,  as  the 
broken  character  of  .the  surface  has  pro- 
hibited cultivation.  The  plan  of  working 
seems  to  have  been — unlike  that  of  the 
Romans  in  the  Forest  of  Doan,  where,  the 
whole  region  being  hilly,  they  made 
tunnels  into  the  hills — to  sink  a  shaft 
down  to  the  ironstone,  get  out  as  much 
ore  as  possible,  then  fill  up  the  shaft  and 
sink  anotjier,  and  so  on. 

Other  traces  of  the  old  works  are  seen 
in  the  large  accumulations  of  scoriae,  now 
hidden  from  the  casual  observer  by  an 
overgrowth  of  ferns,  mosses,  and  other 
natural  products  of  the  soU.  Taese 
heaps  are  found  near  the  old  furnaces, 
and  in  the  embankments  of  the  old 
''hammer  ponds,"  stretching  across  the 
valleys,  and  damming  the  stream  until  it 
acquired  power  to  (uive  the  hammer  at 
the  forges. 
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If,  aooordiog  to  the  statement  of  Julias 
Cieaar,  the  ironstone  was  worked  hy  the 
ancient  Keltic  inhabitants  before  the 
Roman  invasion,  the  origin  of  these 
workings  .mast  date  before  the  Cbristian 
era,  little  if  any  less  than  tvrenty  centaries 
ago.  That  the  Romans  worked  the  iron  in 
the  Wealden  district  is  evidenced  by  the 
nameroos  remains  of  Roman  art  in  the 
cinder  -  heaps.  In  1844,  Samian  ware 
(oms  and  other  vessels  made  of  clay  in  the 
Island  of  Samos)  and  bronza  implements 
were  foond  in  a  mass  of  scorfss,  covering  an 
area  of  from  six  to  seven  acres,  in  the 
parish  of  Maresfield.  Among  other 
interesting  objects  were  coins  of  Nero 
(A.D.  64  and  68);  Vespasian  (69  and  79); 
Tetrica8(274);  Diocletian  (284-6).  Thas 
it  would  appear  that  the  workings  mast 
have  been  contbued  at  least  for  several 
generations.  And  it  would  have  been 
strange  if  the  enterprbing  people  who 
worked  the  tin  and  copper  mines  of 
Gomwall,  who  obtained  lead  and  z!nc  in 
Somerset,  who  extracted  gold  from  the 
quartz  rocks  of  Wales,  and  who  laid  the 
Forest  of  Dean  under  contribution  for  iron, 
should  have  neglected  the  extensive  re- 
sources of  the  Weald. 

In  all  probability  the  ironworks  of  the 
Weald  were  carried  on  until  the  time  of 
the  Saxon  invasion  in  the  fifth  century. 
Indeed,  the  Weald  itself  was  free  from  the 
incursions  of  the  Saxons  until  a.d.  477, 
twenty  years  after  the  kingdom  of  Kent 
was  founded ;  though,  no  doubt,  many 
of  the  Wealden  ironworkers  forsook 
their  forges  to  fight  against  the  common 
enemy. 

The  ruthless  destruction  by  the  Saxons 
of  everything  Roman  had  the  effect  of 
gradually  but  surely  putting  an  etid  to  the 
iron  trade  of  the  Weald,  and  until  a.d. 
1266  there  is  no  mention  of  ironworks  in 
the  Wealden  district.  In  that  year  Henry 
the  Third  granted  to  the  town  of  Lewes  a 
toll  of  one  penny  on  every  cart  laden  with 
iron  which  entered  the  town.  Subsequently 
many  curious  entries  may  be  found.  In 
A.D.  1300,  the  ironmongers  of  London 
complained  to  the  Lord  Mayor  that  the 
smiths  of  the  Weald  brought  in  irons  for 
wheels  that  were  shorter  than  they  ought 
to  be,  to  the  loss  of  the  whole  trade.  In 
connection  with  the  iU-fated  expedition  of 
Edward  the  Second  in  1321  against  Bruce  of 
Scotland,  three  thousand  horse-shoes  and 
twenty-nine  thousand  nails  were  provided 
by  Peter  de  Waltham,  Sheriff  of  Sarrey 
and  Sussex.    In  the  same  century  occarred 


the  first  recorded  use  of  iron  for  monu^ 
mental  purposes,  a  tombstone  being  set  up 
in  the  village  churchyard  of  Burwash, 
Sussex.  This  started  a  fashion  which  was 
much  followed  in  the  Weedd.  Andirons, 
still  to  be  seen  in  some  old  farmhouse 
kitchens,  and  even  parlours,  became  an 
article  of  Wealden  manufacture  in  the 
sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries. 

An  incidental  allusion  which  shows  the 
importance  of  the  iron  trade  in  the  Weald 
at  that  time,  may  be  found  in  "Foxe's 
Book  of  Martyrs."  Richard  Woodman  was 
one-  of  ten  men  and  women  burnt  for 
alleged  heresy  in  1557  at  Lewis.  Wood- 
man was  an  ironmaster  at  Warbleton. 
In  one  of  his  examinations  before  the 
Bishop  of  Winchester  he  says :  *'  Let  me 
go  home,  I  pray  you,  to  my  wife  and 
children,  to  see  them  kept,  and  other  poor 
folk  that  I  would  set  avrorke.  By  the 
help  of  God,  I  have  set  aworke  a  hundreth 
persons  ere  this  all  the  year  together." 

Aboutr  the  middle  of  the  sfxteenth 
century  another  branch  of  the  iron  trade 
sprang  up,  of  great  national  importance, 
namely,  the  casUng  of  cannon.  In  this  the 
ironmasters  of  the  Weald  stood  first  in  the 
kingdom.  The  first  cannon  cast  in  England 
was  made  at  Baxted,  a  village  two  miles 
from  Uckfield.  This  was  in  1543,  and  it 
has  been  considered  a  matter  of  such 
interest  that  the  names  of  the  ironmaster 
and  the  actual  founder  have  been  handed 
dovrn.  Ralph  Hogge  was  the  ironmaster, 
and  one  Saggett  was  the  founder,  and 
some  local  versifier  has  thus  commemorated 
the  names  of  the  manufacturers  and  the 
event : 

Master  Huggett  and  his  man  John, 
They  did  cast  the  first  cannon. 

The  first  mortar  was  also  made  in  the 
Weald,  at  Edridge  Oreen.  It  consisted  of 
small  bars  of  wrought  iron  bound  together 
by  hoops,  with  a  polygonous  chamber  of 
one  solid  piece.  In  a  few  years  there  was 
a  brisk  trade  in  heavy  ordnance,  and  a 
license  was  granted  by  the  Lord  High 
Admiral  in  1572,  permittbg  the  exporta- 
tion of  cannon.  This,  however,  was  revoked 
in  the  autumn  of  the  same  year.  Daring 
the  next  fifteen  years,  notwithstanding 
the  revocation  of  the  license,  the  exporta- 
tion of  cannon  continued,  when,  in  1587| 
the  Earl  of  Warvrick  made  an  agreement 
with  the  gun-founders  that  a  certain 
quantity  of  cannon  should  be  cast  every 
year  for  the  Government,  and  that  the 
work  should  be  distributed  equally  among 
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them ;  they,  on  theb  part,  and  staking  that 
no  ordnance  shoold  be  sold,  except  in 
London,  and  to  each  merchants  "as  my 
lord  or  his  deputy  should  name." 

There  is  little  doubt  that  many  a  shot 
fired  at  the  Spanish  ships  of  the  Armada 
was  from  guns  oast  in  the  Weald.  Indeed^ 
Drakei  Hawkins,  Bichard  Gtenville,  and 
other  British  captains  had  given  proof 
enough  to  the  Spaniards  of  the  quality  of 
£riti&  cannon  as  well  as  British  seamen. 
County  Gondomar,  therefore,  the  Spanish 
Ambassador  in  London,  begged  of  Jamea 
the  First  the  liberty  of  exporting  them. 
•  In  'the  seventeenth  ventury  the  trade 
readied  ita  most  prosperous  stage ;  and  bo 
important  were  ttie  ironworks  considered 
that  in  the  .Civil  War  all  the  works  be- 
longing to  the  Crown  or  to  Royalists  were 
destroyed. 

Pea<}e  restored,  the  Iron  trade  of  the 
Weald  still  flourished.  Not  oxdy^was  the 
manufacture  of  guns  carried  on,  but  other 
branohee  were  in  active  working:  church 
bells,  tombstones,  grates,, and  iron  rMlinga 
were  largely  produced.  The  balustrades 
now  standing  around  St.  Paul's  Cathedral 
wetre  made  at  the'  Lamberhurst  furnace. 
It  i8  said  tho  contractor  jruined  .himself, 
though  the  cost  of  the  balustrades  was  no 
lei»  than; eleven  thousand  two  hundred 
and  two  pounds,  a  sum  representing  four 
or  six  times  the  amount  in  these  days.  The 
trade  continued  to  flourish  up  to  the  end  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  and  even .  two 
or  three  decades  later  it  was  iconaiderBd 
the  chief  manufacturing  kuterast  of  the 
Weald. 

Bat  soon  a  difficulty  presented  itself  and 
made  its  force  seriously  known.  It  had 
been  foreseeja,  and  many  legal  enactments 
had  been  framed  to  prevent  or  provide 
against  ib.  This  was  no  other  than  the 
scarcity  of  fuel  for  smelting  the  iron.  As 
early  as  1543,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the 
Eigbth,a  law  was  passed  that  no  wood  should 
be  turned  into  pasture;  and  in  1581,  when 
Elizs^etb  was  on  the  throne,  in  consequence 
of  the  **  late  erection  of  sundry  iron  mills  in 
divers  places,"  and  the  destruction  of  timber 
thereupon  ensuing,  it  was  made  illegal  to 
convert  into  charcoal  any  wood  within 
twenty-two  miles  of  London,  or  near  any 
harbour  or  navigable  river.  The  destruc- 
tion of  the  forests  still  proceeded,  notwith- 
standing, so  that  another  Act  was  passed 
in  1585,  forbidding  the  erection  of  iron- 
works other  than  on  ancient  sites.  Twenty 
or  thirty  years  later^  when  the  large  con- 
sumption of  timber  still  went  on,  the  poet 


Drayton   bewailed    the    fact    in    quaint 


verse : 


?F1 


These  forests,  as  I  say,  the  daughters  of  the  Weal^ 
That  in  their  heavy  breasts  had  long  their  griea 

conoelJed, 
Foreseeing  their  decay  each  hour  so  fast  come  on 
Under  the  axe's  stroke,  fetched  many  a  grievous 

groan,  ♦ 

When  at  the  anviUs  weight  and  hammer's  dV9ad£«l 

sound, 
!Echoed  the  hollow  woods,  and  shook  the  queiachy 

ground.  .  -  ' 

The  growing  scarcity  o^  lai^^ timber  was 
again  and  a^dn  brought. nndw^the-  notice 
of  the  Government,  and^  laws  were  made 
to  restrain  its  lavish  nse,  but  to  little  puvr 
posa  At  length  what  Actsj  of  Pafliament 
c^uld  not  e£f^ct  was  gr^uaUy  accon^lishecl 
by  anothi;$r-Iaw  which  could  not^be  brokeiu 
The  large  timoer-trees  had'  disajxpeaced 
by  degrees,  and  the  growing  scarcity « of 
wood  raised  the  price  of  charcoal  so-«oib* 
siderably  that  the  ironworks  were  na 
longer  a  paying  concern.  :Some  of>'the 
masters  dosed  their  works,  others  migrated 
to  South  Wales,  where  ooal  was  i^bundant^ 
and  laid  the  foundation'  in  Aberdare^an^ 
Merthyr  Tydvil  of  the  vast  industry  which 
employs  its  tens  of  .^thousands  of  bui^'' 
workers  and  ships  its  produce  to  all  parts 
of  the  worlds 

The  decline  of  the  iron  trade  in  the 
Weald  went  forward  until,  in  1710,  thei 
furnaces  were  reduced  to  ten,  in  1788  to 
two,  and  in  1796  to  one,  which  was  at 
Ashbumham,  in  Sussex,  near  Battle.  In 
the  last-named  year  the  Ashburnham  forge 
furnished  a  hundred  and  seventy-three  tons 
of  iron;  and  in  1825  that  also  became 
silent,  and  the  iron  mines  of  the  Weald, 
first  worked  by  the  Kelts  at  least  eighteen 
centuries  before,  were  fintally  abandoned. 
The  black  forges  crumbled  away,  and  the 
heaps  of  refuse  have  long  since  been  taken 
possession  of  by  green  moss  and  rank  gi^assj 
with  a  growth  of  blackthorn,  haaiel, ,  ash,  • 
and  alder.  Some  of  the  old  furnace  ponds 
still  remain,  as  at  Horsmonden,  and  the 
site  of  others  is  traceable  by  the  mounda 
of  earth  running  across  the  valley.  The 
names  of  certain  places,  too,  are  a  kiiid  ot 
epitaph  over  the  grave-  of  this  d^arted 
industry,  which  willprobably  never  know  a 
resurrection.  Bat  there  are  prophets  who 
predict  another  futura  .     . 

The  discovery  of  iron  ore  near  the  coaJ- . 
fields  of  South  Wales,  in  Staffordshire, 
Shropshire,,  and  Yorkshire,  did  muchi  to 
divert  the  iron  trade  to  those  districts,  but 
the  discovery  of  coal  in  Kent,  if  it  can  be 
profitably  worked,  may  in  time  bring  back 
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gome  of  the  iron  trade  to  the  Weald;  for 
the  iron  is  there,  as  the  deposits  in  count- 
less xtmlets  by  the  roadside  and  elsewhere 
abundantly  testify. 


HONOURABLE  INTENTIONS. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

His  name  was  Jim  Hitchens,  and  -  he 
was  a  carpenter  *'  to  his  trade."  Her  name 
was  'Melia,andshewas  old  Binks's  danghter, 
and  the  neat  little  brass  plate  affixed  to 
the' door  6f  her  modest  abode  bore  the 
insetiptum,  "Miss  Sinks,  dressmaker/'  a 
fact  ifhich  was  farther  insisted  npon  by 
the  eshtbition  of  a  fly-spotted  fashion- 
plate  of  the  season  before  last  in  the  top 
left-himd  pane  of  the  window  belonging  to 
the  best  parlour. 

Had  yon  pnrsned  yonr  enquiries  among 
the  lady's  namerons  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances yon  would,  moreover,  have  had  it 
impressed  npon  you  that  Miss  Sinks  was 
a  yery  genteel  young  woman,  and  that, 
in  aspiring  to  keep  company  with  her,  Jim 
Hitofaens  was  considered  to  be  decidedly 
"bettering"  himself.  Keeping  company 
bein^  it  should  be  observed,  a  sort  of  in- 
termediary process,  something  between  mare 
ordinary  acquaintanceship  and  that  more 
definite  and  satisfactory  condition  which  is 
assumed  only  on  being  actually  invited  to 
"  namd  the  day."  So  long  as  you  are  only 
''keepfag  company,"  it  is  always  possible 
and  eten  allowable  for  the  chief  contracting 
party  to  execute  a  retrograde  motion,  under 
the  eiscuse  that  his  attentions  being,  after 
all,  okily  such  as  might  be  classed  under  the 
head  of  general  investigations,  the  result 
of  wUch  not  being  entirely  satisfactory,  he 
has  decided  to  try  elsewhere. 

Consequently,  when  I  repeat  that  Jim 
Hitctiens  and  Miss  Sinks  were  keeping 
company,  I  do  not  wish  to  imply  that  they 
were  by  any  means  arrived  at  that  blissful 
condition  which,  in  a  higher  walk  of  life, 
is  known  as  "  being  engaged." 

Oh  dear,  no  1  Matters  were  not  nearly  so 
far  advanced  as  that,  though  it  was  possi- 
ble that,  with  time  and  care,  they  might 
reach  such  a  point.  For  matrimony  is  not 
a  reshit  that  is  best  attained  by  hurry  and 
flurry,  and,  after  all,  at  the  period  to  which  I 
refer  Jim  Hitchens  had  not  been  keeping 
company  with  Miss  Sinks  for  more  than 
fifteen  years  at  a  stretch,  and  those  people 
who  insisted  on  reckoning  the  time  as 
twenty-five  did  not  really  know  the  ins  and 
outs  of  the  affair  half  so  well  as  they  pre- 


tended ;  the '  additional  ten  years  which 
they  thus  indiscriminately  tacked  on  to  tiie 
period  of  probation  ha^ng  merely  been 
passed  in  a  species  of  light  skirmishing,  and 
entirely  without  prejudice. 

Still,  the  decade  thus  occupied  was  not 
thrown  away',  inasmuch  as  during  that  time 
Jim  Hitchens's  ideas  on  the  subject  of 
keeping  company  had  opportunity  to 
crystallise,  and  his  attentions  towards  Miss 
Sinks  became  do  marked  during  the  next 
five  or  six  years  that  people  began  to  talk, 
and  it  became  a  matter  of  history  that 
"Jim  'Itchens,  he  were  keepin'  eomp'ny 
along  o'  Miss  Bmks,  that  he  were."  Some 
folks,  desirous  of  earning  a  reputation  for 
preternatural  acuteness,  even  venturing  so 
far  as  to  make  tiie  assertion  that  *-Hhey 
had  seedit  comin\" 

However,  there  was  no  cause  for  undue 
haste,  the  affair  being  still  cmly  in  its  infancy^ 
though  Miss  Sinks  hdrself,  even  as  far 
back  as  that^  had  been  younger,  and  Jim 
Hitchens  bad  a  bald  pateh  on  his  crown 
which  naturally  would  not  decrease  with 
the  progress  of  time. 

And  so  they  kept  company. 

Every  Sunday  afternoon,  at  half-pasi 
three,  Jim,  in  all  the  unaccustomed  glory 
of  a  clean  shave  and  his  Sunday  suit — you 
could  tell  his  Sunday  suit  at  the  end  of 
the  street  by  lAie  creases  in  it — called  for* 
Miss  Bihks,  and  they  made  a  solemn  pro- 
gress 'Slown  street" or  ''up  street, "as  inclina- 
tion or  the  force  of  circumstances  directed. 

There  was  not  a  great  deal  of  conversa- 
tion indulged  in,  because  in  order  to 
converse  brilliantly  it  is,  if  not  necessary, 
at  least  advisable  to  have  some  topic  on 
which  to  express  opinions;  consequently, 
as  Miss  Sinks  had  no  opinions  outside  her 
own  business,  and  always  talked  most 
freely  with  a  row  of  pins  between  her  teeth, 
and  Jim  Hitchens  was  equally  circum- 
scribed in  his  ideas,  not  many  words 
passed  between  them  on  these  occasions; 
Indeed,  they  were  mostly  occupied  in 
exchanging  polite  salutations  with  their 
mutual  acquaintances,  such  as  : 

«  Axternoon,  Miss  Sinks !  Arternoon, 
Mr.  'Itchens  1  Seasonable  weather  for  the 
time  o',  year  1  Crops  is  lookin'  fairish,''  and 
the  like. 

The  walk  over,  Jim  Hitchens  escorted 
Miss  Sinks  back  to  her  own  door,  where 
the  same  little  ceremony  was  invariably 
observed. 

Just  as  the  gentleman  was  on  the  point 
of  taking  his  departure,  the  lady  would  be 
apparently  struck  by  an  original  idea. 
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"I  B'pose  you  wouldn't  come  in  and 
take  a  cap  o'  tea  along  of  father  and 
me!"  she  would  enquire,  with  modeet 
diffidence. 

This  unexpected  invitation,  though  re- 
peated Sunday  after  Sunday  as  the  years 
rolled  by,  never  failed  to  take  Mr.  Hitchens 
entirely  by  surprise. 

"Well,"  rubbing  his  left  whieker,  "I 
dunno ;  but  o'  course,  if  you  puts  it  that 
way.  Miss  Sinks,  why *' 

Then  she  would  open  the  door,  and  he 
would  follow  her  meekly  into  a  little  room 
where  a  little  old  man  would  be  dozing 
peacefully  in  an  elbow- ohidr  with'  a  blue 
cotton  handkerchief,  spotted  with  white, 
over  his  head,  whQe  a  big  black  kettle 
would  be  having  an  argument  with  the 
clock  in  the  comer  as  to  whether  it  Was 
not  time  to  get  tea. 

<'  Tick-tick-tick,"  went  the  clock,  in  its 
old  dark  wooden  case,  "  I'm  five  minutes 
to  five,  and  I'm  not  going  to  hurry  for 
anybody." 

''  Paff-piiff,"  from  the  kettle.  "  Do  you 
suppose  I  don't  know  the  proper  time  for 
tea  after  all  these  years,  and  I  tell  you 
you're  slow,  slow,  slow." 

Then  the  kettle  would  catch  sight  of 
the  couple  who  were  keeping  company, 
and  give  a  loud  chucUe,  and  boil  over  for 
the  sake  of  having  the  last  word. 

Miss  Binks  would  te^e  off  the  kettle, 
and  then,  turning  to  the  little  old  man, 
bend  down  and  shout  in  his  ear : 

"  Fd-ather  1  Here's  Mr.  'Itchens  come 
to  take  tea  along  of  you." 

Whereupon  her  little  old  parent  would 
whisk  the  blue  cotton  handkerchief  off  his 
head,  and  betray  vast  astonishment  at  the 
sight  of  the  visitor. 

"Lor',  ijtow,  to  think  o'  that — Mis-ter 
'Itchens  1  Well,  bless  me,  this  is  a 
surprise ! " 

After  tea,  Jim  invariably  escorted  Miss 
Btnks  to  chapel,  and  sat  beside  her  in  the 
gallery.  His  words  on  parting  from  her  at 
the  door — for  matters  were  not  advanced 
to  that  state  that  he  coiUd  expect  to  be 
asked  to^  supper,  supper  being  a  more 
confidential  and  compromising  meal  than 
tea — would  generally  be  something  in  this 
style : 

"  I  dunno',  Miss  Bfaiks,  whether  you'd 
be  thinkin'  o'  takin'  a  walk  next  Sunday  if 
the  weather  'olds  up  t " 
^  Here  he  would  take  a  step  b^ck  Ai^d 
give  a  comprehensive  glance  at  the  sky. 

"I  shouldn't  be  s'prised  myself  if  we 
was  to  have  rain  'twixt  now  and  then. 


Bat  if  not,  e'pose  we  was  to  say  'bout 
three  or  ha'-past ! " 

To  wUch  Miss  Binks  would  reply  with 
maidenly  hesitation : 

^J.LWeU,  L'-ardly  know  what  to  say  about 
it,  Mr.  'Itchens.  Tou  see  it  depends  upon 
father,  he's  gettiu'  on  and — well,  if  you 
care  to  walk  down  this  way  it  don't  take 
me  long  to  put  on  my  bonnet— — " 

By  this  and  the  foregoing  examples 
it  wiU  be  seen  that  the  interesting  pair 
had  not  yet  arrived  at  that  degree  of 
intimacy  as  would  warrant  the  use  of 
Christian  names.  It  was  possible  that  Jim 
occasionally  mused  upon  a  future  when 
the  unbending  laws  of  local  etiquette 
would  allow  him  to  salute  Miss  Binks  as 
'"Melia,"  but  that  time  was  not  yet 
While  to  Miss  Binks  hersdf  the  idea  of 
addressing  her  ascribed  swain  to  his  face 
as  '*  Jim/'  until  the  day  had  been  actually 
fixed  beyond  recall,  would  have  savoured 
of  rank  impropriety.  And  so  the  years 
went  by — two,  four,  six,  ten,  twelve — 
and  affairs  still  remained  in.  statu  qua 
Miss  Binks  continued  to  proffer  her  weekly 
invitation,  which  Jim  Hitchens  always 
accepted  with  the  same  appearance  of 
hesitancy,  and  so  made  a  third  at  the 
Sunday  tea  table  to  old  Binks's  invariably 
expressed  surprise,  while  the  clock  ticked 
away  and  the  kettle  boiled  over  with 
unfaUing  regularity. 

After  a  while,  however,  even  the  two 
last,  though  their  mechanism  and  con- 
struction was  less  susceptible  to  outward 
influences  than  that  of  mere  human  nature, 
became  conscious  of  the  passage  of  time. 
The  dock,  for  instance,  knew  that  he 
wheezedmorethanever,and  that  his  striking 
apparatus  was  no  longer  to  be  thoroughly 
depended  on;  and  even  the  kettle  was 
aware  that  there  was  something  wrong 
with  his  spout,  and  a  new  lid  would  be  an 
absolute  necessity  before  long  if  he  wished 
to  keep  up  his  position. 

"  Tick,  tick,"  went  the  clock  one  day ; 
"I've  lost  three  minutes  and  a  half  since 
dinner,  and  it  doesn't  do  to  depend  on  me 
too  much  if  you  want  to;  catch  a  train  or 
be  in  time  for  chapel.  No,  I'm  not  the 
clock  I  was  in  'Melia's  grandfather^s  time, 
and  it's  no  use  pretending  that  I  am.** 

"Puff,  puff,"  from  the  kettle.  "I 
don't  know  whether  you've  noticed  how 
the  coals  keep  spluttering  ?  The  fact  is — 
though  this  is  in  confidence— that  I  leak 
jast  a  little,  and  it  strikes  me  very  forcibly 
that  before  long  I  shall  want  a  new  bottom, 
to  say  nothing  of  other  minor  repairs." 
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"  If  that  18  the  casa  with  as,"  ticked  the 
dock,  ''whatmuBt  it  be  with  those  poor 
ereatnres  who  depend  upon  us  for  so  much  9 
D'yoa  know  it  bas  strack  me  for  some 
time  past  that  'Melia  " — ^yes,  he  called  her 
'Melia,  bat  then  he  had  known  her  longer 
than  Jim  Hitchens — "  isn't  the  girl  she  ased 
to  be.  I  remember  the  time  when  I 
looked  npon  her  as  a  boancer — oh,  yes, 
decidedly  as  a  boancer,  bat  she  don't  seem 
to  have  mach  boance  left  in  her  now." 

''  And  then  there's  Jim  Hitchens,"  pa£fed 
the  kettle — ^you  see  he  also  called  him  by 
his  Ghristian  name  in  the  most  familiar 
manner  possible — ''have  yoa  obseryed  the 
bald  spot  on  the  top  of  his  head  %  When 
he  first  took  to  coming  yoa  hardly  noticed 
It  anlesB  yon  stood  on  the  hob.  Bat  now 
it  has  got  bigger  and  bigger  antil,  if  it 
goes  *  on  growing  much  more,  he  won't  be 
able  to  cover  it  with  his  hat." 

''Ah,  well,"  wheezed  the  clock,  *<I  sap- 
pose  he's  wearing  oat  like  the  rest  of  us. 
We're  all  growing  old  together — and  yet, 
after  all,  'Melia  can't  be  any  age.  What's 
forty -eight  or  fifty  when  you  come  to  think 
of  it  %  What's  Sinks  himself  bat  a  mere 
boy  compared  with  me  t " 

Speaking  of  old  Sinks  reminds  one  that 
if  he  was  "old  Sinks"  at  the  commencement 
of  the  story,  he  was  natarally  still  older 
Sinks  by  ttiis  time,  thoagh  he  merely 
seemed  to  betray  his  advancement  by 
becoming  smaller  and  more  shrivelled — 
like  a  well-seasoned  pippin  that  was  soand 
at  the  core  in  spite  of  its  oorragated 
rind. 

One  day,  however,  a  year  or  two  after 
the  conversation  just  recorded  had  taken 
place,  old  Sinks  woke  np  from  his  after- 
noon nap,  and  drawing  aside  the  blue 
veil  of  mystery  in  which  he  was  wont  to 
enshroad  his  wrinkled  countenance  daring 
these  periods  of  somnolency,  made  the 
following  remarkable  assertion  : 

''  'MeSa^  my  gal,"  regarding  his  daughter, 
as  she  bronght  all  the  resources  of  her  art 
to  bear  upon  a  dress  she  was  turning  for 
the  butcher's  wife  at  the  corner,  '*  'Melia, 
>i^7  gftl*"  be  .piped,  like  an  ancient  bullfinch, 
*'  you're  a-gettin'  on,  ain't  you ! " 

Miss  Sinks,  with  her  mind  engrossed  by 
the  subject  of  box  pleats,  to  say  nothing  of 
having  made  a  temporary  pincushion  of 
her  mouth,  refused,  under  these  circum- 
stances, to  commit'  herself  to  anything 
beyond  a  monosyllabic  grunt. 

Sat  old  Sinks  had  not  done  yet,  for, 
after  andnute  or  two,  he  suddenly  remarked : 

'*That  young  man  o'  youm,  'Melia,  he's 


been  comin'  'ere  gettin'  on  fur  some  time 
now!" 

Again  Miss  Sinks  assented  or  dissented, 
for  the  sound  was  non-committal,  and 
wondered  what  ''father "was  driving  at; 
a  question  which  he  himsdf;  at  once 
proceeded  to  answer  for  her. 

'*  I  s'pose,  'Mdlift,  he  ain't  begun  to  say 
nothin'  to  you  'bout  'is  hintentions  yet 
awhUe  % " 

"No,"  snapped  Miss  Sinks,  taking  a 
row  or  two  of  pins  out  of  her  mouth  and 
stabbing  a  refractory  box  pleat  in  its  mo£t 
vulnerable  part^  "not  yet,  he  ain't." 

There  was  silence,  during  which  the 
kettle,  in  great  excitement,  broke  into  a 
gallop. 

"Tears  to  me,  'Melia,"  continued  her 
parent,  who  had  apparently  been  thinking 
hard  before  he  again  spoke,  <'  that  it's  time 
as  somethin'  were  said  by  one  or  t'other. 
I  courted  your  mother  fowerteen  year  and 
three  month,  and  thoagh  I  don't  go  so  far 
as  to  say  I  'olds.wi'  short  courtships  as  a 
rule,  /itill  I  niver  'ad  no  reason  to  repen^-', 
though  they  do  say,  marry  in  'aste  and 
repent  at  lee  shure.  .P'raps  you'd  like  me 
to  speak  to  Jim,  friendly  like,  and  put  it 
to  'im  %  Not  as  ther's  no  need  far  'urry, 
but  somethin'  might  be  sc^id  def'nit'  as  to 
the  year  arter  next,  or  if  that  were  con- 
sidered too  soon,  the  one  arter  that,  fur 
though  I  doesn't  'old  wi'  'urryin'  things  on, 
neither,  'Melia,  my  gal,  does  I  'old  wi' 
shiUyshallyin'." 

■  Here  the  clock,  began  to  strike  four,  but, 
seeing  that  it  still  wanted  ten  minutes  to 
the  hour,  thought  better  of  it. 
,  Miss  Sinks,  before  replying  to  her 
parent's  proposition,  bit  off  a  thread,  and 
s'eemed  to  be  turning  the  matter  over  in 
her  mind  and  weighing  its  pros, and  cons. 
Then,  with  merely  some  half-dozen  pins  in 
her  mouth,  she  . "  up "  and  spoke,  and 
her  words  were  the  words  of  wisdom. 

"  Well,  father,  I  won't  go  for  to  deny  as 
I  'aven't  thought  as  Jim  'Itchens  were  a 
bit  over  back'ard  in  comin'  f orrard,  and  I 
know  tjie  neighbours  do  talk,  so  p'raps  if 
you  could  give  'im  an  'int  it  might  'elp  'im 
to  know  'is  own. mind,  which  he  don't  seem 
to  do  not  at  presint,  and  if  it  don't  do  no 
good  I  don't  see  as  it  could  do  much 


II 


arm. 

Here  the  clock,  also  giving  way  to  ex- 
citement, strack  eleven  without  stopping 
to  take  breath. 

*'  Mind  you,"  continued  Miss  Sinks,  as 
soon  as  the  clock  had  done  speaking,  and 
pointing  at  her  father  with  her  neeoie,  "  I 
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d<m1  want  for  yoa  to  be  'ard  on  'im,  only 
jeti  to  fiad  oat  what  'is  hintentiona  fS|  or 
whether  he't  got  any  or'a  likely  to  'aye." 
Then  her  mbid  reverting  to  the  job  on 
whieh  ahe  waa  employed,  she  added  enig- 
matically :  *'  I  don't  know  after  ali  as  I 
won't  'ave  gatheri— box  pleats  is  tryin'  to  a 

stout  figger." 

So  one  morning  old  Binks  pat  on  his 
hat— or  rather  his  daughter  put  it  on  for 
him,  jammfaig  his  head  well  home— and 
took  his  stick  and  toddled  off  <<down 
street,"  charged  with  the  delicate  mission 
of  plambing  the  unknown  depths  of  Jim 
Hitchens's  matrimonial  faiclinations. 

What  transpired  in  the  coarse  of  this 
momentous  interview  has  never  been 
divulged.  Possibly  old  Bfaiks  himself  might 
have  been  to  blame  In  that  he  failed  to  bring 
to  bear  upon  the  matter  that  delicaty  and 
tact  for  whieh  it  pre-eminently  called.  At 
any  ratCi  when  he  retamed  home  it  was 
plidn  that  the  little  old  man  had  been 
considerably  "put  about."  This  at  once 
made  itself  evident  to  his  daughter,  who 
met  him  at  the  door,  and,  taking  from 
him  his  hat  and  stick,  enquired,  in  a  voice 
in  which  not  even  the  presence  of  pins 
between  her  lips  could  disguise  the  signs 
of  Interest  amounting  almost  to  eagerness: 

"Well,  father «" 

"  Not  at  all,  'Melia,  not  at  all,"  was  the 
tremulous  reply.     ''I  should  sayanythin' 

but  sieh  1 " 

«Lor,  father!"  exclaimed  Miaa  Binka, 
gUb  an  attempt  to  quell  her  rising  agita- 
tion by  placing  her  hand  on  her  heart — an 
attempt  that  waa  baulked  by  a  rampart  of 
her  ftfrourite  implements,  of  extra  large  size. 
'^Lor,  father  1"  She  could  say  no  more, 
but,  laying  violent  hands  on  her  parent's 
coat-collar,  she  bore  him  across  the  flagged 
passage  into  the  front  room,  where,  de- 
positing him  in  his  elbow-chair,  she  mounted 
guard  over  him.  "  Now,  father,  speak  your 
^d." 

Thus  adjured,  the  little  old  man  observed 
in  a  tone  in  which  parental  indignation 
struggled  with  shortness  of  breath : 

xTliielia,  my  gal,  it's  my  belief  as  he's 
bbi  makin'  a  fool  o'  you.  Leastways,  all 
as  I  could  get  out  of  'im  when  I  puts  it  to 
'im  straight,  was  as  he  weren't  prepared  to 
go  to  sich  lengths  as  to  mensldn  any  per- 
tider  date,  as  he  couldn't  abide  bein' 
'urried,  nor  yet  drove— drove  was  'is  very 
words,  'Melia— as  he  niver  see  no  good 
come  of  it.  All  as  he  could  and  would 
Bay  was  as  he'd  be  round  as  usual  eome 
Sunday." 


"  Father,"  cried  Miss  Binks,  in  a  voice 
choked  by  emotion  and  pinli,  ''jest  you 
leave  'im  to  me  1 " 

''I  wiU,  'Melia,  my  ^al,  I  wSH," 
answered  her  parent  unhesitatingly,  "  iur 
I've  ivery  confidence  in  ycfu,  but  what  I 
says  is,  fairing  'im  up  short." 

Sunday  came ;  so  did  Jim  Hitchens.  He 
had  been  a  sandy-coloured  man  originally, 
but  had  worn  drab,  was  alightly  knock- 
kneed,  with  a  general  appearance  of 
having  been  put  together  at  odd  times, 
the  result  being  one  not  entirely  satisfactory, 
and  Miss  Binks,  as  she  observed  him  surrep- 
titiously from  her  bedroom  window,  eame 
to  the  conclusion  that  she  had  been  nearly 
on  the  point  of  throwing  heraelf  away. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Hitchens,  unaware  that 
he  was  undergoing  inspection,  leant 
agamst  the  fence  and  chewed  a  twig, 
wondering  at  the  unusual  time  taken  by 
his  lady-love  in  putting  on  her  bonnet 
Scarcely  ever  before,  in  all .  the  long  years 
daring  which  they  had  kept  company,  had 
she  f  aOed  to  be  ready  and  waiting. 

He  turned  and  looked  up  at  the  window, 
but  Miss  Binks  was  too  quick  for  him, 
and  dodged  behind  the  curtain.  Once  the 
idea  of  going  boldly  up  to  the  door  and 
making  enquiries  presented  itself  to  him, 
but  the  idea,  being  altogether  too  venture- 
some, and  entirely  without  parallel  in  the 
annals  of  his  courtship,  was  abandoned  as 
soon  as  formed. 

Then  the  church  dock  struck  the  quarter 
before  four,  and,  with  a  start,  Mr.  Hitchena 
realised  that  his  'Melia  was  not  forthcoming 
that  day.  For  the  first  time  during  that 
long  succession  of  Sunday  afternoons  she 
had  allowed  a  perfectly  fine  and  cloudless 
one  to  come  and  go  without  even  putting 
in  an  appearance. 

Mr.  Hitchens  was  flabbergasted.  As  he 
slowly  turned  and  left  the  gate,  it  was 
to  him  almost  as  though  the  universe 
were  turned  upside  down.  For  something 
over  a  quarter  of  a  century  he  and  Miss 
Binkshad  taken  their  Sunday  stroll  together, 
with  the  exception  of  those  occasions  when 
the  weather  had  proved  unfavourable. 

On  this  particular  and  eventful  day, 
however,  it  was  not  the  weather,  but  Mbs 
Binks  herself  who,  in  spite  of  his  not 
having  cauj^t  a  glimpse  of  her,  had  frowned 
upon  him. 

Mr.  Hitchens  rubbed  his  left  whisker 
agahist  the  grain,  and  opined  that  this 
"  were  a  queer  start  1 "  So  she  meant  to 
give  him  the  go-by  after  all  these  years, 
did  she?    And  all  because — at  least,  he 


GfaarleB  Dickens.] 


HONOUR  A.BLE  INTENTIOXa 


[August  19, 1893.]    191 


B'posed  that  must  be  it — he  wasn't  altogether 
prq>ared  to  rash  off  and  get  marrfed  in 
about  a  conple  of  years'  time  1 

Well,  he'd  always  heard  as  women  was 
fickle,  and  now  he  knowed  it  for  a  fack. 

On  the  whole  he  wasn't  sore  that  he 
hadn't  had  a  lacky  escape.  Such  a  display 
of  temper  as  he  had  just  been  treated 
to  seemed  to  indicate  plainly  that  she  was 
not  the  sort  of  young  woman  to  have  made 
him  comfortable.  A  party  as  would  turn 
nasty  over  such  a  little  thing  as  that  wasn't 
the  right  party  for  him. 

All  the  same,  as  he  passed  absently 
along,  with  his  head  bent  low  and  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  ground,  so  that  at  least 
half  the  salutations  bestowed  on  him  by 
acquafaitanees  remained  unheeded,  he  was 
conscious  that  the  prospect  of  commencing 
another  lengthy  courtship  at  his  time  of 
life  seemed  a  very  uphill  and  doubtful  sort 
of  one. 

He  was  used  to  Miss  Binks.  Affcer 
keeping  company  with  any  one  for  twenty- 
five  years  or  thereabouts,  somehow  you 
did  seem  to  get  used  to  them.  Why 
couldn't  she  have  waited  a  bit  9 

As  to  the  lady  herself,  no  sooner  did 
she  realise  that  die  had  actually  sent  Jim 
Kitchens  to  the  right-about,  than  she  sat 
down  and  had  a  good  cry,  and  forgot  all 
about  putting  the  kettle  on. 

"'Meli%  my  gal,"  said  her  father  a 
week  or  two  later,  as  he  observed  that  his 
daughter  confined  herself  to  a  single  helping 
of  cold  pork,  and  seemed  quite  indifferent 
to  stnfiiDgi  "  yon  ain't  a-pinin'  arter  that 
there  yoong  man  o'  youm.  are  you  % " 

"  Me  I "  answered  Miss  Binks,  jabbing 
her  fork  yicbusly  into  a  potato,  ''do  I 
Uxk  that  sort  f " — ^which  she  didn't,  being 
what  was  generally  described  as  "short 
and  stocky,"  with  a  nose  that  bore  a  family 
resemblance  to  the  spont  of  the  kettle,  and 
a  mouth  that'  could  accommodate  a  whole 
regiment  of  pins,  *'I  only  wish,"  she 
went  on,  sticking  her  fork  in  still  deeper, 
"I  only  wish  as  I'd  got  'im  'ere" — a  remark, 
by-the-bye,  which  might  be  variously  inter- 
preted ;  the  more  so  as,  haying  delivered  It, 
she  appeared  to  be  troubled  by  the  presence 
of  a  crumb  in  her  throat,  which  brought 
on  a  fit  of  coughing  which,  in  turn,  resulted 
in  leaving  her  eyes  rather  weak. 
^  There  was,  as  may  be  imagined,  con- 
siderable -comment  in  the  town  when  it 
became  generally  known  that  the  court- 
ship of  Jim  Hitchens  and  Miss  Binks  had 
come  to  an  unexpected  and  untimely  ter- 
mination.    In  fact,  it  was  such  a  universal 


topic  and  source  of  comment  and  interest 
that  wherever  two  or  tluree,  particularly  of 
the  gentler  sex,  were  gathered  together, 
they  were  sure  to  be  engaged  in  discussing 
the  latest  authorised  version  of  the  affair. 
Even  comparative  strangers,  or  persons 
from  outlying  districts,  would  have  the 
news  sprung  upon  them,  and  be  expected 
to  exhibit  symptoms  of  unmitigated  sur- 
prise .when  so  enlightened. 

"  S'pose  you  know  as  how  Jim  'Itchens 
and  Miss  Binks  'as  left  off  keepin'  com- 
p'ny  ?  Lor,  yes ;  folks  do  say  as  it  were 
'cause  she  were  in  too  much  of  a  'urry  to 
get  married,  and  Jim,  he  were  allers  a 
cautious  one,  wouldn't  give  in  to  it,  and  so 
she  up  and  told  'im  as  it  were  all  off 
betwixt  'em,  and  Jim,  he  abi't  seemed 
like  the  same  since." 

What  was  surprising  was  that  there  was 
actually  more  truth  in  this  last  assertion 
than  is  generally  to  be  looked  for  in 
promiscuous  reports.  Gradually,  from  the 
time  that  Miss  Binks  had  refused  to  put 
on  her  bonnet  for  his  benefit,  Jim  Hitchens's 
appetite  eteadily  declined,  so  that  his 
Sunday  clothes,  when  he  had  sufficient 
strength  of  mind  to  don  them,  hung  on 
him  in  bigger  creases  than  before,  his 
tendency  to. knock-knees  increased,  and  he 
became  more  drab-coloured  than  ever. 

Spring  passed,  summer  came,  autumn 
went,  and  winter  was  at  hand,  when  one 
day  tidings  went  round  that  Jim  Hitchens, 
who  had  for  a  month  or  two  past  been 
troubled  with  a  little  hacking  cough,  had 
taken  to  his  bed. 

Of  course  this  was  not  long  in  reaching 
Miss  Binks's  ears.  She  affected  to  receive 
the  information  with  great  equanimity,  not 
to  say  indifference,  observing  as  *'Jim 
'Itchens  always  were  a  poor  sort."  All  the 
same,  when  she  was  filling  the  kettle  for 
tea,  something  splashed  into  it  that  was 
not  pump  water. 

'*  Drat  the  man ! "  she  exclaimed,  as  she 
passed  one  hand  in  front  of  her  eyes. 
*<Not  as  there  can  be  much  the  matter 
with  him,  though.  He'll  soon  be  out  and 
about  agen  and  makin'  a  fool  o'  somebody 
else." 

Bat  she  was  wrong  in  her  surmise. 

"'Melia,  my  gal,"  said  her  father  about 
a  fortnight  later,  '*  I've  jest  been  'earin'  as 
'ow  the  doctor's  got  but  small  'opes  o'  Jim 
'Itchens,  and — lor,  'Melia ! " 

Miss  Binks  had  uttered  a  sharp,  in- 
voluntary cry.  But  it  was  nothing,  she 
assured  her  parent,  only  a  pin  that  she 
had  stuck  in  a  little  too  deep.    The  same 
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afternooiii  however,  6hd  effdctaally  rufned 
the  kettle's  conBtitation  for  life  by  patting 
it  on  to  boil — empty  !  The  next  morning 
— ^it  was  Sanday — she  received  a  message. 
She  had  packed  her  old  fattier  off  to  chapel 
as  osad,  and  was  giving  as  much  of  her 
attention  as  was  available  to  the  dinner 
when  it  arrived.  It  was  to  the  effect  "  as 
Mr.  'Itchens  persented  he's  complimeuits  to 
Mies  Binks  and  would  be  'appy  to  see  'er 
if  she  woald  be  so  kind  as  to  be  so  good 
as  to  step  np  that  artemoon  'boat  three 
o'clock  or  ha'-paat." 

It  being  Sanday,  Miss  BInks  was  unable 
to  express  her  conflicting  feelings  in  her 
ordinary  professional  manner,  but  managed 
to  return  an  answer  in  the  affirmative.  The 
result  of  it  all  being  that  old  Binks  was  quite 
jastified  when  he  declared  that  the  dinner 
was  one  of  the  worst  he'd  ever  sat  down 
to;  the  meat  being  burnt  to  a  chip,  the 
potatoes  hard  in  the  middle,  and  the 
cabbage  all  of  a  slosh,  while  there  were 
actually  pins  in  the  gravy. 
•  *'I  don't  wonder  as  you  ain't  got  no 
happytite,  'Melia,"  he  grumbled.  *' These 
is  wittles  as  a  happytite  'ud  be  throwed 
away  on.  As  reminds  me,"  he  continued, 
somewhat  irrelevantly,  "as  I  did  'ear  as 
Jim  'Itchens  ain't  expected  to  last  out 
another  week." 

At  half-past  three  v'dock,  Mies  Binks 
put  on  her  bonnet  with  trembling  fingers, 
and  sallied  forth. 

Jim  Hitchens  lived  in  a  little  drab- 
coloured  corner  house  about  half-way 
down  the  High  Street.  Smce  his  illness 
a  married  sister  had  come  over  from  one 
of  the  neighbouring  vUlagea  to  look  after 
him,  else  he  had  always  lived  alone,  with  a 
woman  to  come  in  now  and  then  '*  to  do 
for  him." 

Poor  Jim!  He  would  require  little 
further  "doing  for,"  it  being  only  too 
evident  that  he  was  on  the  pofnt  of  being 
"  done  for  "  altogether.  * ; 

He  was  so  weak  and  such  a  ghost  of  hia 
former    self,    that    Miss  Binks's  feelings 


became  too  much  for  her,  and  she,  ao  to 
speak,  boiled  over  at  the  sight  of  him,  jast 
like  the  kettle. 

"Oh,  Jim,"  she  cried,  easting  etiquette 
to  the  winds,  *<oh,  Jim,  my  dear,  what- 
ever 'ave  you  been  adoin'  of  to  your- 
self 1 " 

"  Nothin'i  Miss  Bbks,  nottnn'  to  speak 
of,"  was  the  feeble  reply. 

Then,  as  she.  sat  down  by  the  side  of 
the  bed  and  listened  to  his  laboured 
breathing,  her  heart  smote  her  more  and 
more  for  her  faithlessness  and  cruelty  in 
the  past,  until  the  tears  ran  even  down 
her  bonnet-strings,  rusting  all  the  pins 
they  encountered,  and  taUng  the  stareh 
out  of  her  best  collar.  Half  an  hour  or  so 
passed  without  another  word  being  uttered 
on  either  side.  Then  the  sick  man  made 
an  effort. 

"  You'll  be  wonderin',  Miss  Blnkfi,  why 
I've  took  the  libsrty  to  send  for  you,  only 
— ^you  see — the  doctor;  he  don't  seem  to 
think  as  'ow  I'll  last  much  longer — but 
— afore  I  go *' 

The  perspiration  was  standing  on  his 
forehead,  and  each  succeeding  word  eame 
slower  than  the  last. 

"But  —  afore  I  go  —  I  thought  as  I 
owed  it  to  you — seein'  'ow  long  we  kep' 
comp'ny — to " 

The  voice  was  so  weak,  that  Miss  Binks 
had  to  lean  down  and  put  her  ear  almost 
to  his  mouth  to  catch  the  meaning  of  the 
last  words. 

"  To— ask  you— to — ^name  the  day ! " 
Jim  Hitchens  died  the  same  week,  but 
not  before  Miss  Binks  had  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  that  "  the  day,"  so  long  de- 
layed, had  been  fixed  at  last. 

"Ah,"  she  used  to-  s&y  to  her  sym- 
pathising friends,  "pore  Jiml  We  kep' 
company  a  goodish  while,  me  and  4m,  and 
the  very  day  was  fixed — it  were  to  a-been 
June  twelmonth — when  he  up  and  died. 
'Owsomever,  it  were  a  great  comfort  to  me 
to  know  as  'is  hintentions  was  honneruble 
at  the  last." 
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CHAPTER  XLIII 

The  red  glow  from  the  Betting  iim  had 
■Iiiftad  a  litUe.  It  fell  now  behiod  Jalian 
and  between  him  md  Clemence,  and  its 
light  seemed  to  uolate  the  mother  and  ion, 
dotting  them  in  alone  together.  Mrs. 
Rim&jiie  Btood  a  few  paces  from  JoUan, 
not  toncUng  him  or  sppealioK  to  him, 
coneentratli^  all  her  foroee  on  the  domlne- 
ting  of  hlfl  weaker  natnre.  Jalian  stood 
doggedly  before  her,  his  h&nde  clenched,  his 
face  aet.  Near  the  window,  looking  aoroaa 
the  ahabby  little  room  from  which  thoae 
two  figores,  eloqnent  of  itinggle  and  criala, 
stood  oat  80  strangely,  was  Clemence,  her 
eyes  fixed  upon  Jnliaii  now  ai  thongh  life 
and  death  hnng  on  hb  lookp.  Aloof  alike 
Arom  CUmsnce  and  from  the  mother  and 
■on,  I  grim  apectator  holding  in  leBerre  his 
we^ht  of  condemnation  until  the  npshot 
of  the  Bceno  ahoold  declare  itself,  was 
Dennis  Falconer. 

Foi  all  answer,  aa  though  her  ringing 
words  had  touched  him  bo  little  that  he 
fonnd  them  not  even  worth  the  trouble  of 
an  articnlate  denial,  Julian  shook  hie  head 
ealleiily.  The  geetiire  witnessed  to  a  heavy 
dead  w^ht  of  dissent  likely  to  be  more 
difficult  to  act  npon  than  the  most 
Teliement  opposition,  and  Mra  Bimayne 

Eimed  for  a  moment,  looking  at  him,  her 
pa  taking  a  firmer  line,  her  eyes  Bishine. 
"YoD  don't  realise  the  position,"  she 
laid.  "Look  at  it  and  understand  the 
ohcdce  before  yon.     On  the  one  hand  is 
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ignominy,  ruin,  the  end  of  your  career ;  to 
reach  it  you  have  only  to  give  way  to  your 
DerveB,  to  act  under  the  ioflaence  of  panic : 
to  run  away,  in  short.  On  the  other  hand," 
she  moved  a  step  neuer  to  him  with  a  tense, 
emphatic  gesture,  which  seemed  an  ootlet 
for  some  of  the  pasBionate  urgency  which 
she  wae  keeping  reeolntely  In  hand,  "  on 
the  other  hand  Is  the  very  reverse  of  all 
this.     Social  poeltiou,   consideration,  the 

iirosperous  life  to  which  yon  have  always 
ooked  forward — all  this  is  to  be  retained 
by  one  bold  stroke,  by  a  little  courage  and 
resolution,  and  at  the  risk  of  what  is  by 
no  means  worse  than  the  life  which  muat 
inevitably  be  yours  if  you  do  not  nerve 
yourself  to  ran  it.  Jallan,  tbjnk  what  is  at 
stake  ] " 

Falconer's  eysB  had  been  fixed  on  Mrr. 
Bomayne,  severe,  inexorable  in  their 
condemnation.  They  travelled,  now,  to 
Julian. 

Again  Julian  made  that  dull  gesture  of 
negatioa 

"  It's  all  over,"  he  said  doggedly.  "Tte 
staked  and  lost." 

"You  have  not  lost — yet,"  his  mother 
cried ;  the  vibration  in  her  voice  was 
stronger  now,  and  there  were  white  patches 
coming  and  going  faintly  about  her  month. 
"  You  shall  not  lose  while  I  can  lift  a  hand 
to  save  you.  Think  !— think  !  It's  all 
before  you  still — happiness,  success,  life  I 
You've  only  to  grasp  them  instead  of 
letting  go.    Think  I" 

Julian  had  been  atan>iIog  with  bis 
haggard  young  face  averted  from  her, 
staring  sidlBnly  at  the  ground.  He  turned 
upon  her  suddenly,  his  face  quivering  with 
an  Impotent  o^Isery  of  regret,  his  voice 
ringing  with  hopeless  bitterness. 

'  They're  gone,"  he  said.  "  I've  thrown 
them  all  away.     I  might  aa  well  be  dead, 
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that's  tme  enough.  It  might  be  posBible 
to  biazen  it  oat — I  don't  know,  I  don't 
care !  It  wouldn't  give  me  anything  worth 
having.  Social  positioni  credit,  standing  ! 
What  good  woold  they  be  to  me  1  I'm  sick 
of  the  whole  thing !    I've  done  with  it  1 " 

His  incoherent,  hardly  articulated  words 
stopped  abruptly,  and  he  seemed  to  struggle 
fiercely  for  means  of  expression,  so  fiercely 
that  the  blind,  impotent  wrestle  with  the 
limitation  of  a  lifetime  seemed  to  dominate 
the  situation  for  the  moment,  and  in  Mrs. 
Somayne's  agonised  face,  as  she  watched 
him,  the  life  seemed  arrested.  It  was 
as  though  he  were  groping  and  fighting 
among  sensations  and  instincts  so  new 
to  him  that  he  had  no  words  in  his 
vocabulary  in  which  to  clothe  them,  and 
the  eflfort  to  express  them  was  instinct  with 
the  despair  of  conscious  futility.  He  seemed 
to  break  away  at  last  and  rush  upon  a 
wild,  confused  declaration  which  comprised 
all  that  he  could  grasp. 

''  Why  should  I  fight  for  what  I  don't 
want!"  he  cried  hoarsely.  *' There's  no- 
thing worth  having  now." 

"My  boy  1 "  The  cry  arrested  Ciemence 
moving  towards  Julian  with  shining  eyes 
and  white,  parted  lips.  It  arrested  Falconer, 
who  had  drawn  nearer  to  Mrs.  Bomayne, 
with  a  desperate  impulse  to  end  the  struggle 
by  throwing  into  the  scale,  agahist  "Sm, 
Bomayne,  the  weight  of  his  opfauon.  '*  My 
boy,  my  boyl  don't  talk  like  that,  for 
Heaven's  sake  !  For  Heaven's  sake,  Julian, 
my  darling,  if  not  for  yourself,  for  your 
mother!  1  have  lived  for  you.  I  have 
had  ,no  thought  in  life  but  you — ^to  save 
you,  to  protect  you,  to  keep  you  from  ruin 
such  as  this  1  Don't  break  my  heart.  Ah!" 
she  broke  into  a  low,  wailing  moan,  wring- 
ing her  hands  together  as  her  eyes  fasten^ 
on  his  face,  transfixed  into  an  expression  of 
blank  surprise  as  his  eyes  met  hers  for  the 
first  time.  "  Don't  look  like  that  1  Julian, 
Jollan !  In  all  these  years  have  you  never 
understood  ?  Have  you  never  understood 
how  I  have  loved  you ! " 

They  weire  face  to  face,  mother  and  son, 
all  the  artificialities  and  conventionalities 
of  their  lives  scorched  and  burnt  away. 
But  between  them  lay  that  unbridgeable 
gulf  of  ignorance  and  wrong,  and  her 
outstretched  hands  appealed  to  him  in 
vain.  He  looked  at  her  coldly,  uncer- 
tainly, as  though  she  were  a  stranger  to 
him. 

Then,  with  one  strange,  gasping  cry, 
she  seemed  to  thruBt  all  consciousness  of 
herself  fiercely  on  one  aide  in  her  reallsa- ' 


tlon  of  his  great  need.  In  the  very  crisis 
of  her  agony.  In  the  very  crisis  as  It  seemed 
of  her  defeat,  there  came  upon  her  a  great 
dignity. 

^'  My  son,"  she  said,  <'  there  is  something 
in  your  life  of  which  you  have  never 
known — somethhig  which  accident  might 
have  revealed  to  yon  at  any  time,  but 
which  I  kept  from  you,  hoping  that  for- 
tune might  favour  me— as  It  baa  done — 
and  preserve  your  ignorance;  believing 
that  In  happiness  and  self-respect  lay  one 
of  your  safeguards,  and  dreading  that 
knowledge  might  bring  to  you  some  sort 
of  morbid  temptation.  Julian,  it  is  the  toll 
and  struggle  of  twenty  years  that  you  are 
trampling  on  In  throwing  down  your  Ufa 
like  this.  Twenty  years  ago  your  father 
died  by  his  own  hand — a  swindler,  liar, 
and  thief.  A  few  chance  words  brought 
home  to  me  the  possibility  that  some  such 
dreadful  tahit  might  rest  on  you.  To  keep 
you  from  Its  awfol  consequence  has  been 
the  one  thoaght,  the  one  motive  in  my 
life.  To  ^ve  you  such  a  life  as  should 
obviate  the  possibility  of  temptation ;  to 
hedge  you  in  with  every  security  that 
money  and  position  could  create  for  yon; 
to  give  you  such  a  standing  in  the  world 
as  should  leave  you  nothing  to  wish  for ; 
has  been  the  one  thought,  uie  one  motive 
of  my  life  from  that  time  until  now.'* 

The  speech — so  terrible  a  declaration  of 
a  struggle  foredoomed  by  Its  own  essence 
to  failure,  a  struggle  in  which  the  foe  was 
real,  the  combatant  In  desperate  earnest, 
and  her  weapons  straw8--trembled  into  an 
abrupt,  palpitating  rilence,  as  though  her 
feelings  were  too  Intense  for  speech.  There 
was  a  moment's  stillness  Uke  the  stillness 
of  death;  a  stillness  broken  only  by 
Julian's  long,  laboured  breaths  as  he  stood 
facing  her,  his  face  blanched  and  frosen 
into  an  image  of  horror.    Then  he  q>oke. 

"Is  it  true)"  He  had  tamed  mechani- 
cally to  Dennis  Falconer,  and  the  words 
came  from  him  In  a  hoarse  whisper. 

Dennis  Falconer  was  white  to  the  lips. 
Far  down  in  his  nature,  at  the  root  of  the 
rigid  and  conventional  morality  by  which 
he  lived,  was  a  pulse  which  palpitated  In 
harmony  with  the  divine  realities  of  life. 
And,  as  like  answers  to  like,  that  pulse 
in  him  had  recognised  Its  counterpart  at 
last  through  all  the  cramped  distortion 
that  had  concealed  It  fbr  so  long,  beating 
full  and  strong,  Instinct  with  the  throbbing 
life  of  the  same  great  realities.  In  a  dwarfed 
and  darkened  woman's  soul.  Perfect 
mother  love,  absolute  self-abnegation,  let 
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them  clothe  themselves  in  what  mistaken 
fonn  they  may,  are  an  earnest  of  ideal 
love  and  beauty,  and  in  their  presence 
condemnation  mast  give  place  to  reverence. 
Gonsdons,  ibr  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
that  he  stood  in  the  midst  of  that  which 
was  beyond  his  power  to  analyse  or  to 
estimate,  he  made  no  attempt  at  speech. 
He  bowed  his  head  in  silence. 

Jalim  looked  at  him  for  a  moment 
longer^  and  then  he  tamed  his  face  once 
more  npon  his  mother*  As  though  what 
she  saw  there  struck  into  her  very  heart, 
a  cry  of  pity  and  tenderness  broke  from 
her.  She  moved  swiftly  to  him,  patting 
her  arms  about  liim,  trying  to  draw  him 
into  her  embrace  as  though  he  had  been 
once  more  her  little  child. 

"Julian I"  she  cried,  "my  boy!  my 
boy!  Try  to  understand — try  to  under- 
stand why  I  have  told  you  this  now !  I 
don't  ask  you  to  think  of  me — to  think 
wiiat  such  a  repetition  of  the  past  as 
threatens  me  in  you  would  be  to  me — a 
blow  infinitely  heavier,  an  agony  infinitely 
crueller  than  what  came  upon  me  twenty 
years  ago,  because  of  the  long  struggle  to 
whfeh  it  would  bring  defeat,  because  of 
the  long  hope  and  resolution  which  it 
would  take  out  of  my  heart,  because 
of  my  love  for  you,  my  darling — ^my 
darling  1"  She  was  kissing  his  hands 
now  passionately,  with  that  oblivion  of 
any  otiier  presence  in  the  room  which 
she  had  evinced  throughout;  and  Fal- 
coner, watdiing  her,  fascinated,  ahnost 
awestruck,  saw  her,  as  she  went  on,  lift 
one  of  tile  young  man's  hands  and  press 
it  to  her  cheek,  stroking  it  with  a  wild, 
nervous  movement  of  her  own  thin  fingers. 
'*  But  there^s  a  motive  power  for  you  in 
itk  Julian !  A  lever  for  your  own  pride, 
your  own  strength  of  irfll.  You  are  panic- 
stridcen,  unnerved,  worn  out  Danger  is 
new  to  you,  mv  darling!  Look  at  your 
fathet^s  fate — ^wnolesale  ruin,  disgrace,  and 
obloquy — and  let  it  nerve  you  to  turn  away 
from  ft.  Look  down  the  precipice  on  the 
brink  of  which  you  are  standing,  and  lay 
firm  hold  upon  tiie  only  rope  that  can 
save  you.  Take  your  courage  in  both 
hands,  and  we  will  ^ace  the  danger  and 
conquer  together.  Oh,  my  boy,  if  it  is  a 
hot  fire  to  pass  through  it  won't  last  long  1 
It  leads  to  safety,  to  firmer  standing- 
ground,  to  a  new  lease  of  Ufe  1 " 

She  was  clinging  to  him  convulsively, 
touchmg  his  hands,  his  hair,  his  facCi  as 
though  speech  alone  afforded  an  all-insuffi- 
cient outlet  for  her  agonised  beseeching. 


And  as  she  spoke  the  last  words  he  seized 
her  hands  in  his  and  thrust  her  from  him, 
not  with  any  personal  roughness,  but  rather 
unconsciously  and  involuntarily  as  in  the 
very  isolation  of  despair. 

"  Life  ! "  he  cried.  "  What  can  life  give 
to  me  beyond  what  I've  got  already  !  I've 
got  my  billet  I  Like  f atbdr  like  son !  I'm 
bound  for  the  dogs  sooner  or  later,  and  I 
don't  care  to  spin  out  the  journey.  Who's 
going  to  fight  against  his  fate  t '' 

<<  It  is  not  fate." 

Through  that  little  room,  across  and 
above  the  passion  and  despair  that  filled 
it,  the  wokIs  rang  out 'strong  and  clear, 
and  Julian  turned  with  convulsive  start  to 
meet  them. 

Olemence  had  come  swiftly  across  the 
room  and  was  standing  beside  him,  facing 
him  as  he  turned  to  her ;  facing  Falconer, 
arrested  in  a  quick  movement  to  interpose, 
blindly  and  instinctively  as  it  seemed, 
between  Julian  and  his  mother;  facing 
Mrs.  Romayne,  as  she  stood  leaning  heavQy 
on  the  back  of  a  chair,  her  eyes  strained 
and  terrible  to  see,  her  face  ghastly.  All 
that  humanity  can  touch  of  the  beautiful 
and  the  inspiring,  all  tbe  burning  faith, 
the  quivering  personal  realisation  of  that 
unseen  of  which  each  man  is  a  part,  the 
human  love  acting  upon  and  reacted  on  by 
the  Divine  instinct,  was  shinine  out  from 
Olemence's  face.  She  paused  hardly  for 
an  instant  as  her  dear  eyes,  dark  and 
deep  with  the  intensity  of  her  fervour, 
rested  on  Julian,  as  though  they  saw 
him  and  him  only  in  all  the  world 
Then  her  voice  rang  out  again,  aweet  and 
full 

I'There'^  no  such  thing  as  fate,"  she 
said.  ''Not  like  that!  Not  fate  that 
makes  us  bad.  There's  God,  Julian! 
If  a  trying  to  do  right  that  matters; 
nothing  else  in  life;  and  tiiat  we  can 
all  do.  There's  nothing,  nothing  can 
prevent  us !  Oh,  I  don't  say "  — 
lier  voice  broke  into  a  great  pity  and 
tenderness  —  "I  don't  say  that  it's  not 
harder  for  some  than  for  others.  But  iV% 
what's  hard  that  is  best  worth  doing! 
Julian  ! " — she  drew  a  step  nearer  to  him, 
stretching  out  both  her  hands  —  ''you're 
looking  at  it  wrong,  dear!  The  things 
you've  lost  for  good  are  not  the  things 
that  matter.  What  one  has,  what  people 
think  of  one — that's  nothing.  If  s  what 
one  is,  if  s  oneself  that's  the  only  thing  to 
mind  about."  She  stopped,  her  whole 
face  stirred  and  tremulous  with  her  con- 
viction, and  Julian,  with    an  impulsive 
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movement,  caaght  her  hands  in  hi?,  and 
pressed  his  forehead  down  upon  them  in  a 
blind  agony  of  self-abasement. 

*'  I'm  a  swindler,  Glemmle  1 ''  he  cried 
thickly.  It  was  as  though  he  had  hardly 
taken  in  the  fall  ^.ense  of  her  words,  bat 
was  clinging  to  her,  and  confessing  to  her 
nnder  some  blnnted,  bewildered  impetas. 
*  A  cheat,  and  a  thief  all  roand  1  That's 
what  I  am  1" 

*'  Bat  that's  not  for  ever  1 "  she  cried, 
each  love,  and  hope,  and  coarage  shining 
in  her  eyes  as  woold  not  let  her  great 
tears  fall  "Yoa  can  retrieve  the  past! 
Yoa  can  repent  and  begin  again.  Ah,  I 
know,  of  coarse,  that  what  is  done  can't 
ever  be  andone !  What  yoa  have  done 
remains  the  same  for  always  1  Bat  yoa 
can  change  1  Yoa  can  be  di£ferent,  and 
nothing  else  bat  yoa  yoarself  matters  at 
all  1  What  does  it  matter  if  people  think 
yoa  a  cheat  if  yoa  are  an  honest  man? 
Nothing!  No  more  than  it  matters  to 
yoarself  if  they  call  yoa  an  honest  man 
for  ever  when  yon're  a  cheat ! "  She 
paased  again,  bat  this  time  he  did  not 
speak ;  he  lifted  his  head  and  drew  her  to 
him,  crashing  her  hands  against  his  breast, 
and  looking  into  her  eyes  with  a  strange, 
agonised  straggle  towards  comprehension 
dawning  in  his  own. 

There  was  a  moment's  dead  silence. 
There  was  that  passing  between  Glemence 
and  Jalian  which  no  words  coald  have 
touched,  the  final  straggle  towards  dominion 
of  a  man's  better  natare.  Falconer  had 
fallen  back.  All  that  was  narrow  and 
conventional  aboat  his  morality  had 
shrivelled  into  nothingness,  and  stood  con- 
fessed in  his  own  conscioasness  for  what  it 
was.  He  knew  that  the  great  qaestion 
now  at  issae  was  beyond  the  reach  of  his 
man's  narrow  practicality,  and  that  he 
ooald  only  stand  aside. 

Mrs.  Bomayne  was  gripping  heavily  at 
the  chair  by  which  she  stood;  impotent, 
frozen  despair  paralysing  her  from  head  to 
foot,  leaving  aUve  and  sentient  only  her 
eyes. 

"  Yoa  must  go  back,  dear."  The  words 
fell  from  Olemenee's  lips  tender,  distinct, 
immutable  as  the  laws  of  right  and  wrong. 
'*  You  must  tidce  the  consequences  of  what 
you've  done,  and  through  that  pain  and 
shame  you'll  get  above  it  to  begin  again." 
Julian's  lips,  white  now  as  ashes,  moved 
stiffl/. 

"The   consequences)"   he   whispered. 
"  The  consequences,  Olemmie  9 " 
"  The  consequences,"  she  replied,  and  in 


the  ring  of  her  voice,  in  the  clasp  with 
which  her  hands  closed  over  Us,  was  all 
the  courage  and  conviction  with  which  she 
souflht  to  nerve  him.  "  Ab,  I  don't  know — 
I  don't  understand — but  are  there  no 
innocent  people  who  may  suffer  for  your 
fault  unless  you  are  there  to  take  it  on 
yourself  !  Besides,  how  else,  dear  1  How 
can  you  begin  again  without  having  made 
amends)  How  can  you  free  yourself  of 
the  past  without  acknowledging  what's 
black  and  bad  in  it  ?  And  if  yon  acknow- 
ledge what's  black  and  bad,  how  can  you 
hesitate  to  take  its  punishment!  " 

And  as  if  that  struggling  life  in  him 
were  growing  and  stirruig  under  her  in- 
fluence, a  strange  flickering  light  crept  into 
Jalian's  face  and  the  struggle  in  bds  eyes 
grew  into  a  faint  suggestion  of  vietwy. 
He  paused  a  moment^  Ids  breath  condng 
thick  and  fast 

"But  suppose  —  suppose  it  isn't  any 
good)"  his  voice,  tense,  hardly  ftadible, 
seemed  to  catch  and  strain  like  that  of  a 
man  at  the  very  crisis  of  his  life.  ''  Sup- 
pose it's  in  me  and  I  must " 

"It  isn't  sol"  she  cried,  and  as  she 
spoke  she  drew  away  from  him  as  though 
carried  beyond  herself,  beyond  her 
womanly  love  for  him,  in  that  supreme 
declaration  of  the  truth  that  was  her  very 
being.  "Yoa  know  it  isn't  sol  There 
is  no  'must'  except  God's  'must'  to  us 
that  we  should  follow  Him.  There  is  no 
power  can  tear  us  from  His  hand  anless 
we  throw  ourselves  away  by  saying  that 
His  hand  is  without  strength  to  save  as. 
Good  and  evil  lie  before  every  one  of  as, 
and  we  must  all  choose.  And  nothing 
else  is  real  and  living  in  this  life  except 
that  choice  and  the  end  to  which  it  leads 
usl" 

Through  all  the  limitations  of  the 
phraseology  in  which  her  faith  was  dothed, 
the  great  truth  which  makes  the  mjrstery 
of  humanity,  the  truth  which  words  can 
only  belittle  and  obscure,  which  lives  not 
in  words  but  in  the  silent  consciousness  of 
each  man's  soul,  rang  out,  all  penetrating 
and  all  dominating.  And  as  she  faced  him, 
her  eyes  shining,  her  whole  face  radiated 
and  glorified,  JuUan  caught  her  in  his  arms 
with  a  great  cry. 

"I  will,"  he  cried.  "Glemence,  I  choose. 
Help  me  I    I  will  ^o  back." 

She  yielded  to  his  touch,  with  a  low  sob, 
and  as  they  stood  clasped  in  one  another's 
arms,  a  shuddering  moan  rang  tlirough  the 
room,  and  Mrs.  Eimayne  fell  heavily 
forward  at  their  feet. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

"  Will  she  suffer  any  more  1 " 

Oa  the  upper  landing  of  the  hotel  in 
which  Falconer  had  found  Julian,  Glemence 
was  standing,  one  hand  resting  on  the 
handle  of  a  door  which  she  had  just  dosed 
behind  her,  looking  in  the  uncertain  light 
of  a  flickering  gas-jet  into  the  face  of  the 
man  to  whom  die  spoke.  He  was  a  quick, 
capable-looking  man,  with  a  brisk,  pro- 
fewional  manner,  evidently  a  doctor. 
Ciemence's  face  was  pde  and  tired,  as 
ttiough  with  strain  or  watching,  and  her 
low  voice  shook  a  little.  The  doctor  was 
drawing  on  his  left-hand  glove,  and  he 
paused  to  answer  her. 

**  I  diould  say  that  she  would  not,"  he 
said.  "It  is  practically  over."  He  gave 
a  keen,  rather  curious  look  at  Olemence 
and  then  added:  "You  are  alone  with 
theladyf" 

"  YeB^*'  said  Clemence  amply. 

A  long  night  and  a  long  day  had  passed — 
twenty-rour  hours  and  more — ^and  between 
MrSb  Bomayne  and  the  one  absorbing 
paarion  of  her  life  had  fdlen  that  solemn 
shadow  before  which  dl  earthly  passions 
pde  and  fode  away;  that  solemn  shadow 
before  whose  creeping  touch  not  strength 
of  wfll,  not  love  itsdf,  can  stand.  As  she 
fell  to  the  ground  before  her  son  she  had 
loosed  her  hold  perforce  on  all  the  struggle 
and  burning  resolution  which  was  life  to 
faefi  she  luul  followed  the  guide  whom 
none  may  resist  into  that  vdley  through 
which  every  one  must  pass,  and  its  mists 
had  Ufted  from  her  no  mora  From  that 
one  long  fidnt  she  had  been  brought  back 
only  to  fall  into  another;  in  such  totd 
unoonsdousness,  which  had  yielded  twice 
to  intervals  of  physical  pdn  terrible  to  see, 
the  long  hours  had  passed. 

And  in  one  of  these  spaces  of  blank 
uneonadousness  Julian  Romayne  had  seen 
his  mother  for  the  last  tima  The  necessity 
for  Us  departure  was  pressing  and  rdent- 
kss.  Tile  meeting  of  the  shareholders  was 
imminent,  and  that  meeting  he  must  face. 
He  had  left  his  mother's  room  in  the  grey 
li^ht  of  the  early  morning  with  a  look  on 
his  face  which  Glemence,  the  only  witness 
of  that  mute  parting,  never  foreot ;  and  he 
had  gone  away  with  Dennis  Fdconer  to 
make  those  preparations  for  his  surrender 
of  himself  to  justice  which  were  not  to  be 
delayed. 

And  now  the  day  was  drawing  to  a  close. 
The  doctor  had  pdd  his  last  visit,  and  the 
night  was  drawing  on. 


There  was  a  moment's  pause  after 
Ciemence's  words.  Then  the  doctor  wished 
her  a  professiond  good  night,  and,  as  he 
went  downstairs,  she  turned  and  went 
back  into  the  room. 

It  was  a  small  room,  the  best  which  the 
hotel  cared  to  place  at  the  disposd  of 
sudden  illness,  but  somewhat  dingy  and  ill- 
appohited.  The  gaslight,  shaded  from  the 
face  upon  the  bed.  but  shedding  a  garish 
light  upon  the  rest  of  tiie  room,  touched 
nothing  luxurious,  notiiing  which  its  pre- 
sent occupant  could  have  realised  in  con- 
nection irith  hersell  Her  very  rings  lying 
upon  the  dressing-table  and  flushing  under 
the  gaslight^  seemed  to  protest  against 
such  poor  surroundings. 

But  the  figure  on  the  bed  lay  motionless, 
protesting  never  more.  It  lay  in  blank 
unconsciousness  even  when  Olemence, 
crossing  the  room,  stood  for  a  moment 
looking  down,  her  whole  face  tender  and 
quivering,  and  then  sank  gently  on  her 
knees  and  pressed  her  lips,  mth  a  womanly 
gesture  of  infinite  pity  and  reverence,  to 
the  pde,  inanimate  hand  upon  the  bbd. 
It  was  over  now,  practically,  as  the  doctor, 
looking  at  that  waning  life  from  a  purely 
physical  point  of  view,  had  sdd — dl  the 
struggle  and  the  dread,  all  the  courage  and 
the  hope,  the  vdiant  ignorance  of  twenty 
years.  And  the  face  upon  the  pillow  was 
the  face  of  the  vanquished — the  face  of  one 
whose  last  vivid  consdousness  of  earthly 
things  had  been  the  consdousness  of  failure. 

For  many  minutes  Clemence  kndt  there, 
all  the  feeling  of  her  woman's  soul  seembg 
to  expend  itself  in  that  soft,  mute  pres- 
sure. Then  she  rose  quietly  and  moved 
across  the  room  to  make  some  find  pre- 
paration for  the  night.  That  done,  she 
came  back  again  to  the  beddde,  and  doing 
so  she  start^.  The  shadowy  hands  were 
moving  feebly  upon  the  counterpane.  From 
out  the  giey,  pinched  face  upon  the  pillow 
two  glazed  blue  eyes  were  looking  with  a 
restless,  searching  movement  as  though  in 
want  of  something.  They  rested  upon 
Clemence  with  no  recognition  in  them; 
but  as  her  son's  wife  drew  nearer  to  her 
quickly  and  gently,  Mrs.  Bomayne  moved 
feebly  and  tried  to  turn  her  head  upon 
the  pillow,  as  though  moved  by  some 
vague,  indefinite,  and  far-away  sense  ef 
dislike  and  repulsion.  Her  white  lips 
moved  uncertainly  as  she  did  so,  and 
faint  sounds  came  from  between  them. 
Clemence  bent  over  her  tenderly  and  fried 
to  catch  the  words ;  and  they  grew  gradually 
a  little  clears. 
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EOoBdnoted  by 


''My  boyl''  the  faint,  anceitain  voice 
mattered,  ''my  little  boy  1 " 

A  great  wave  of  pity  and  yearning  swept 
over  Clemenee,  and  she  sank  once  more  to 
her  knees,  fixing  her  beantifal  tender  eyea. 
on  ttie  poor,  worn  face.  Was  it  of  any  use 
to  speal:  t  Gould  her  voice  reach  to.  those, 
dim  lands  where  the  mother  groped  for 
her  "  little  boy  "  1 

'f  He  will  come  1 "  ehe  said.  '<  ;He  will 
come — by-and-by  1 " 

As  though  the  voice  had  roused  her 
without  penetrating  to  her  brain,  Mrs, 
Bpnu^ne  moved  again — that  slight,  feeble 
movement  so  eloquent  of  the  extremity  of 
weaknefis.  Her  eyes  turned  to  Olemence 
with  that  glance  of  vague,  onrecpgnising 
distUw. 

"  No,"  she  s^d,  as  thcHigh  answerine 
her— "no,  he'a^  too  little."  She  paused, 
and  again,  there  was  that  groping  move- 
ment of  her  hands.  "His  letter/'  die 
muttered,  "his  letter  1  My  dear  mammal 
my  4ear  mamma  1 " 

There  was  a  restless  distress  in  the 
glased  eyes  noW|  and  their  glance  tore 
Olemence's  heart.  The  feeble  hands  were 
moling  painfully,  and  as  she  watched,  with 
her  tear&.f aUiQg  fast  in  her  impotent  pity 
and  longing  tOi^aUsfy  their  craving,  some- 
thing in  their  movements,  all  unmeaning 
as  tl^y  seemed  at  first,  penetrated  :to 
Clemence's  understanding  with  one  of 
those  strange  flashes  of  comprehension 
only  possible  under  so  tense  a  strain  of 
sympathy.  Those  nerveless  hands  w6re 
feeling  for  a  pocket!  In  an  instant 
Glemence  had  risen,  crossed  the  room,  and 
put  her  hand  into  the  pocket  of  the  dress 
which  Mrs.  Bomayne  had  worn.  Her 
fingers,  touched  a  paper,  and  she  drew  it 
out  instantly.  She  saw  that  it  was  yellow 
an^  faded  with  age,  and  she  moved  quickly 
back  irith  it  to  the  bedside.  The  hands 
and  the  eyes  were  still  moving,  but  the 
muttered  words  were  audible  no  longer, 
and  as  Glemence.  put  the  paper  gently 
bet  ween,  the  thin  fingers,  she  felt  with  a 
sudden  thrill  of  awe  that  they  were  grow-*, 
ing  cold. 

Bat  the  touch  seemed  to  rouse  Mrs. 
Bomayne  once  more.  Her  fingers  closed 
on  the  paper  as  if  instinctively,  and  the 
restless  distress  died  out  of  her  eyes  as 
she  tried — ^vainly — tp  unfold  the  paper. 
Olemence  put  out  her  hand  gently,  and 
did  the  work  for  which  the  dying  fingers 
had  no  strength,  and  on  the  dying  face 
there  dawned  a  pale,  shadowy  smile. 

"Yes  I"   she  said.     "Yes!    'My  dear 


mamma ! '  My  dear  mamma  1  Your  loving 
— son — Julian  ! " 

And  with  her  son's  name  on  her  lips, 
Mrs.  Bomayne  left  him  behindiand  passed 
from  ignorance  to  knowledge. 

The  triil  and  convietion  of  Julian 
Bomayne  were  a  nine  days'  wonder  in 
society.  The  people  who  had  most  readily 
and  carelessly  received  the  widow  and  son 
of  William  Bomayne,  asked  one  another, 
with  the  .martyred  air, of  those  whose 
charity  has  been  abused  and  thek  feelings 
tor  moralitv  outraged,  what  was  to  be 
expected  after  all  of  the  son  of  audi  a 
father  1  The  people  whose  feelings  for 
morality  had  been  ouforaged  at  the  outset 
by  Mrd.  Bomayne's  reappearance  im.  Lon- 
don, and  soothed  subsequently  by  the 
simplicity  of  the  podtion,  observed  sagely 
that  they  had  always  said  m>.  Both, 
parties  were  unanimous  in  the  assertiQa; 
that  the  young  man's  life  was  pnictically 
at  an  end.  He  had  forfdted  his  j^e  in 
society  for  ever. 

But  Julian  himself-  knew —<- realised 
gradually  and  painfully  during  the  dreary 
years  of  his  punishment ;  kne Wi  with  >  tiie 
strength  and  courage  of  a  manhood 
attaioed  through  padn,  when  he  weiit  awayi 
to  a  new  country  with  his  wife  «d  obUd^ 
— that  his  life  had  just  begun.    . 
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FAIBY  TALES. 


"And  so  he  married  theprineess,  and 
they  lived  happily  ever  afterwards.'*  A 
fairy  tale)  Yes;  why  noti  Axe  the 
fairy  tales  only  :for  the  diildrent  Then 
for  ever  let. me  be  lb  child.  Whan  Mr. 
Howells  wrote  that  all  the  stodea  >have 
been  told,  I  thiuk  he  must  have  jsseant 
that  they  abready  had  been  told  wlmn 
there  still  were  fairies  in  the  land.  la 
that,  after  all,  so  yerj  k>ng  ago  I  Fob,  if 
yon  come  to  think  of  it,  you  will  find  that 
the  germs  of  all  our  stories  ere  in  the  f ahry 
tales.  We  but  enshrine  them,  at  the  beat^ 
in  what  we  imagine  are  fresh  caskets; 
and  leave  the  fairies  out 

The  story  of  Jack  the*  GiantEiUer  is 
told  over  and  over  again  in  the  new 
stories,  and  in  the  new  novels,  which,  day 
by  day,  are  issuing  from  all  the  presses  of 
the  world.  Only,  in  the  latest  versions. 
Jack  is  not  called  Jack,  and  the  giants  are 
not  called  giafits.  But  they  are  steughtered 
all  the  same.  And  he  of  tihe  Beuistalk. 
In  varying  forms,  his  tale  is  being  eternally 
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retold.  And  Little  Bed  BkUng  Hood, 
this  very  day  I  have  read  her  story  for 
perhaps  about  the  thoasandth  time — in  a 
book  which  iasned  from  the  press:  perhaps 
a  week  ago.  These  was  Eed  Biding  Hood, 
and  her  Gramiy,  and,  above  all,  there  was 
the  Wtdf  .  The  whole  tragic  history.  True, 
the  names:  were  different,  and  the  story 
was  told  in  qnite  another  way.  It  was  a 
case  of  old  friends  with  new  faces. 

.60 it  18 with  all  the  fairytales.  They 
are,  all  of  them,  idways  being  told  again. 
Why  should  we  say  they  are  only  for  the 
children  IT^  do  so  would  seem  ungrateful, 
to  say  the  least  of  it  One  might  go 
farAer.  One  might  venture,  without 
much  fear  of  contradiction,  upon  the  state^^ 
ment  that  not  only  are  the  Mry  tales  still 
all  alive,  but  the  ftdries  too.  Is  there  a 
man  who  is  willing  to  alBirm  that  to-4ay 
there  are  no  fairies  in  the  world  i  Surely 
tbskt  man  has  never  lived.  For  my  part, 
when  I  put  down  mf  pen,  and  look  back 
through  the  years  >that  have  been^  I 
seem  to  be  looking  back,  through  a  long 
vista,  into  fairyumd.  As  it  were,  my 
glance  wuiders  feoin  fairy  tale  to  fairy 
taJe.-t  I  fancy  that^  in  this  matter,  I  but 
join  hands  with  most  men  who,  as  I 
understand  the.  word,  have  lived.  They 
may  not  be  conscious  of  the  fact,  but  1 
believe  that  it  is  so.  And  it  is  only  when 
childhood  has  long  been  passed  that  they 
begin  to  twiSke  what  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance they  have  had  with  a  great  company 
of  the  fairf es. 

Why  shoidd  we  attempt  to  blink  the 
fact  ha  literature  f  Why  should  no  fairy 
tales  wbkb.  are  avowedly  fairy  tales  be 
written  for  the  children  who  have  grown 
oldt  Unless  I  err,  a  field  of  literally 
marvellous^  fertility  for  the  writer 
remabia  untilled.  A  field  which  shall 
never  be  tUled  by  a  fool ;  nor,  adequately, 
by  any  but  a  man  of  mi^t  In  the  tilling 
of  this  field  there  would  be  scope  for  all 
the  talents.  Obviously  for  the  master  of 
imagination.  Tes,  and  for  the  student  of 
men  and  of  manners ;  if  you  will,  for  the 
moralist  too.  The  workman  woidd  have 
opportuilty  to  disfdayj  to  the  very  best 
advantage,  his  gifts  oisatireendof  pathos, 
of  farce  and  of  tragedy. 

There  has  been  a  run  of  late  upon  what 
one  might  call  the  bastard  imitation  of 
the  fai^  tale.  For  instance,  how  often 
has  the  story  of  Ali  Baba  and  the  Forty 
Thieves  recently  been  retold  1  The  story 
of  the  hidden  treasure,  which  has  been 
found,  and^  in    the  finding,  almost  lost 


again.  One  need  not  name  names.  One 
has  only  to  consider  to  remember  at 
least  a  dozen  recent  versions.  There  is 
this  difference  between  the  origind  and  the 
imitations.  The  imitators,  unlike  the 
original  writer,  who  had  a  lordly  in* 
difierence  for  trivialities  of  detaO,  strain 
every  nerve  to  delete  from  the  story  alt 
appearance  of  the  supernatural.  I  do  not 
know  why.  It  has  seemed  to  me,  more 
tiian  once,  that  the  attenqst  has  resulted 
in  faUore.  Failure,  that  is,  of  the  whde 
a£Pair ;  of  the  story,  from  first  to  last. 

Why  should  not  the  st(»y  of  Ali  Baba 
be  applied  to  to-day  f  Not  toned  down, 
but,  if  anything,  toned  up  instead.  Why 
should  not  some  one  give  us  a  Monte 
Gristo  up  to  date  f  The  fault  of  Ikunas's 
story  is,  not  only  that  it  is  full  of  contra^ 
dioHons,  but  that  the  writer  continually 
departs  from  his  original  scheme.  He 
sacrifices  everything  so  that  his  hero  may 
be  revenged.  After  all,  very  little  comes 
of  the  wealth  which  Monte  Gristo  found ; 
except  that  the  autiior  apparently  never 
looked  over  his  proof-sheets,  and  it  ^rows 
out  of  all  knowledge  of  the  original 
amount  as  the  book  goes  on. 

Not  long  ago,  "Mr,  Andrew  Lang,  a 
faithful  lover  of  the  fairy  lore,  was  giving 
plots  away,  free,  gratis,  and  for  nothing*' 
A  lesser  than  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  would 
offer  anottier  plot  upon  precisdiy  Uie  same 
terms.  A  man  chances  on  a  secret  store 
— a  store  which,  translated  into  poundS| 
shillings,  >and  pence,  out-Herods  Herod) 
to  which  that  found  in  the  Bobbers^ 
Gave  could  not  compare;  to  which  that 
chanced  upon  by  the  refugee  from  the 
Oh&teau  dlf  was  as  nothhig.  There 
should  be  no  bones  about  the  thing;  ne 
attempt  to  ascribe  it,  as  Dr.  Gonan  Doyle 
was  attempting  to  ascribe  a  similar  store 
the  other  day,  to  the  latest  developement 
of  science.  There  would  be  no  allusion  to 
compacts  with  the  devil.  No ;  the  thing 
would  be  avowedly,  purely  and  simply, 
a  fairy  tale  up  to  date.  If  you  like,  the 
man  might  be  a  clerk  in  tike  Gity,  and, 
also  if  you  like,  in  an  instant  wondrous 
wealth  m^ht  come  to  him  out  of  the  air. 

There  is  ttie  elementary  idea.  Does  it 
offer  no  opportunity  to  a  novelist — ^to  any 
sort  of  novelist  1  Gonsider  in  how  many 
ways  it  might  be  treated.  It  might  be 
treated  after  the  American  manner,  and 
you  might  make  of  your  fairy  tale  a  cha- 
racter study.  You  might  show  us  what  an 
effect  the  sudden  accession  of  wealth  had 
upon  the  man's  individuality ;  give  us  a 
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study  in  psychology.  In  that  case  one 
may  be  ezcosed  for  hoping  that  you  will 
make  yoor  story  bat  a  little  one.  Bat 
still,  yoa  might.  On  the  other  hand, 
consider  what  a  romance  yon  might  weave 
about  the  man;  what  a  complication  of 
interwoven  plots  1*  But,  after  all,  I  fear. 
I  will  be  frank.  The  idea  has  been  with 
me  many  and  many  a  day.  I  dare  not 
hint  at  all  there  might  be  made  of  it ;  at 
all  the  freshness,  and  novelty,  and  pleasur- 
able excitement  of  which  it  might  be 
made  the  basis.  I  feel  persuaded  that  if 
I  were  to  press  my  hints  even  a  little 
farther,  my  offer  would  be  accepted.  I 
made  it  in  the  Spanish  sense.  In  Spain 
your  host  will  offer  you  anythbig  his  house 
contains  which  you  may  happen  to  admire. 
If  you  take  it  he  ^1  regard  you  as  a 
thief.  I  never  meant  that  any  one  should 
use  my  plot  as  if  it  were  his  own.  Per- 
haps, some  day,  I  may  try  my  hand  at  it 
myself.  I  should  not  like  to  be  accused  of 
plagiarism^  when,  as  usual,  my  story  was 
being  refused  by  all  the  publishers  in  town. 

Mr.  Ohristie  Murray  was  angry  with 
Mr.  Howells  for  saying  that  all  the  stories 
have  been  toldL  And,  in  a  sense,  perhaps 
Mr.  Howells  was  wrong.  But,  dear  me, 
how  alike  they  are  1  Good  stories  are 
continually  coming  into  the  world.  But 
in  theme  and  in  treatment  there  is  an 
almost  painful  family  likeness,  even  among 
the  best  of  them.  They  are  of  the  earth, 
earthy.  Not  a  real  fairy  tale  among  the 
lot.  Is  it  because  these  clever  authors 
think  it  is  so  easy  to  write  a  fairy  tale!  If 
so,  the  clever  men  are  wrong.  I  doubt  if 
It  is  possible  to  write  a  new  fairy  tale  which 
shall  please  the  children  as  the  old  ones 
used  to  do.  Far  and  away  the  best  fairy 
tales  of  recent  years  have  been  those  of 
l4ewis  Carroll  I  wonder  if  the  children 
have  liked  Alice  as  much  as  their  elders  t 
I  doubt  it.  I  doubt  if  a  child  is  capable  of 
properly  appreciating  the  exquisite  art  of 
Lewis  Carroll.  His  art  has  a  subtle  flavour, 
is  of  a  pecoliar  kind.  Hans  Christian 
Andersen  was  the  last  contriver  of  real 
f afa^  tales.  His  fairy  tales  are  fairy  tales, 
apart  from  the  writing.  Who  among  us 
could  imagine  the  imaginings  of  Andersen) 

Bat  it  is  not  for  children  that  I  plead 
for  fafary  tales.  It  is  for  the  older  folks. 
The  chOdren  have  the  stories  of  old ;  to 
them  even  the  old  is  new;  for  us,  who 
have  passed  out  of  the  fairyland  of  our 
childish  days,  why  are  there  no  fairies  1 
Romances,  so  called,  we  have  in  plenty. 
I  have  no^ord  to  say  against  them,  though 


they  were  tirke  as  many.  I  fancy  that  the 
folks  who  kdlas  that  the  world  of  romance 
is  very  far  distant  from  the  world  of 
matter-of  faet^  are  wrong.  We  should 
read  no  romances,  reiterate  certain  of  the 
preachers,  until  one  wearies  of  their  itera- 
tion. We  are  told  that  they  entangle  our 
ideas ;  that  they  cause  us  to  mistiSce  the 
false  for  the  trua  Were  we  to  listen  to 
all  the  faddists,  and  to  all  the  crotcheteers, 
there  would  be  nothing  read  at  alL  All 
the  books  that  have  ever  been  would  be 
placed  upon  the  Index  Expurgatorius. 
Bead  anything  and  everything,  say  L 
Only  fools  are  caaght  by  folly.  In  any 
case,  fools  are  but  fools.  Sooner  or  later, 
whate'er  betide,  they  are  sure  to  make  it 
plain.  By  printed  words  no  sane  soul 
ever  yet  was  hurt  As  to  romances  en- 
tangling our  ideas,  and  causing  us  to  mis- 
take falsehood  for  truth,  stuff,  dear  brethren 
— stuff,  and  rubbish  on  to  that !  But  few 
folks  liave  ideas  at  all,  and  those  few  may 
be  trusted  to  keep  them  free  from  tangle. 

Romances,  in  their  way,  are  very  well 
But  at  times  they  are  not  romantic 
enough  for  me.  At  times  I  want  to  get 
out  of  this  world,  right  clean  away  into  a 
world  beyond ;  I  want  the  cap  of  invisi- 
bility, and  the  carpet  of  locomotion.  In 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye  I  want  to  move 
from  Fleet  Street  to  Bagdad.  Or  in  the 
same  space  of  thne  I  want  Bagdad  to  come 
to  me.  I  want  some  one  to  people  the 
Great  City  of  the  Maddening  Smoke  with 
fairies ;  I  want,  under  such  circumstances, 
to  know  what  sort  of  city  it  would  be. 

If  fairies  were  to  have  a  hand  in  the 
affairs  of  Brown,  how  would  it  be  with 
Brown  1  Or  if  Qaeen  Mab  were  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Mrs.  Jones,  with  Ivhat  sort  of  eyes 
would  Mrs.  Jones  look  out  upon  the  world 
while  such  a  guest  was  in  her  house  I 
Suppose  the  Merry  Elves,  Pack  and  all  his 
tribe,  were  to  dight  one  day  in  that  abode 
of  bliss  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Gapel 
Court,  how  would  the  bulls  and  bears  be- 
have I  Think  of  the  pranks  which  the  little 
folk  might  play.  With  what  merry  malice 
they  might  set  all  the  Exchanges  of  the 
world  in  an  amazing  whirl.  What  rackets 
there  would  be!  Conceive,  if  you  can, 
what  might  happen  if  the  fairies,  in  a 
mirthful  mood,  were  to  take  up  their 
abode  in  London  for  but  one  single  day. 
Will  no  one  tell  the  talel  If  Pack,  or 
some  such  dainty  rogue,  were  to  flit  about 
the  Bow  for  but  one  hour  of  a  sunny. 
Bummer's  day;  or,  in  the  small  hours, 
were  to  peep  in  at  the  smartest  gathering 
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of  the  season.     What  '^  ohroniqaes  scan- 
daleases  "  would  set  the  woild  a-tittering ! 
We  must  all  of  as  know  many  people  on 
whom  we  shonld  like  to  have  the  fairies 
call.    Would  that  good  fairies  would  call 
on  all  sick  and    troubled  folk;    not  as 
mere  creatures  of  the  imagination,  but  as 
actual  creatures  of  flesh  and  blood !    We 
have  our  Sisters  of  Mercy,  who  have  shown 
the  world  this  many  a  day  that  the  qusdity 
which  they  represent  may,  indeed,  be  made 
twice  blessed.    But,  in  times  of  trouble, 
where  would  even  a  Sister  of  Mercy  be  if 
a  fairy  were  to  call  %    Think  of  what  such 
a  visit  might  be  made  to  mean.    Picture, 
as  we  scribblers  like  to  phrase  it,  to  your- 
selves the  scene.    The  woman — it  is  to  the 
women  that  the  trouble  comes  oftenest  and 
hardest — ^the  woman  borne  down  beneath 
the  burden  of  her  woe ;  let  us  each  choose 
for  ourselves  our  ideal  crief,  and  have  it 
that  that  particular  grief  is  hers ;  nothing 
in  the  world  to  lighten  it.    There  comes  a 
little  touch  upon  her  arm.   A  tiny  stranger 
is  standing  on  the  table  by  her  side.   Pouf ! 
She  knows  not  how-4>ut  her  grief  is  gone. 
The  gratification  of  three  wishes  is  a 
favourite  theme  in  fairy  tales.    Tou  are 
offered  three  wishes.    Whatever  you  wish 
for  you  faistantly  have.    What  should  you 
wish  for,  were  such  an  offer  made  to  you  % 
It  seems  to  me  that  the  chief  difficulty 
generally  is,  that  the  offer  is  made  so  un- 
expectedly.   It  takes  you  unawares.    You 
are  doing  something  quite  commonplace — 
patting  your  stockings  on,  or  hanging  out 
the  clotnesy  or  chopping  up  sticks,  or  some 
ordinary  thing  of  that  kind,  and,  before 
you  have  the  least  idea  of  anything  of  the 
sort,  your  fairy  godmother  is  standing  at 
your  side,  and  the  offer  is  made.    The 
result  is  that,  so  to  speak,  people    are 
flabbcrgaated  by  the  suddennessof  the  thing, 
and  their  wishes  are  apt  to  be  remarkable 
for  their  Incongruity. 

I  wonder  what  I  should  wish  for  if,  this 
very  instant,  my  fairy  godmother  were  to 
appear  at  my  right  handl  Let  me  con- 
sider. It  is  just  as  well  that  one  should 
consider  the  thing  in  advance,  because, 
when  the  actual  moment  does  arrive,  it 
eeems  that  sufficient  time  for  careful  con- 
sideration never  Is  allowed.  Fairy  god- 
mothers not  only  come  in  a  hurry ;  Uiey 
appear,  also,  to  be  in  a  hurry  to  get  away. 
What  would  you  wish  for,  out  of  all  the 
potentialities  in  the  whole  wide  world  % 

Perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  just  as  well  that 
one's  choice,  when  it  comes  to  plain  fact 
and  hard  experience,  is  hurried.    Because, 


the  more  you  consider,  the  more  bewildered 
you  are  apt  to  become.     I  think,  in  the 
first  place,  that  I  should  wish  for  health, 
perfect  health,  until  the  moment  comes  in 
which  it  is  written  that  I  shiJl  die.    And 
yet,  I  do  not  know — there  you  are,  you  see, 
bewilderment  already  1    A  healthy  animal 
is  a  selfish  animal.    When  one  is  in  health 
one  is  apt  to  resent  illness,  even  when  it 
visits  those  one  loves ;  to  regard  it  almost 
in  the  Ught  of  a  personal  offence.    No. 
Leave  me  human ;   very   human,  if  you 
please.     It  may  seem  absurd — surely,  in 
many  matters,  of  deliberate  choice  one 
would  be  numbered  with  the  fools  1 — but 
there  are  those  whose  sufferings  I  would 
share ;  whose  sorrows  I  would  make  my 
own,  always,  to  the  end.    I  think,  there- 
fore, that  I  should  have  to  modify  my 
wish,  and   to  ask  for  perfect  health,  not 
only  for  myself  but  also  for  all  those  who 
are  as  part  and  parcel  of  myself.     And 
yet,  again  I  do  not  know.    I  fancy  that 
we  should  become  a  most  superior  family. 
I  know  that  the  Smiths,  who  are  a  robust 
lot,  look    down  with  a  supercilious  air 
upon  the  Browns  whenever  any  of  the 
Browns  are  ill.  The  Browns  are  weaklings. 
They  always  have  a  doctor's  bill  on  hand. 
And  to  hear  the  Smiths  talking  with  such 
an  air  of  their  never  having  had  a  doctor 
in  the  house,  I  believe,  for  five-aud-fifty 
years,  must  be  hard  upon  the  Browns.     I 
fear  that  U  we  could  never  be  ill,  and 
knew  it,  in  the  matter  of  superciliousness 
and  so  on  we  should  soon  out-Smith  the 
Smiths.    There  are  tiie  physical  sufferings 
of  the  world  at  large.     One  would  scarcely 
desire  to  be  altoge^er  out  of  touch  with 
them.    One  might  be  a  cynic,  and  yet  not 
deliberately  choose  to  place  oneself  out  of 
the  possibility  of  feeling  sympathy  for  the 
sufferiuRs  of   one's  feUow  -  men.     It   is 
doubtful  if  we  can  sympathise  with  what 
we  cannot  share. 

I  fancy  that  my  first  wish  would  have  to 
take  another  shape.  You  see  the  dangers 
of  too  much  consideration.  ,  To  try  again  1 
I  would  like — ^yes,  I  certainly  would  like 
it,  and  I  say  so  without  the  slightest 
hesitation  1~I  would  like  fifty  thousand 
pounds  a  year.  At  the  same  tim<»,  I  should 
like  it  to  come  from  a  legitimate  source. 
I  should  have  to  tack  that  on  to  the  wish 
as  a  sort  of  codicil  One  says  it  with  all 
reverence,  but,  if  one  may  judge  from  the 
records,  fairy  godmothers  appear  to  be 
rather  difficult  people  to  deal  with.  Illogical, 
as  it  were.  I  should  not  care  to  have  mine 
take  that  fifty  thousand  pounds  a  year 
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from  Jones,  BobixiBODy  and  Thompson,  and, 
perhaps,  one  or  two  more  beiSdes,  and 
beggar  them  to  make  me  rich.  Not  that 
I  care  for  either  Jones,  Bobhison,  or 
Thompson.  Not  at  all.  Qaite  the  other 
way.  At  the  same  time,  so  to  speak,  one 
wonld  not  care  to  batten  on  the  meats 
which  they,  very  properly,  had  intended 
for  their  own  consamption.  Then,  of 
coarse,  there  occurs  the  question — why  fifty 
thousand  pounds  a  year  1  Why  not  make 
it  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  a  year  at 
oncel  To-day,  fifty  thousand  pounds  a 
year  men  are  nowhere.  So  they  say.  I 
speak  from  theory.  I  have  had  not  much 
experience  in  that  line  myself.  But  a 
week  or  two  ago  I  saw  it  written  some- 
where, that,  nowadays,  a  man  with  only 
fifty  thousand  pounds  a  year  could  scarcely 
be  considered  rich.  While  .  one's  fairy 
godmother  was  around,  it  would  be  a  pity 
to  spoil  the  ship  for  want  of  a  ba'porth 
of  tar.  We  are  informed — I  do  not  know 
by  whom,  but  we  are  informed — ^that  tiie 
late  Mr.  Jay  Gould  has  left  behind  him 
fifteen  hundred  thousand  pounds  a  year  in 
good  hard  cash.  When  my  fafa^  god- 
mother comes  in  my  direction,  I  shall  ask 
her  for  fifteen  hundred  thousand  pounds  a 
year— straight  out. 

I  don't  know  what  I  should  do  with 
it  if  I  got  it  I  really  don't.  It  would 
spoil  all  my  scheme  of  life.  ThaA  thing 
is  sure.  I  like  to  live  my  own  life,  out 
of  the  glare.  I  should  never  be  allowed 
to  do  it  ii  I  were  the  possessor  of  fifteen 
hundred  thousand  pounds  a  year.  Oh  dear  1 
Oh  dear  I  I  should  feel  bound  to  spend  it. 
How^  I  have  not  the  faintest  notion.  I 
do  not  think  that  I  have  one  extravagant 
taste  —  extravagant,  that  b,  in  the  sense 
of  the  extravi^ance  which  is  capable  of 
squandering  fifteen  hundred  thousand 
pounds  a  year.  My  conscience — ^it  is  not 
a  sensitive  one,  but  such  as  it  is*— would 
forbid  me  giving  it  away  in  lumps,  hap- 
hazard. At  least,  I  think  it  would.  I  might 
make  an  effort,  and  act  against  the  dictates 
of  my  conscience.  In  common  with  my 
fellows  I  have  done  so  before^  and  I  might 
again.  But  I  believe  that  l-  should  feel 
constrained  to  bestow  it  only  on  deserving 
objects.  The  man  who  resolves  to  seex 
personally  for  deserving  objects  on  whom 
to  bestow  his  benefactions,  provides  Iiimself 
with  more  than  sufficient  occupation 
to  last  him  for  the  poor  remainder  of 
his  life.    Oh  dear!    Oh  dear  1 

On  the  whole,  I  am  inclined  after  all 
to  hope  that,  when  my  fairy  godmother 


does  come  my  way,  she  will  take  me 
unawares.  If  I  have  to  think  out  my  three 
wishes  in  advance  and  to  have  them  auready 
for  her,  cut  and  dried,  I  fancy  that  I  shall 
4iever  wish  at  all.  In  such  a  position,  the 
man  who  considers,  like  the  woman  who 
hesitates,  Is  lost.  If  my  fairy  godmother 
were  to  come  upon  me  plump,  and  were 
to  take  me  unawares,  and  were  to  offer 
me  the  proverbial  choice^  perhaps,  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  I  m|g^t  be  able  to 
tske  advantage  of  her  offer.  And,  if  I 
did,  a  pretty  fool  I  should  make  of  myself, 
no  douot.  All  the  choosers,  in  the  records, 
have  been  pretty  fools.  I  should  be  in 
a  large,  if  not  in  good  company.  Tou  would 
be  wiser  than  I,  or  than  any  of  them,  no 
doubt  You  would  choosoi  and  choose 
wisely  and  well,  and  never  for  an  instant 
would  you  regret  your  choice.  I  should 
like  to  put  myself  in  your  place,  and  see. 
Only  I  should  reserve  to  myself  the  right 
to  withdraw  from  your  place  when  I  had 
had  enough  of  it. 

How  would  it  do  to  keep  a  fairy  in  the 
house^  whom  one  might  ask  for  a  thing 
whenever  one  wanted  it-^-a  sort  of 
Aladdin's  Wonderful  Lampi  How  charm- 
ing it  sounds  in  theory  1  In  practice,  how 
would  it  work]  Man  is  a  finite  being. 
His  capacity  is  limited.  Satiety  soon  sets 
in.  What  a  satiated  wretch  Aladdin  must 
have  beenl  He  had  only  to  want^  to 
have.  He  must  have  got  sick  to  death 
even  of  wanting,  very  soon.  A  finite 
being  possessed  of  infinite,  power — can  the 
imagination  conceive  of  a  fate  more 
horrid  1  It  was  the  most  f (»tunate  thing 
which  ever  happened  to  Um  in  his  life, 
when  the  magician  obtahied  possession  of 
that  old  lamp  in  exchange  for  an  article 
which  was,  at  any  rate,  stated  to  be  brand- 
new.  Surely  a  greater  idiot  than  Aladdin 
never  lived,  or  he  would  have  been  content 
to  allow  that  ill-omened  piece  of  property 
to  play  Old  Harry  with  some  one  else. 
But  so  sorely  was  he  cursedi  that  hia  every 
wish  was  destised  to  be  gratified,  riAht  to 
the  nauseously  satiating  end.  Tlie  lamp, 
the  source  of  all  his  woes,  fbecame  his 
again.    Alas,  poor  Aladdin  1 

Then  there  were  those  other  f aury  gifts, 
which,  in  .theory,  we  most  of  ua  know  so 
well.  For  instance,  there  was  that  carpet 
of  locomotion.  I  wonder  what  I  should 
do  with  it  if  it  were  mine.  I  think  that  I 
diould  plump  myself  upon,  it,  and  insist 
upon  its  transpbrting  me,  in  less  than  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  to  somewhere  where 
.the  sun  was  shining.    Yes^  and  then  1    It 
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would  be  no  use  to  have  a  carpet  of  that 

sort  naleaa  one  luad  it  well,  and  often. 

To  take  pioper  advantage  of  its  exceptional 

qmditiea  woold  neoeMitate  a  coneiderable 

amount  of  traveUing.    I  enapeet  that  the 

bet  of  its  poMaasion  would  soon  be  felt  to 

be  an  incabus^    One  would  ha^e  to  be 

always  on  the  ga     Belatively,  a  com- 

merdal  traveller  might  be  regarded  ae  being 

rootod  to  the  ground.    Then  think  of  the 

perili  wfaidi  its  ownership  would  entail.  A 

burglar  might  break  into  your  house  and 

steid»  then  plant  his  bootv  and  himself 

upon  yonr  carped  and,  with  swiftness  far 

exceeding  that  of  the  eleetdc  telegraph, 

vanish  hito  air.    Looking  at  the  question 

widely,  from  a  liberal-minded  point  of 

iriew,  I  am  conscious  of  no  overwhelming 

derire  that  the  carprt  of  locomotion  should 

oome  n^  way. 

As  for  the  cap  of  invisibility,  that 
always  did  seem  to  me  to  be  a  dangerous 
thing  to  have;  more  dangerous  than 
dynamita  If  it  were  mine*  I  feel  sure 
that  I  should  never  dare  to  put  it  on  my 
head.  I  hear  quite  enough  of  people's 
candid  oioniona  upon  personal  topics  as  it 
is*  What  I  should  do  if  I  were  present  at 
a  s^soee  at  which  I  was  supposed  to  be 
absent,  and  at  which  the  topic  of  conversa- 
tion liappened  to  be  myself,  I  am  unable 
to  fanaf^e.  Only  I  am  persuaded  that 
there  wodd  be  unpleasantnesa  all  round. 
The  cap  of  invisibility  would  only  enable 
one  to  play  tira  spy.  It  is  not  clear  what 
net  advantage  would  be  gained  by  that. 
We  are,  most  of  us,  blindworms.  We  do 
not  see  much.  Tet^  not  seldom,  we  see 
too  much  .for  our  own  happiness.  Bather 
than  be  destined  to  see  and  to  hear  all 
that  oi%ht-be  seen  and  heard,  it  would  be 
better  for  a  good  many  of  us  to  die. 

That  wonderful  Qiyglass  which  enabled 
one,  wfa&e  seated  at  one's  own  fireside, 
to  aee  Miything,  anywhere,  was  not  one 
whit  more  dedrable  a  possession  than  the 
cap  of  favisibility.  If  you  recall  all,  or 
%nj,  at  the  wonder-working  trifles  whioh 
are  mentioned  fisthe  chronicles  of  the 
dayu.of  the  bides,  if  yon  reason  them  out, 
yen  wlU  find,  at  the  very  least,  that  one 
is  just  as  well  without  them.  There  Is  this 
to-be  noted.  In  the  chioidcles,  as  they  have 
been  handed  down  to  ns,  the  owners  of 
the  marvels  only  used  them  for  certafai 
definite  purposes ;  and,  havbg  used 
them  lor  thosea  definite  purposes,  they 
appear  to  have  used  them  for  nothing 
ebe.  There  was  'an  end  of  them,  as  it 
were.     Somethnes,  .wa  are   gravely  in- 


formed, they  were  placed  In  museums — 
Caliphs'  museums,  and  similar  equivalents 
for  our  marine  stores — and  preserved  as 
curiosities.  Nowadays,  we  should  change 
all  that.  The  modern  man  who  became 
the  possessor  of  the  cap  of  invisibility 
would  feel  bound,  not  only  to  use  it  for 
certain  definite  purposes,  but  to  keep  on 
using  it.  Bound  1  Yes,  to  the  bitter  end. 
That  is  human  nature,  as  we  know  it  in 
the  present  year  of  grace.  And  that  is 
where  the  mbchief  would  come  in. 

We  are  not  only  entitled  to  love  fairy 
tales,  irithout  being  requested,  therefore,  to 
take  the  lowest  seat  \  but  I  do  think  that 
there  is  cause  to  wonder  why  no  fairy 
tales  are  being  told  to-day.  Not  in 
burlesque  fashion,  but  gravely,  as  of  old. 
Why,  for  instance,  should  not  some  one 
give  us  a  serious  study  of  a  modern  man 
who  becomes  possessed,  say,  of  the  cap  of 
invisibility  1  What  a  romance  might  be 
built  upon  that  one  possession  1  Does  no 
one  see  it  %  Not  a  novelist  of  them  all  % 
If  no  one  has  eyes  with  which  to  see,  it 
really  must  be  because  they  are  lacking  in 
what,  I  have  seen  it  written  somewhere, 
should  be  the  novelist's  chlefest  attribute 
— the  power  of  making  the  impossible 
appear  the  real.  Perhaps,  some  day,  a 
great  story-teller  shall  arise  who,  at  least 
whQe  he  continues  to  hold  us  in  the 
thriJl  of  his  magic,  shall  have  the  power 
to  make  us  believe  in  the  wonderful  tale 
which  he  shall  weave,'  even  about  what 
may  seem — to  those  whose  imaginations 
are  a-lacking — to  be  the  impossible  central 
motive  of  tne  cap  of  invisibility. 

THE  QUESTION. 

Dkab,  do  you  quite  forget  ?   The  soft  sweet  light 
Creeps  through  the  stillness  of  the  southern  night ; 
The  wavelets  whisper  on  the  golden  sand, 
The  scented  breeze  comes  sigmng  from  the  land ; 
The  white  stars  burn  in  the  ^eat  purple  arch ; 
And  yet  it  is  the  very  night  m  March, 
When  to  the  thunder  of  the  northern  shore, 
While  the  wild  waves  broke  in  with  crash  and  roar, 
Beside  the  dying  fire  we  pledged  the  vow 
That  is^ah,  well  l—dlscreetly  buried  now. 
All  day  I've  watched  the  sunshine  dazzling  down 
On  the  pine  woods  above  the  fishing  town ; 
Sp(^en  and  smiled,  exchanging  careless  greetings, 
With  those  who  never  knew  of  those  old  meetings 
In  the  deep  chines  between  each  sandy  hill, 
While  the  winds  swept  above  us,  fierce  and  shrill ; 
Little  we  recked,  we  two,  of  dark  grey  weather, 
So  we  might  dream  our  golden  hopes  together  1 
Now  many  a  lengthening  leaeue  between  us  lies. 
We  read  no  more  in  one  another's  eyes 
Omen  or  promise ;  the  keen  English  life 
Whirls  you  along  in  its  impetuous  strife ; 
Fight  on,  oh  gallant  heart  1  while  far  away, 
On  the  soft  shores  of  the  fair  foreign  bay, 
I  watch  the  sun  in  southern  glory  set, 
And  sometimes  ask  my  heart,  "Does  he  forget  r 
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AT  CROSS  PURPOSES. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY, 

It  was  all  Celia's  fault. 

If  it  hadn't  been  for  her  it  would  never 
have  occurred  to  me  to  quarrel  with  Jack ; 
it  would  never  have  occurred  to  me  that 
any  quarrel  was  necessary  to  prove  the 
strength  of  his  love ;  I  should  have  taken 
ft  for  granted,  and  been  happy  stiU. 

I  detest  Celia  1 

We  were  so  happy  till  she  came  to  stay 
with  Jack's  people,  and  told  me  I  was 
spoiling  him.  Of  course  it  was  no  business 
of  hers  if  I  were,  she  admitted  that ;  but 
she  was  so  fond  of  me  that  she  felt  she 
must  speak,  being  older  and  more  ex- 
perienced than  I,  and  implore  me  to 
remember  that  it  wasn't  only  my  lover 
I  was  spoiling,  but  my  future  husband; 
and  if  I  let  him  have  his  own  way  in 
everything  now,  I  should  never  be  able  to 
have  mine  by-and-by  when  we  were 
married.  She  spoke  so  seriously  about  it 
that  I  couldn't  help  being  a  little  impressed, 
though  of  course  I  didn't  let  her  know 
that ;  and  I  wouldn't  have  told  her  for  the 
world  that  I  intended  to  act  on  her  advice 
the  very  first  opportunity  that  offered. 
For  it  was  one  thing  to  quarrel  privately 
with  Jack,  but  quite  another  to  tell  Celia 
that  I  was  going  to  do  it,  and  take  her  into 
my  confidence  against  him. 

So  Jack  and  I  quarrelled  at  the  Homes' 
dance  last  night. 

I  hardly  know  what  it  was  about  in  the 
first  instance,  but  it  grew  and  grew  till  it 
seemed  to  me  there  was  nothing  we 
weren't  quarrelling  about;  and  Jack  was 
soon  terribly  in  earnest.  Though  we  had 
been  engaged  for  three  weeks,  I'd  no  idea 
he  had  it  In  him  to  be  so  angry;  and  of 
course  I  lost  my  head,  and  got  angry,  too 
—really  angry— and  said  horrid  things ; 
and — and — I  told  him  our  engagement 
was  broken  ofi^  and  there  must  be  an  end 
of  everything  between  us;  and — and — 
Jack  took  me  at  my  word.  I  never 
thought  of  his  doing  that. 

*'As  you  please,"  he,  said,  speaking 
quite  quietly  all  of  a  sudden.  We  were  in 
the  conservatory,  and  the  dance-music  in 
the  drawing-room  must  have  drowned  the 
sound  of  our  voices  half-a-dozen  yards 
away.  ''Tou  wish  our  engagement  to 
end,  Maud  ?  So  be  it  Your  letters  shall 
be  returned  to  you  to-morrow,  and  I  will 
at  once  leave  you  free  to  resume  your 
flirtation  with  Frank  Home." 


"  But— Jack- 
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His  face  was  set  and  white.  He  never 
even  looked  at  me.  The  music  ceased. 
Celia  and  severid  other  dancers  strolled 
into  the  conservatory,  and  Jack  left  me. 

Yes,  he  went  away  and  danced  with 
other  girls ;  and  he  never  spoke  one  word 
to  me,  or  came  near  me  again  the  whole 
evening. 

Of  course  I  danced  too — what  else  could 
I  do  under  the  drcumstances  1  I  danced 
with  Frank  Home,  and  I  flirted  with  liim 
a  little— not  as  Jack  flirted  with  Molly, 
and  Kate,  and  Celia,  and  half-a-dosen 
more — but  just  enough  to  show  him  that 
I  could  amuse  myself  very  well  without 
him,  and  that  I  wasn't  taking  our  quarrel 
to  heart 

I  was  acting  a  lie,  and  I  did  it  very 
creditably. 

Yes,  Jack  and  I  have  quarrelled,  and  it 
is  all  Celia's  fault 

Our  engagement  is  broken  off— we  have 
said  that  it  is  not  to  be  an  engagement  any 
more — and  now— 

Oh,  how  miserable  I  am 

It  is  a  dull  November  afternoon,  and 
mamma  has  gone  out,  so  I  sit  alone  in  the 
fire-lit  drawing-room,  and  think  over  all 
that  happened  last  night,  and  wonder  what 
Jack's  next  move  will  be.  Surely — surely, 
he  cannot  mean 

He  has  not  returned  my  letters  yet; 
surely  that  is  a  hopeful  sign. 

I  am  stiU  wearing  the  ring  he  gave  ma 
I  suppose  if  he  returns  my  letters,  I  sliaU 
have  to 

No— no,  I  oan'c  part  with  it.  He  could 
not  be  so  crael,  so  unreasonable. 

His  letters,  too.  Must  I  give  them  up! 
I  turn  them  over  in  my  hand — such  a  little 
bundle  of  them  as  there  is,  and  so  very 
hard  to  read  till  one  learns  to  know  the 
writing,  or  to  love  the  writer,  which  is  it 
— and  remember  the  pleasure  with  which 
I  first  received  them,  and  the  pride  with 
which  I  have  often  pored  over  them  since. 
I  pore  over  them  now,  stra&dng  my  eyes 
to  decipher  the  well-known  chmctera  in 
the  flickering  firelight  Dear  Jack,  what 
a  vile  hand  he  writes,  and  how  very  nicely 
he  expresses 

Harkl  some  one  is  crossing  the  hall. 
Surely  Jane  won't  be  so  foolish  as  to  show 
any  one  in  here  now. 

In  another  moment  "  Mr.  Dravton "  is 
announced,  and  Jack  himself  stands  before 
me. 

"Jackl"  I  start  to  my  feet^  and  all 
those  treasured  documents  fall^  rustling,  to 
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the  floor,  bat  I  never  think  of  them.  Who 
thinks  of  love-letters  in  the  presence  of  the 
writer  !    Jack  is  here,  my  Jack,  and 

Bat  is  he  indeed  my  Jack  ? 

The  first  glance  at  his  face  recalls  me  to 
myself,  and  reminds  me  that  he  is  no 
lonser  my  Jack,  or  Jack  at  all  to  me.  I 
told  him  I  wished  our  engagement  to  end, 
and  he  remembers  it  evidently,  though  I 
for  one  brief  moment  have  forgotten.  Oh, 
Jack — Jack ! 

fle  waits  till  the  servant  has  left  the 
room,  then  takes  a  small  packet  from  the 
breast-pocket  of  his  coat,  and  tarns  to  me. 

"  This  mast  be  my  apology  for  distorbing 
yoD,"  he  says  very  formally.  **  I  thought 
I  had  better  brbig  it  myself  in  case  of 
accidents." 

"  For  me  1"  I  spesk  vaguely,  and  without 
offering  to  take  it.    I  want  to  gain  time. 

'*  Tes — ^yoor  letters.  I  have  no  right  to 
them  now." 

''How — ^how  beautif  ally  you  have  packed 
aeml" 

He  turns  away  with  an  impatient  gesture, 
and  lays  them  on  the  table. 

"I  need  not  detain  you  any  longer,  now 
my  errand  is  done,"  he  says  quietly. 

''Bat — there  is  something  else.  Oh, 
yon  forget ! "  as  he  looks  at  me  question- 
iugly.  "  You  have  returned  my  letters 
promptly  enough — how  can  I  thank  you 
for  such  promptness  f  —  but  you  forget 
your  own.  As  you  say,  I  have  no  right  to 
them  now." 

"  Yon  wish  me  to  take  them !  Very 
well" 

But  I  do  not  wish  him  to  take  them ; 
anything  but  that !  I  want  to  postpone 
the  moment  of  parting ;  that  is  all. 

''Will  yon  be  good  enough  to  fetch 
themi" 

"They  are  here,  on  the  floor.  Will 
you  be  good  enough  to  help  me  pick  them 
up!" 

He  does  so  without  a  word.  Together 
we  stoop  to  collect  them;  together  we 
lay  them  on  the  table,  Together  for  the 
last  time! 

I  bring  paper  and  string,  and  proceed  to 
pack  them  up;  while  he  watches  me  in 
silence. 

"I  fear  this  will  not  be  such  a  neat 
parcel  as  yours,"  I  say,  speaking  as 
steadily  as  I  can,  and  bending  over  the 
table  to  hide  my  troubled  face.  "  You 
know  I'm  never  good  at  this  sort  of 
thing." 

"  I  know,"  shortly. 

"  I   can't  do  it ! "   and    a  great    tear 
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splashes  on  the  packet     '*  I'm  very  sorry, 
but " 

'*  Don't  bother  about  it,"  and  he  lays 
his  hand  on  mine  saddenly.  "No  need 
for  such  a  fuss.  Give  them  to  me  as  they 
are." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
them)"  as  he  takes  them  from  my 
trembling  hands. 

"  Pat  them  in  the  fire  1 "  and  he  turns 
to  do  so. 

"  No,  no,  no ! "  I  cry,  springing  forward, 
and  laying  a  detaining  hand  on  his  arm. 
"  Oh  ;  don't.  Jack  1 " 

"Why  notl"  pausing.  '*You  don't 
want  them,  and  I'm  sure  I  don't" 

'*! — I  do!  Please  give  them  back  to 
mel" 

"  What  for  ? " 

"  To  keep  1    To  remind  me- 

"  Oi  my  folly  1 " 

'Of  my  own.     I — 

"  Your  folly  is  over  and  done  with  I 
Oar  engagement  is  broken  off ! "  he  says 
moodOy.     "  Better  forget  it  ever  existed." 

"  I  cannot  do  that  1 "  with  an  irre- 
pressible little  sob.  "I  am  waiting  for 
those  letters." 

''Take  them,  then,"  and  he  throws 
them  down  on  the  table.  "  Keep  them  to 
compare  with  Home's,  if  you  like.  I 
don't  care  1 " 

"How  can  you  insult  me  sol  What 
right  have  you  to  think  me  so  mean,  so 
heartless)"  I  cry  indignantly.  "And 
you  cared  for  me  once — or  pretended  to  ! " 

'*I  did  care;  I  care  now,  though  I 
know  I'm  only  a  fool  for  my  pains  1" 
bitterly.  "  Heartless,  do  you  say  1  How 
can  I  help  thinkmg  you  heartless  after 
your  conduct  last  night ) " 

"My  conduct)  And  what  of  yours) 
If  I  danced  with  Frank,  and^yes,  flirted 
with  him  a  little;  you  were  flirting  all 
the  time  with  Delia,  and  Molly,  and — 
oh,  there  wasn't  a  girl  in  the  room  that 
you  didn't  flirt  with !  You  know  there 
wasn't  1 " 

"Yes;  and  you  should  know  that  there 
is  safety  in  numbers,"  he  retorts,  fixing 
his  dark  eyes  on  mine  reproachfally. 
"  But  you,  Maud,  you  flirted  with  Frank 
all  the  time ;  and  with  no  one  but  Frank. 
A  very  different  thing." 

"Ajid  what  was  I  to  do  when  you 
deserted  me)  Sit  still  and  look  miser- 
able) Thanks,  no!  Really,  you  are 
unreasonable." 

"  You  forget  that  I  did  not  desert  you, 
as  yon  call  it,  till  after  you  had  given  me 
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to  understand  that  I  wasn't  wanted.  Yon 
told  me  to  go,  and  I  went." 

"  Ton  did^on  the  instant  I " 

*'  And  yon  Uame  me  for  that  now  1  Did 
70a  not  mean  me  to  take  yon  at  your 
word  1 " 

I  look  at  him  as  he  stands,  very  tall  and 
erect,  on  the  other  side  of  the  fireplace,  his 
brown  eyes,  irith  a  certain  defiance  in  them, 
watching  me  intently,  and  I  feel  thankful 
that  at  least  we  are  not  going  to  part  in 
silence.  Hb  love  may  not  he  strong  enough 
to  stand  the  test  of  oar  quarrel,  but  still — 
he  loves  me.    Oh,  if  only ! 

*'Did  you  not  mean  me  to  take  you  at 
your  word  1 "  he  repeats. 

'<  Not  like  that,!'  slowly.  '  *  You  went— 
oh,  yes — as  if  you  were  glad  to  go.  I  dare 
say  you  were,  but  you  needn't  have  betrayed 
you^r  feelings  quite  so  plainly." 

"I  haven't  the  smallest  intention  of  be- 
traying my  feelings  for  your  gratification," 
he  says,  with  some  warmtL  "You  have 
treated  me  shamefully,  but  I  see  little  use 
in  disGUSsinff  it  now.  I  don't  want  to  re- 
proach you  for  jilting  me.  You've  done  it, 
and  that's  enough." 

"Jilting  you  I    Oh,  Jack!" 

"  Gall  It  what  yon  please,"  and  he  turns 
away  wearOy.  "  We  won't  quarrel  about 
that    Gelia  was  right,  I  sea" 

"Oelia?" 

'^  Tes,  she  said  it  would  only  make  matters 
worse  if  I  saw  you.  I  didn't  believe  her, 
but 
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"  Oelia  tried  to  stop  your  coming  !  " 

"  If  you  like  to  put  it  in  tiiat  way,  yes," 
With  a  look  of  surprise.  "  But  I  thought  I 
4mght  to  bring  those  letters  myself,  so  I 
came." 

"  From  a  bitter  sense  of  duty :  I  under- 
stand." 

"Not  altogether  that."  He  hesitates  a 
moment,  and  then  adds  quickly :  "  I  may 
as  well  tell  yon  all  since  I  am  here.  I 
thought — that  is,  I  hoped — ^there  might 
liave  been  some  inisunderstanding,  and  you 
have  said  more  than  you  really  meant.  It 
all  seema  so  sudden  to  me,  you  know,  for  I 
had  not  grown  tired  of  our  engagement, 
.whatever  you  may  have  done.  But  sbice 
you  evidently  wish  to  quarrel  with  me,  I 
won't  stand  in  your  way.  You  might  have 
trusted  ine,  though,  as  yon  have  trusted 
Oelia." 

Oelia'again  I  I  begin  to  hate  the  sound 
of  her  name  I 

"  Oelia  seems  to  have  been  unwarrant- 
ably busy  with  my  aflPabrs,"  I  say  coldly. 
'<  I  don't  know,  of  course,  what  she  may, 


or  may  not,  have  told  you ;  but  this  I  do 
know,  that  I  have  never  trustod  her,  and 
that  I  trust  hex  less  than  ever  now." 

"  You  are  ungratefti],  surdy.  She  tried 
to  spare  you  this  interview." 

"Had  it  not  been  for  her,  it  would 
never  have  been  necessary.  But  go  to  her, 
since  you'd  rather  take  her  word  than 
mine,"  passionately.  "  Oo  to  her,  and  toll 
her  that  she  has  succeeded,  thanks  to  my 
folly  and  your " 

I  break  off,  unable  to  speak  for  the 
rising  sobs  that  choke  my  utterance,  and 
turn  away  abruptly  to  the  window. 

"  Succeeded  !  Oelia ! "  he  repeats  more 
to  liimself  than  to  me.  "  Maud,  wnat  Is 
the  meanlug  of  all  this?  Is  it  possible 
that  Oelia  misunderstood " 

"  She  misunderstood  nothing,"  I  speak 
in  a  dull,  expressionless  way,  and  without 
turning  round.  "  She  is  far  too  clever  for 
that.  It  is  you  who  misunderstand, 
and  I." 

"  What  have  I  misunderstood  1  Oh ;  if 
you  won't  tell  me  I  must  go  to  Oelia 
and " 

"  Yes,  go  to  her.  What  are  you  staying 
here  for  r* 

''Nothing  now,"  and  he  walks  to  the 
door.  In  another  moment  he  will  be 
gone. 

Oan  I  let  him  go  like  this  ?  No,  a  thou- 
sand times,  no. 

"  Wait,"  and  I  turn  impulsively ;  "  you 
— you  have  forgotten  something." 

"  Have  1 9    And  what  1 " 

"  Your  ring.  I  have  no  right  to  it  now, 
as  you  say." 

"  I  never  said  so,  but— -^'  he  checks 
himself.     "  Give  it  to  me,  then." 

"  Oome  and  teke  it" 

I  cannot,  I  will  not  take  it  off.  I  try  in 
a  feeble,  purposeless  sort  of  way,  conscious 
that  his  eyes  are  upon  me  all  the  time. 
Then  I  desist  and  look  at  him,  laughing 
nervously. 

"  I  can't  do  it,  Jack ;  if  yon  want  it  you 
must  teke  it  off  for  yourself,"  and  I  hold 
out  my  hand. 

He  tokes  it  in  silence,  but  he  makes  no 
effort  to  remove  the  ring.  Instead  of  that 
he  looks  at  me  for  a  moment  and  shakes 
his  head. 

"  No,  dear,  I  don't  want  it  If  it  is  to 
oome  off  at  all  you  must  take  it" 

**  It  seems  almost  a  pity,  doesn't  it  t "  I 
say  softly,  and  my  voice  is  scarcely  so 
steady  as  it  might  be.  He  makes  no  reply, 
but  passes  his  arm  round  my  waist  and  his 
hold  on  my  hand  tightens. 
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"Tre  got  naed  tolt,  yoa  see,  and  I  should 
miaa  it     May  I  ke&p  it,  Jack  t '' 

<'  On  one  eonditioii." 

<>  And  that  is ?" 

"  That  yoa  keep  me  too." 

"  Ob,  Jack,  how  gladly  I " 

He  ii  my  Jack  once  more,  and  I  tell 
him  all,  my  head  on  his  shoulder. 

Oar  qaarrel  is  oyer,  and  we  both  detest 
She  can  never  oome  between  as 


any  more. 


THE  BEEOKNOCK  BEACONS. 

The  Brecknock  Beacons  are  notable 
peaks  in  a  land  that  has  no  lack  of 
moontidns.  If  they  were  in  England, 
they  woold  long  ago  have  acquired  high 
fame  for  their  pcturesqueness.  But  they 
are  in  Wales;  they  are  hedged  around 
with  other  mountahi  masses;  and  they 
are  approached  bj  no  very  admirable 
service  of  traina  These  things  are  a  bar 
to  their  celebrity.  The  bar  deserves  to  be 
weakened  as  much  as  possible. 

Prom  the  little  grey  town  of  Brecon 
the  Beacons  stand  forth  superbly.  There 
is  a  foreground  of  meadowy  and  well- 
cultivated  fields,  watered  by  the  IJsk, 
which  draws  its  silver  thread  through 
iheix  midst ;  thence  the  mountains  spring 
boldly,  and  over  them  the  three  angular 
summits  rear  their  bald  red  heads  wiUi 
an  eifectiveness  that  leaves  little  to  the 
imagination.  It  is  not  here  as  in  Dart- 
moor, where  the  plough  has  gained  the 
upper  hand  over  Nature.  A  slight 
"chevaux-de-frise"  of  coppices  on  the 
slopes,  and  wire-enclosed  pastures  exist  in 
places.  There  are  also  collie  dogs,  some- 
times curious  about  the  texture  of  strange 
tiDiisers.  Otherwise,  it  is  easy  to  pass 
from  the  2one  of  farms  to  the  zone  of 
untrammelled  mountains.  It  is  not  so 
easy  to  g^in  the  topmost  crag  of  Pen-y-Fan, 
the  U|^^  point  of  the  Beacons.  The 
^adient  in  places  is  severe,  and  provoca- 
tive of  pulling.  This  is  especially  so  at 
the  summit.  But  perseverance  meets  with 
its  due  reward  in  a  broad  view  that 
eredits  Pen-y-Fan  with  all  its  two  thousand 
nine  hunted  and  ten  feet  above  the  sea- 
leveL 

The  characteristic  feature  of  the  Beacons, 
after  their  boldness,  is  their  eolour.  On 
their  steeper  faces  they  are  blood-red--or, 
to  be  strictly  truthful,  sandstone  red. 
From  their  lower  parts  this  colour  shows 
most  Impressively.    Tou  see  a  series  of 


four  or  five  glowing  precipices.  They  are 
very  real  precipices  toa  The  north- 
eastern escarpment  of  Pen-y-Fan  falls 
several  hundred  feet  at  an  angle  of  sixty 
or  seventy  degrees,  and  its  neighbour 
peaks  have  similar  cliffs.  You  can  see 
nothing  finer  of  its  kind  in  our  island; 
but  to  appreciate  these  red  faces  you  must 
get  near  to  them.  From  Brecon  and  else- 
where on  a  fine  day  their  predominating 
colour  is  an  indefinite  grey ;  and  in  dark 
weather  all  is  black  and  fearsome.  It  is 
quite  worth  while  to  risk  one's  calves  with 
me  sheep-dogs  to  get  even  but  on  com- 
prehending terms  with  the  Beacons, 

The  lanes  of  the  lowlands  that  lead  up 
to  the  flanks  of  the  mountainB  are  charm- 
ing specimens  of  the  English  lane  at  its 
best.  They  are  narrow  and  high-hedged, 
in  places  arched  over  by  trees,  and  in  the 
early  summer  an  astonishing  variety  of 
bird-music  sounds  upon  all  sides.  The 
hedge  undergrowth  is  bright  with  ferns 
and  mosses,  and  all  the  common  wild 
flowers  assert  themselves.  Wild  roses, 
honeysuckle,  and  foxgloves  are  very 
much  to  the  front»  and  the  errant  sprays 
of  dog-rose  make  delightful  frames  for  the 
mountain  masses  beyond. 

From  the  lanes  we  pass  to  the  wildw 
meadows,  still  studded  with  gorse  and  um- 
brageous hawthorns.  Orchids  grow  in 
these  moist,  warm  hmds.  The  bleating  of 
sheep  and  lambs  is  constant  hete — ^vuied 
towards  evening  by  the  stentorian  in- 
structions of  the  shepherd,  and  the  sheep- 
dog's short,  sharp,  responsive  barks^  The 
swelling  bulk  of  the .  mountains  begins 
with  the  meadows,  and  you  ascend  toil- 
somely, the  wind  buffeting  your  cheek 
more  and  kaore  heartily  every  minute.  It 
is  a  racy  air,  this  of  the  Beacons.  Central 
Wales  is  so  pervaded  with  mountains,  that 
no  matter  £rom  what  direction  the  wind 
blows  it  has  had  little  intercourse  with  the 
plains  ere  coming  to  the  Beacons.  South 
only  is  there  any  hazard  of  pollution. 
Here  axe  the  furnaces  and  mines  of  the 
great  Merthyr  district;  you  do  not  see 
signs  of  them,  however,  until  you  are  on 
Pen-y-Fan's  summit  If  the  shock  they 
cause  is  insupportable,  you  have  then  only 
to  turn  east,  west^  or  north  for  the 
antidote.  It  is  rather  hard,  nevertheless, 
not  to  admire  the  human  eneigy  which 
has  tackled  nature  here  so  mercilessly,  at 
such  a  considerable  elevation  above  the 
sea. 

It  is  but  a  short  ramble  from  the  sum- 
mit of  one  Beacon  to  the  other  summits. 
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The  easterly  points  are  the  best  worth 
attention  for  their  thrills.  One  or  two 
people  have  come  to  an  end  from  these 
edges.  Their  impmdence,  of  course,  has 
been  the  death  of  them ;  bat  after  gazing 
for  a  while  at  these  walls  of  gory  red, 
something  of  fatal  fascination  seems,  to  get 
hold  even  of  the  man  who  has  no  partloalar 
desire  to  write  the  word  'Tinis"  to  his  life. 
The  gloom  of  the  hollows  between  the 
motmtains  is  also  alluring  in  its  own  ugly 
way.  If  this  sort  of  Infatuation  begins,  it 
is  as  well  to  fight  it  promptly  by  sthrring 
about.  Whbky  is  regarded  an  excellent 
specific  against  such  mania;  and  if  the 
whisky  needs  to  be  adulterated,  you  may 
find  just  below  Pen-y-Fan,  to  the  west,  two 
ice-cold  springs,  which  here  give  the  Biver 
Taif  a  start  towards  the  sea.  There  is 
further  the  view,  which  ought  to  be  a 
strong  distraction.  Looking  north,  east, 
and  west  the  prospect  is  extraordinarily 
mountainous.  The  town  of  Brecon  nestles 
in  its  hollow;  but  no  other  town  is  visible. 
Thousands  of  green  and  brown  enclosures 
indicate  the  agricultural  wealth  of  this 
part  of  Wales,  and  one  dim  line  above 
another  mark  also  the  different  ranges 
which  are  so  many  pencillings  of  shading 
on  the  map.  The  Black  Mountains,  east, 
are  the  most  conspicuous  of  these  masses. 
They  differ  much  from  the  Beacons.  The 
latter  have  strong,  separate  individuality. 
The  Black  Mountains,  however,  form  long, 
level  plateaux,  and  do  not  drop  to  the 
valleys  abruptly. 

It  is  advisable  after  ascending  Pen-y- 
Fan  to  tarry  in  Brecon  for  a  dav  or  two, 
so  as  to  become  quite  famlll«rlsea  with  the 
extent  as  well  as  the  near  presentment  of 
the  mountains.  The  town  is  far  from  a 
bad  little  place,  though  torpid  to  a  degree. 
It  contains  a  priory  church  that  would  not 
disgrace  one  of  the  newer  cathedral  cities ; 
some  fragments  of  a  castle;  and  an  old- 
fashioned  hotel  which  incorporates  these 
fragments  In  its  grounds,  and  in  which 
you  may  see  enough  old-fashioned  sDver 
to  excite  the  envy  of  a  new-fashioned 
millionaire.  They  talk  English  in  Brecon, 
which  Is  great  gain  for  an  Englishman. 
There  Is  farther  the  Biver  Usk,  spanned 
by  an  old  bridge,  and  with  a  slip  of  a 
modem  promenade  made  on  Its  northern 
bank.  Fishing  may  be  enjoyed  here 
gratis,  though  in  droughty  days  not  much 
can  be  expected  of  a  mountain  stream, 
comparatively  so  near  its  source.  By 
hook  or  by  crook,  though,  they  will  get 
you  trout  for  breakfast  at  the  hotel ;  and 


you  may  do  much  worse  than  eat  your 
trout  as  some  do  In  Brecknockshire,  with 
fried  bacon.  In  lilstorical  and  antiquarian 
matters  Brecon  Is  rather  more  than  an 
average  town.  Mrs.  Siddons  was  bom 
here  in  1755,  the  house  of  her  nativity 
being  now  a  commonplace  tavern.  Brecon's 
situation  Is  both  romantic  and  healthy. 
Though  it  lies  in  a  hole,  it  is  yet  some 
four  hundred  feet  above  the  Atlantic's 
level. 

A  few  miles  east  of  Brecon  is  the  lake 
of  Safaddan,  known  more  generally  as  the 
Llangorae  water.  Thi^,  too,  should  be 
visited  for  its  outlook  towards  the  Beacons. 
It  is  a  pretty  reedy  pool,  having  like  other 
lakes  traditions  of  mammoth  pike  and 
perch  to  lure  the  angler  to  spend  many 
placid  days  on  its  shining  surface.  Its  shores 
are  charming — green  wooded  meadows 
sloping  gently  to  the  water,  ^  and  a  spacious 
reach  of  commonland  belongingto  Llangorse 
village  and  giving  the  villagers  access  to 
the  lake.  On  this  common  you  may  see 
cattle  and  horses  erazlng,  and  at  holiday 
times,  groups  of  picnickers  from  the  coal 
and  iron  districts  to  the  soutti  who  have 
come  hither  in  waggonettes.  Here,  too, 
you  may  meet  with  an  accredited  boat- 
owner  who  will  be  happy  to  take  you  upon 
the  water  and  assure  you  that  the  sport 
you  will  have  will  surprise  yon. 

Llangorse  village  itself  nestles  amid  trees 
on  the  north  side  of  the  lake.  It  Is  not 
a  fashionable  pleasure  resort.  Its  hotels 
are  mere  village  Inns,  apt  to  become  very 
noisy  in  the  evening,  when  the  thirsty 
Welshmen  assemble  over  their  cups  and 
breed  arguments  which  they  discuss  to  the 
end  clamorously,  after  the  Celtic  mode. 
In  the  white  road  outside  the  village 
children  caper  and  shout,  or  chase  the 
ducks  and  geese  which  try  periodically 
to  stroll  from  the  little  brook  Into  the 
highway  in  search  of  more  life  than  the 
dwindled  watercourse  affords  them.  There 
is  a  church  at  Llangorse  and  there  are  two 
or  three  chapels ;  the  former -old  of  founda- 
tion, the  latter  new  and  ugly,  like  their 
brethren  elsewhere  In  the  Principality. 
Any  of  the  Llangorse  boys  will  be  charmed 
to  take  yon  up  the  church  tower,  whereby 
you  come  to  a  level  with  the  tops  of  the 
trees  around  you.  Bat  you  do  not  greatly 
extend  your  horfzon  by  the  ascent.  The 
Beacons  In  their  majesty  are  still  the 
dominant  features  of  your  landscape.  And 
afterwards  you  must  not  gramble  if  a 
gentle-faced  but  Imperative  little  damsel 
meets  you  In  the  aisle  and  tells  you  she 
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is  reqaested  by  the  vicar  to  draw  your 
attention  to  a  money-box  in  which  you  are 
to  pat  a  silrer  piece  or  two  for  the  charch 
restoration  fund.  Strangera  in  Scotch 
tweeds  oannot  be  allowad  to  pass  tinre- 
qoisidoned  in  little  Liang  )r8e. 

There  is  a  veteran  fiaherman  in  the 
village  with  whom  the  angler  may,  to  his 
profit,  make  acqnaintance.  He  is  not  a 
Wdshman,  but  he  has  exiled  himself  in 
Llangorse  for  three  or  foar  decades. 
There  ia  no  mistaking  him.  He  strolls 
about  the  village  in  dau  brown  velveteens 
and  blue  homespun  stockings,  conscious 
tiiaty  sooner  or  later,  the  enthusiastic 
angler  must  seek  his  society.  Old  Atnor, 
as  Us  name  is,  has  a  reputation  as  a  shot 
and  a  fisherman  wiiich  transcends  poor 
little  Llangorsa  Bat  though  bom  in 
Devon,  which  still  holds  his  ^acfcionSy  he 
lives  on  in  Llangorse,  respected  by  the 
Walahmen  if  not  greatly  respecting  his 
ne^hboors  in  his  turn.  He  lives  alone  in 
a  white  cottage.  A  widower  these  many 
years,  he  has  become  something  of  a 
misogyne;  and  as  he  baits  your  line  a- 
fresh  for  perch,  or  knocks  on  the  head  the 
aix-ponnd  pike  you  have  just  landed  so 
def  dy — thimks  to  his  capable  instructions — 
he  tells  you  how  he  proposes  to  continue 
living  alone  for  the  rest  of  his  days. 
Though  well  past  three-score  and  ten,  he 
is  hale  and  sinewy  to  a  marvel,  and  would, 
if  he  wished,  readily  meet  with  another 
wifa  For  he  is  not  only  a  handsome  old 
man  and  strong,  but  reputed  very  well-to- 
da  There  never  was  a  man  givhig  fairer 
promise  of  growing  into  a  centenarian.  If 
he  could  have  his  will,  I  expect  he  would 
eiioose  to  die  suddenly  some  day  thirty 
years  hence  in  his  boat  on  the  lake  on  a 
good  fislung  day,  with  the  Beacons  to  the 
■oath-west,  softly  mottied  with  grey  cloud 
shadows,  and  just  after  having  taken  that 
leviathan  pike  which  he  has  so  often 
liooked,  and  which  has  always  hitherto 
eluded  him. 

There  are  li^ends  about  Llangorse  Lake 
or  Llyn  Safaddan.  It  will  do  no  harm 
to  recount  tihe  most  significant  of  them. 

Ages  ago  there  lived  a  wealthy  and 
attractive  lady  who  was  mistress  of  the 
water  and  its  verdant  surroundings.  A 
poor  young  man  sought  her  hand  and  was 
promptiy  rejected  for  his  poverty.  This 
rejection  set  the  suitor  thinkiag  how  he 
eould  improve  his  worldly  station.  He 
ehose  a  bad  method — nothing  less  than 
highway  robbery  and  murder.  The  man 
he  murdered  must  have  been  a  purveyor 


for^  one  of  the  district  princes,  for  the 
fruits  of  the  crime  sufficed,  at  one  stroke, 
to  make  the  murderer  opulent  Be  that 
as  it  may,  the  youth  now. sped  to  the^dy 
of  Llyn  Safaddan  and  showed  his  treasiyes 
But  the  lady  was  curious  about  the  change 
in  his  a£Fairs,  and  insisted  on  knowing 
this  and  that  about  him.  Whereupon  he 
confessed  all  to  her.  This  great  proof  of 
his  love  won  her  heart,  but  she  enjoined 
the  young  rascal  first  to  make  his  peace 
with  the  spirit  of  the  murdered  man.  At 
the  graveside  a  voice  was  heard  crying  : 
"Is  there  no  vengeance  for  innocent 
blood  1 "  An  answer  also  was  heard : 
*'  Not  until  the  ninth  generation."  Ttien 
the  lady  of  Llyn  Safi^dfloi  was  satisfied 
and  took  the  murderer  for  husband.  By 
some  strange  means  the  wedded  pair  lived 
on  and  on  until  they  saw  their  children 
and  children's  children  to  the  ninth 
generation.  Then  they  thought  they  might 
mock  at  the  judgement  from  the  grave, 
and  prepar<3d  a  banquet  for  the  purpose. 
But  suddenly,  when  the  cups  were  passing 
at  their  freest,  there  came  an  earthquake, 
and  the  old  folks  and  the  young  folks  all 
alike  disappeared.  You  may,  it  Is  said, 
see  the  weathercock  of  their  church  in  the 
depths  of  the  lake.  Times  are,  too,  when 
the  very  bells  of  the  submerged  church 
are  to  be  heard  ringing.  Bat  it  must 
have  been  a  very  low  church,  for  the  lake 
is  not  generally  deep ;  its  weeds,  too,  have 
absorbed  many  a  fiah-hook.  This  tale  is 
told  in  one  of  the  Harleian  manuscripts, 
and  ii  as  true,  doubtiess,  as  most  Welsh 
legends. 

It  is  difficult  to  believe  anything  against 
the  character  of  Llyn  Safaddan  on  a  placid 
summer  day,  when  the  glassy  surface  of 
the  lake  is  ruffled  only  by  impetuous  gnat?, 
hungry  fish,  and  tlursty  swallows.  But 
with  low  clouds  on  Mynydd  Llangorse  to 
the  east,  with  the  Beacons  black  under  the 
like  bicubi,  and  with  whistiing,  stormy 
winds  howling  across  the  lake,  this  looks 
steeped  in  ^'dire  calamity."  However,  if 
the  pike  are  taking  under  these  latter  con- 
ditions, the  angler  will  still  laugh  Safaddan's 
grisly  taies  to  scora  Old  Amor,  too,  will 
not  smoke  one  pipe  the  less  at  such  a  time. 
If  the  wraiths  of  Llyn  Safaddan  are  of  a 
proud  and  vengeful  kind,  they  must  feel 
much  out  of  humour  with  this  old  Devonian 
and  his  contempt  for  them. 

Llyn  Safaddan  lies  in  the  valley  be- 
tween the  Beaconsand  the  Black  Mountains. 
From  Llangorse  you  may  gain  either  heights 
in  a  few  hours.    As  a  holiday  resort,  there- 
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fore,  thifl  little  village  miut  not  bo 
despifled. 

Bat  for  the  Beaconi  no  place  is  better 
thanTBreooB  town.  Three  or  four  days  here, 
espeofadly  if  yoa  have  a  bedroom  the 
windows  of  which  look  straight  at  the 
mountains,  will  imprint  Pen-y*Fan — {.e., 
«the  highest  head"— and  his  neighbour 
peaks  fast  in  yonr^^mind.  It  is  the  Idnd  of 
impression  that  does  one  good. 

There  are  several  blearre  epitaphs  in 
Brecon  P|dory  ohnrchyard.  One  on  a 
carpenter  and  his  son,  a  batcher,  may  be 
reprodaced : 

O  earth  of  earth,  observe  this  well, 
That  earth  in  earth  was  doomed  to  dwell, 
Then  earth  in  earth  to  dust  remain. 
That  earth  in  earth  must  riae  again. 

I  have  just  given  this  verse  to  my  little 
boy,  with  a  reqaest  that  he  will  parse  it 
for  me.  After  much  ploughing  of  fingers 
in  his  hair  and  divers  exclamations,  the  lad 
has  rebelled  utterly  against  the  task — he 
believes  it  to  be  unparsable.  I  am  not 
sore  that  he  is  not  right.  However,  to  this 
epitaph  a  line  or  two  might  well  be  added  on 
the  advisability  of  that  very  concrete  form 
of  "  earth  in  earth  " — ^to  wit,  the  tourist — 
seeing,  for  his  remembrance's  sake,  as  many 
as  possible  of  the  pretty  places  of  <<  earth 
on  earth,"  ere  he  becomes  "earth  under 
earth."  The  Brecon  Beacons  ought  to  be 
included  in  the  list. 


"A  EEDFACED  NIXON." 


BEiDSRS  of  the  **  Pickwick  Papers"  will 
renmnber  the  expression  rather  disrespect- 
fully used  hy  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  to  his 
father,  Mr.  Tony  Wellar ;  *'  You've  been 
prophecying  away,  very  fine»  lik^  a  red-faced 
NixoQ^"  and  also  Sam's  reply  to  his  father's 
query  as  to  Nixon's  identity :  "  This  here 
gen'l'm'n  was  a  prophet"  Perhaps  a  few 
particulars  regarding  the  '' prophet"  in 
question  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  the 
general  reader. 

John,  or  Jonathan,  Nixon,  the  father 
of  the  prophet,  was  an  agriculturist,  who 
had  a  lease  of  a  farm  called  <<  Bark,"  or 
**  Bridge  House,"  in  the  parish  of  Over, 
near  New  Ohurcb,  Delamere,  Cheahbe; 
and  there  Eobert  Nixon,  the  prophet,  was 
born  on  Whit  Sunday,  1467,  in  the  reign 
of  Edward  the  Fourth.  From  his  infancy 
the  future  prophet  was  remarkable  for  his 
natural  stupidity  and  astonishing  ignorance. 
It  was  only  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that 


his  parents  could  instruct  hbn  how  to  (drive 
a  horse  or  tend  the  cattle. 

The  parents,  at  their  death,  Isfti  the 
farm,  and  the  -care  of  their  mm,  Bobert^  te 
Uie  future  pK)phel's  elder  brother  $  and 
Robert's  first  prophecy  was  not  long  bi 
being  made  and  fulfiUel  As  be  was 
drivuig  a  team  one  day,  whilst  Us  brotherfe 
servant -man  was  giddiiig  thO'  pbnghy 
Bobert  pricked  one  of  the  oxen  so  very 
cruelly  with  the  goad,  that  tke  mad 
threatened  to  report  the  matter  to  hik 
master.  On  this  Nixon  said,  ''The  ox 
wiQl  not  be  my  brotiier's  three  days  hence.*' 
This  happened  aeeoiding^y,  far,  *  there 
being  a  death  in  the  f anoly,  tbe'loid  of 
the  manor  claimed  the  ox  hi  question  as 
a  <*herriet,"  or  acknowledgement^  whiehy 
by  the  tenure  of  some  estates,. was  due  to 
every  new  lord  of  tlie  manor. 

Daring  his  residence  on  this  farm^ 
Nixon  was  very  reserved^  and  eeMem 
spoke.  When  he  did  so^  his  voioe  wmb 
so  harsh  and  rough  that  it  was  difficult  te 
hear  properly  what  he  intended  to  say. 

About  tUs  time,  the  Abbot  nE  Yale 
Boyal  having  displeased  Nixon,  the  lattev 
said,  in  an  angr^  tone :  "  When  you  tlw 
harrow  come  on  high,  soon  a  raven^  nest 
will  be."  This  was  fnlAUed  in  the  person 
of  the  last  Abbot  of  that  place,  whose 
UMue  was  Harrow,  and  who  was  enmmoned 
before  Sir  ThosMS  Hoi<»oft,  and  put  to 
death  for  denying  the  su^»maoy  of  King 
Henry  the  Efght£  It  is  a  curious  £ict  that 
Sir  Tliomas  Holcroft  and  bk  heirs  bore  a 
raven  as  their  crest    - 

Another  prophecy  of  Nixon's  waa  that 
'*  Norton  and  Vale  Boyal  Abb^s  shouM 
meet  at  Oston  Bridge,"  a  predktfon  at-  Um 
time  looked  upon  as  impossible  of  fnUii* 
ment  Tiiese  two  Abbeys  were,  howevei^ 
pulled  down,  and  the  atones  used  far 
building  the  bridge  in  question. 

Nixon  also  foretold  the  Beformation  in 
the  following  lines : 

A  time  shall  come  when  prieata  and  lAonkfi     '-' 

^hall  have  no  chorcheB  nor  hoiMie% 

And  places  where  images  stood 

Lined  letters  shall  be  good, 

English  books  tkro'  obnrohes  are  spfcad,        * 

There  shall  be  no  holy  bread. 

What  rendered  Nixon  most  famous  as  • 
prophet^  howeveri  was  that  immedktely 
before  the  battle  of  Bosworth  Field  wee 
fought  between  iUckard  the  Third  an4 
Henry  the  Seventh,  he  suddenly  stopped 
his  team«  and,  with  his  wldp  pointing  i^n& 
one  hand  to  the  other,  oied  aloud :  "  Now 
Bichard,  now  Harry,"  several  times,  until 
at  last  he  shouted,  "  NoW|  Harry,  get  over 
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tirtX  ditch  and -you  gain  the  day/'  The 
proclamation  of  Henry  aa  King  of  England 
was  brought  to  the  farm,  on  the  following 
dayi  by  one  of  the  special  messengerB 
despatched  frcnn  Bosworth  Field.  This 
mesaengeri  on  ^.  his  return  to  Uie  army, 
related  the  prediction  of  the  King's  snecess 
which  had  been  made  by  Nixon,  and  King 
Henry,  one  of  the  wisest  princes  of  his 
timci  not  being  willing  to  be  deceived,  nor 
yet,  to  doubt  the  diq>enaation  of  Provi- 
dence^ even  by  the. month  of.  a  fool,  sent 
the  same. messenger  back  to  find  Nixon, 
and  bring  him  before  him.  At  the  moment 
the  King-  gave  this  orderi  Nixon  was  in 
the  town  of  Over,  about  which  he  ran  like 
a  madman,  dedacing  that  the  King  had 
sent  for  hinii  and  that  ha  must  go  to  Courts 
and  there  be  "clemmed" — that  is,  starved 
to  death.  Tiiis  declaration  occasioned  a 
great  deal  of  laughter  in  the  town,  as  it 
was  considered  to  1^  the  height  of  absurdity 
to  suppose  that  the  King  would  send  for 
such  a  dirty,  drivelling  perscn  as  Nixon. 
Great,  thereforoi  was  ttie  surprise  when^  a 
few  days  lateri  &e  King's  messenger 
arrived  in  town  in  search  of  the  prophet. 
Nixon,'  who  was  acting  as  turnspit*  in  his 
brother's  honse  at  the  time,  cried  out,  just 
before  the  arrival  of  the  messenger:  ''He 
is  coming,  he  is  now  on  the  toad  for  me." 
The  eatonishment  of  the  brother  and  his 
famfly  may  be  imagined,  when  the 
messenger  anived  and  demanded  Nixon 
in  the  £fng's  name.  The  prophet  was  at 
once  handed  over  to  the  messenger,  and 
hurried  away  by  him,  loudly  lamenting 
that  he  was  ffoing  to  Oourt  to  be  starved. 

On  his  siaivsl,  the  King,  being  desirous 
of  testing  Nixon's  powers,  hid  a  valuable 
ring  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  wearing, 
and  caused  strict  enquby  and  search  to  be 
made  /or  it  throughout  the  palace.  He 
then  sent  for  Ni»)n,  told  him  of  the  loss^ 
and  aaked  Ur  assistance  in  finding  the 
ring.  Nixon's  only  answer  was  to  quote 
the  old  proverb,  "  He  who  hides  can  fiad." 
On  this,  the  King  declared  that  he  had 
only  put  the  question  to  the  prophet  to 
try  himi  and  gave  orders  that  Nixon  was 
to  be  at  liberty  to  range  at  will  through 
the  whole  palace;  and,  to  prevent  any 
risk  oi  the  starvation  that  Nixon  feared, 
that  he  was  to  frequent  the  kitchen  as 
much  as  he  pleased.  An  attendant  was 
also  instructed  to  watch  over  Nixon,  and 
make  sure  that  he  was  not  neglected  or 
annoyed  by  imy  of  the  servants. 

In  these  circnmstanees,  it  seemed  very 
unlikely  that  want  or  starvation  should 


beset  the  prophet.  One  day,  however,  as 
the  King  wasf  leaving  the  paUce,  intending 
to  spend  some  days  at  his  hunting  quarters, 
Nixon  ran  to  him|  and  begged,  in  the 
most  urgent  and  moving  terms,  that  he 
might  not  be  left  behind,  for  that,  if  he 
were,  His  Majesty  would  never  again  see 
him  alive,  as  the  present  was  the  i^pointed 
time,  and  he  would  be  starved  to  death. 

The  King,  deeming  such  an  event  im- 
possible, merely  commended  him  .q»eclally 
to  the  care  of  the  attendant  whose  duty  it 
was  to  watch  over  Nixon,  and  went  on  his 
journey. 

Scarcely  had  the  King  left,  when  the 
servants  began  to. tease  and  aimoy  Nixon 
to  such  an  extenti  that  ttie  officer,  to  put 
an  end  to  these  insults,  locked  him  up  in 
a  closet,  and  allowed  no  one  to  go  near 
him  but  himself ;  as  he  thought,  by  this 
means,  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  the 
prophecy  coming  true. 

A  message  of  importance,  however, 
having  come  from  the  King  to  this  very 
officer,  he,  in  his  haste  to  obey  the  Boyu 
command,  forgot  to  set  the  unfortunate 
prophet  at  liberty ;  and,  altiiough  he  was 
only  three  days  absent,  Nixon,  on  his 
return,  was  found  to  have  died  of  hunger. 

The  King  was  greatly  grieved  by  the 
event;  and,  seeing  this,  the  courtiers 
caused  the  report  to  be  spread  abroad  that 
the  prophet  hsA  died  a  natural  death. 

The  followhig,  being  the  text  of  some 
of  Nixon's  so-called  prophecies,  may  fitly 
close  tUs  paper : 

When  a  raven  shall  build  in  a  atone  lion's  mouth, 

On  a  church  top  beside  the  grey  forest, 

Then  shall  a  King  of  England  be  drove  from  his 

Orowni 
And  return  no  more. 
When  an  eagle  shall  sit  on  the  top  of  Vale  Boyal 

house, 
Then  shall  an  heir  be  bo^,  who  shall  Uve  .to  see 
Great  troubles  in  England. 

A  boy  shall  be  bom  with  three  thumbs  on  one  hand* 
Who  shall  hold  three  Kings'  horses,  • 

Whilst  England  three  times  won  ana  lost  in  one  day, 
But  after  tnis  shall  be  happy  days. 
A  new  set  of  people  of  virtuous  manners 
Shall  live  in  peace. 

Then  shall  the  Church,  and  honest  men,  live  still, 
If  this  church  fall  upwards  against  the  hill. 
A  crow  shsdl  sit  on  the  top  of  the  headless  cross  . 
In  the  forest  so  grey,  ^ 

And  drink  of  the  nobles'  gentle  blood  so  free. 
Twenty  hundred  horses  shall  want  masters 
Till  their  girts  rot  under  their  bellies. 
Thro'  our  own  money  and  our  own  men, 
Shall  a  dreadful  war  begin ;  ^ 
Between  the  sickle  and  the  suck,  - 
All  England  shall  have  a  pluck, 
And  be  several  times  foresworn. 
And  put  to  their  wit's  end. 
That  it  shall  not  be  know*,  whether  to  veap  their 

corn. 
Bury  their  dead,  or  go  to  field  to  fight. 
A  great  scarcity  of  bread  corn. 
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Between  a  riok  and  two  trees 

A  famous  battle  fought  shall  be  ; 

London  streets  shall  run  with  blood, 

And  at  last  shall  sink, 

So  that  it  shall  be  fulfilled, 

Lincoln  was,  London  is,  and  York  shall  be, 

The  finest  Oity  of  the  three. 

When  summer  in  winter  shall  come, 

And  peace  is  made  at  every  man's  home, 

Then  shall  be  danger  of  war ; 

For  though  with  peace  at  night  the  nation  ring, 

Men  shall  rise  to  war  in  the  morning. 

In  those  days  shall  be  hatred  and  bloodshed ; 

The  father  against  his  son,  and  the  son  against  his 

father, 
That  one  may  have  a  house  for  the  lifting  of  the 

latch  of  the  door. 
Landlords  shall  stand 
With  hat  in  their  hand, 
To  desire  tenants  to  hold  their  land. 
Then  forty  pounds  in  hand 
Will  be  better  than  forty  pounds  a  year  in  land. 
Scotland  shall  stand  more  or  less 
Till  she  has  brought  England  to  a  piteous  case. 
The  Scots  shall  rule  England  one  whole  year. 
Three  years  of  great  wars. 
And  in  all  countries  great  uproars. 
The  first  is  terrible,  the  second  worse,  but  the  third 

unbearable. 
The  bull  and  the  red  rose  shall  stand  in  strife 
That  shall  turn  England  to  much  woe, 
And  cause  many  a  man  to  lose  his  life. 
That  lion  who's  forsaken  been  and  forced  to  flee 
Shall  hear  a  woman  shrilly  say, 
Thy  friends  are  killed  on  yonder  hill, 
Death  to  many  a  knight  this  day. 
Between  seven,  eight,  and  nine. 
In  England  wonders  shall  be  seen ; 
Between  nine  and  thirteen 
All  sorrow  shall  be  done. 
Then  rise  up  Richard,  Richard's  son, 
And  bless  that  happy  reign. 
Thrice  happy  he.  who  sees  this  time  to  cou:6. 
When  England  shall  know  rest  and  peace  again. 


WHITE   LILAC. 

A  STORY   IN    FOUR  CHAPTERS. 
CHAPTER  1. 

The  first  time  I  ever  saw  Hilary 
Monteuon  most  have  been  aboat  tluree 
months  after  my  arrival  at  Yeddas  HalL 
We  were  both  quite  yoong  then,  I  about 
nineteen,  he  still  under  thirty;  yet, 
stranffe  to  say,  strong  as  was  the  fascina- 
tion his  personality  held  for  me,  it  never 
onoe  occorred  to  me  to  fiJl  in  love  with 
him.  Liter  on,  I  did,  indeed,  love  him 
in  a  protecting,  sisterly,  almost  motherly 
fashion,  but  with  respect  to  his  life's  story, 
I  stood  from  the  outset  in  the  position  of 
spectator. 

Well  I  remember  that  day  of  his  coming ! 
It  was  early  summer  and  glorious  weather. 
I  ought  to  have  been  giving  my  pupil  a 
music  lesson,  instead  of  which  I  had 
allowed  her  to  persuade  me — I  was  not 
very  firm  in  those  days— to  saunter  with 
her  down  through  the  orchard  towards  the 
river.    There,  amidst  snowy  showers  of 


cherry  blossoms  and  rosy-tipped  clouds  of 
apple-bloBsom  petals,  he  came  upon  us 
unexpectadly.  Taller  than  most  men, 
eminently  graceful  in  his  every  movement^ 
with  what  a  courtly  inclination  did  he 
introduce  himself  1  I  remember  that  I 
ttiought  at  once  of  the  Knights  of  the  Bound 
Table,  as  seen  in  Tennyson's  IdyllSi  and 
curiously  enough — as  I  found  out  after- 
wards— so  also  did  my  young  pupiL 

We  turned  back  towards  the  house,  for 
he  had  come,  of  course,  to  see  Sir  Digby, 
and  had  merely  strayed  in  seeking  for  a 
short  cut  Very  pleasantly  he  discoursed 
the  while.  The  clear,  clarion-like  ring 
was  in  his  voice  just  as  much  in  these 
early  days  as  later  when  all  London 
talked  of  it  —  his  supporters  with  en- 
thusiasm, liis  political  opponents  with 
sneers  —  as  who  should  say,  he  carries 
his  hearers  by  the  music  of  liis  tones,  a 
trick  of  oratory — when  novelists  made  it 
an  attribute  of  their  heroes,  and  University 
men  in  their  Unions  imitated  it 

For  the  rest,  as  I  recollect  them  now, 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  sentiment  and 
youthful  enthusiasm  in  his  words.  He 
had  most  unwillingly,  he  said,  run  through 
from  town,  for  the  press  of  work  was  great 
and  even  a  few  hours  just  ttien  precious. 
But  now  that  he  had  spent  a  morning  in 
the  pure  air,  amidst  the  sights  and  sounds 
of  Heaven's  beautiful  creation,  it  seemed 
as  if  it  would  be  blasphemy  to  voluntarily 
shut  himself  up  again  in  smoky  London, 
that  unlovely  workshop  of  man.  <'We 
cidl  what  we  have  there  life,  and  say  there 
is  none  elsewherCi  but  it  is  you  here  in 
this  paradise  of  growing  green  things  that 
taste  the  joy  of  living.  Why  do  I  not 
free  myself  from  it  all  t  I  suppose  be- 
cause I  cannot,  because  the  fever  has 
entered  my  veins,  the  ambition  fumes  my 
brafai,  but  some  time^  perhaps,  some  time  " 
— he  drew  a  long  breath  —  ''when  the 
fever  has  gone  out  from  me,  I  shall  come 
back  here  to  die." 

We  smiled,  my  pupil  and  I,  at  the 
serious  way  in  which  he  spoke.  I  believe 
we  would  have  smiled  at  ahnost  anything 
in  those  days. 

*' Shall  you  never  come  again  before 
thent"  Aurora  ventured. 

He  turned  to  her,  and  for  the  first  time, 
as  it  seemed  to  me,  noticed  the  child's 
great  beauty. 

"  Yes,  if  you  ask  me  to,"  he  said  softly, 
placing  all.  the  accent  on  the  *'you,"  and 
then  we  walked  on  in  silence. 

<'  Who  was  Adonis,  Miss  Athle  t "  my 
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little  girl  asked  me  as  soon  as  he  had 
passed.  Into  the  library  and  we  were  left  to 
ourselves. 

"  Adonis,  child  I  Why  do  you  wish  to 
kaowT' 

"Because  I  have  noticed  when  people 
speak  of  Adonis  or  an  Adonis  they  mean 
some  very  splendld-leoking  or  beautiful 
person." 

"Yes,  quite  trua" 

"And  so — and  so,  Miss  Athie,  that 
is  the  name  I  mean  to  give  to  Mr. 
Montesson,  unless,  perhaps,  we  ought  to 
call  him  Sir  Galahad." 

The  child,  I  saw,  was  rambling  in  her 
talk,  and,  like  me,  had  stumbled  upon 
Tennyson's  Idylls.  I  took  little  notice, 
however,  of  her  words  at  the  moment, 
following  out  rather  my  own  thoughts.  It 
was  only  some  time  after  that  I  started  up 
with  a  shock  and  an  inward  shiver,  for 
that^  in  the  midst  of  blossoming  fruit-trees, 
dancing  sunbeams,  and  sparkling,  rippling 
river  wavelets,  these  words  of  SheUey — 
suggested  no  doubt  by  my  pupil's  childish 
ramblinni — ^were  echoing  persistently  in  my 
ears :  "  Oh  weep  for  Adonais— he  is  dead  1" 

That  evening,  before  Hilary  Montesson 
left  us,  Aurora  presented  him  with  a 
bouquet  culled  by  her  own  fair  hands. 
Great  dusters  of  fragrant  white  lilac 
sparkling  with  raindrops — for  the  afternoon 
had  brought  a  thunder-shower — blue-eyed 
forget-me-nots,  lilies  of  the  valley  in  their 
angel  purity^  their  heads  modestly  bowed 
on  graceful  curving^  stema  There  were  a 
couple  of  sentences  about  the  white  lilac 
in  an  article  of  Montesson's  which  appeared 
shortly  after  this,  and  which  showed,  I 
think,  that  my  f  ^ir  young  pupil  had  not 
been  immediately  forgotten  in  the  heat 
and  bustle  of  that  London  strife  which 
pressed  so  hard  upon  him.  The  article  in 
question  deslt  with  the  hardships  of  the 
professional  florist,  and  the  allusion  to 
lilac  blossom  can  scarcely  be  called 
relevant.  "To  my  mind,"- he  says,  "it  is 
emblematic  .of  a  maiden  wondrous  fair, 
in  the  dim  fdture  a  bride  to  be,  girt  about 
with  the  white  robes  of  innocence  and 
standing  on  the  margin  of  the  world's 
fl^^weiy  paths.  She  does  not  dream  of  the 
thorns  and  the  jagged  stores  any  more 
than  we,  gazing  upon  these  delicate  star- 
ent  flowerets,  can  caU  .t>  mind  the 
blustering,  blighting  blasts  of  December." 
So  he  wrote,  and  then  for  eight  long  years 
we  saw  no  more  of  him. 

After  a  prolonged  illness,  during  which, 
in  Us  search  for  health,  he  drew  us  with 


him  over  all  civilised  Earope,  Sir  Digby 
died.  "Anywhere  but  Britidn"  had  been 
his  motto,  and  to  everywhere  bub  Britain 
we  went.  Aurora's  education  was  pursued 
under  the  most  changing  conditions.  A 
little  French  art  in  P^ris,  a  scrap  of  Italian 
in  Bome,  wood-carving  in  S^fitzarland,  an 
initiation  Into  the  diflerent  systems  of 
nearly  all  the  musical  conservatoriums,  and 
a  surprisbgly  wide  range  of  languages — 
that  was  pretty  much  what  her  seven  years 
of  travel  had  given  her.  She  was  twenty- 
one  years  of  age  by  that  time,  mistress  of 
herself;  of  that  fine  old  pile,  Yeddas  Hall; 
and  of  the  large  accompanying  estates. 

Very  quietly  we  settled  down  in  the  old 
home.  I  had  left  it  a  govemesc,  I  came 
back  In  the  capacity  of  companion — per- 
manent companion  as  Aurora  would  have 
it,  though  in  my  own  mind  I  had  little 
doubt  that  my  stay  would  be  a  short  one. 
She  was  indeed  now  "  wondrous  fair."  I  do 
not  know  that  I  have  anywhere  in  picture 
or  in  life  seen  a  more  perfect  face. 
Glorious  dark  eyes  with  long-lashed,  droop- 
ing lids ;  a  complexion  such  as  the  French 
novelists  compare,  not  inaptly,  to  creamy 
satin;  and  the  sweetest,  most  charming 
expression  imaginable.  What  marvel  if 
all  men  and  most  women  paid  homage  to 
youth  and  beauty  in  her  person  1 

It  was  not  until  we  had  been  home  a 
year  and  more,  however,  that  Aurora 
began,  and  that  only  by  degrees,  to  show 
herself  in  the  great  world.  In  the  mean- 
time, with  regard  to  Hilary  Montesson,  I 
learnt  that  his  ambition  and  his  talents 
combined  had  already  carried  him  far. 
Versatile  and  many-sided  was  his  genius, 
numerous  and  varied  his  achievements.  He 
had,  as  I  found,  been  appointed  to  some 
scientific  professorship  In  Oxford ;  had  been 
oflered  and  had  refused  an  important 
Government  post  in  order  that  he  might 
pursue  untrammellel  his  brilliant  Parlia- 
mentary career ;  and  had,  in  the  Intervals 
of  his  hard  work,  written  and  published 
several  b3oks  on  such  diverse  subjects  as 
the  ftiture  of  electricity,  the  final  "e"  in 
Chaucer,  and  fairyland  for  the  babies. 
There  was  some  talk — ^I  saw  this  in  hints 
in  the  society  papers — of  a  great  friendship, 
to  call  it  by  no  warmer  name,  which  he 
hai  contracted  for  a  certain  well-known 
successful  and  beautiful  concert  singer,  and 
which,  it  appeared,  led  him  occasionally 
into  somewhat  anomalous  positions.  At 
any  rate,  with  the  unsparing  treatment 
generally  accorded  to  the  weaknesses  of 
great  men,  they  led  the  public  to  believe 
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that  a  glance  from  the  syren's  eyes  was  of 
more  account  to  the  eminent  poliUeian  than 
any  number  of  oonstitaents'  votes,  and  that 
a  very  little  penmasion  might  induce  him  to 
turn  aside  from  his  dazzling  prospects  and 
take  up  the  humble  r61e  of  secretary  or 
avant-conrier  to  Madame  Kara.  There  was 
a  further  insinuation,  however,  that  his  suit 
was  not  favoured  more  than  that  of  many 
others  by  the  capricious  eantatrice;  and 
that,  if  she  did  stretch  out  her  little  finger  to 
him  occasionally,  it  was  only  that  it  pleased 
her  to  have  a  fallowing  of  conquests — ''  to 
grace  in  captive  bonds  her  chariot  wheels." 

I  do  not  know  if  Aurora  ever  read 
anything  of  all  this,  but  on  the  very  first 
occasion  on  which  she  met  Hilary  Montesson 
she  became  ftdly  cognisant  of  it.  It  was  at 
a  charity  concert  given  in  the  lai^e  ball- 
room of  a  ducal  residence  in  London.  We 
had  listened  to  several  songs  and  recitations, 
but  it  was  only  when  the  Busaian,  Madame 
Ejura,  came  forward  that  simultaneously 
the  tall,  graceful,  still-remembered  figure  of 
Montesson  appeared  to  us  at  the  side  of  the 
hall,  leaning  carelessly  aeainst  a  stand  of 
massive  silt  candelabra.  It  did  not  require 
any  pre'Hous  knowledge  of  the  situation  to 
discern  that  his  whole  attention  was  given 
to  the  singer,  that  his  keen  blue  eyes  were 
gleaming  with  a  something,  which,  if  it  was 
not  passion,  might  well  have  passed  for 
it,  a  great  all-absorbing  fascination.  He 
stepped  quickly  forward  when  the  music 
ceased,  and  handed  her  a  magnificent 
bouquet  of  hothouse  flowers;  but  it  was 
evidently  not  one  of  Madame's  complacent 
days,  for  she  took  it  from  him  with  a 
scarcely  veiled  impatience  and  almost  im- 
mediately flung  it  carelessly  on  the  end  of 
the  plana 

We  did  not  have  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  Montesson  on  that  occasion ; 
and  beyond  asking  me  if  I  had  recognised 
him,  Aurora  made  no  mention  of  the  scene 
afterwards.  As  we  drove  through  the 
park  to  her  grand-aunt's  house,  where  we 
were  staying  at  tiie  time,  we  were  even 
unusually  silent,  I  pondering  on  the.harder, 
firmer  lines  which  eight  years  had  drawn 
in  the  face  of  the  **  Knight " — one  of  the 
titles  with  which  so  long  ago  my  pupil  had 
dubbed  Mm — and  the  marvel  of  Aurora's 
instantly  remembering  him,  though  she 
had  been  but  a  child  when  last  they  met. 
She,  meanwhile,  was  gazing  persistently 
out  upon  the  equestrians  who  just  then 
crowded  the  Bow;  so  that  only  when  we 
reached  home  did  I  notice  the  look  of 
feverish  excitement  bi  her  dark  grey  eyes. 


"You  are  not  iU,  dearest t"  I  asked 
anxiously,  as  I  followed  her  upstairs. 

"Oh,  no.  Miss  Athie  dear,"  she 
answered,  smiling  in  her  own  sweet,  enig- 
matical way.  "I  have  only  caught  hold 
of  a  new  idea."  And  with  that  vague 
indication  I  had  to  be  satisfied. 

CHAPTER  II. 

Many  times  after  this  we  met  Hilary 
Montesson.  Oar  visit  to  town,  which  was 
to  have  been  a  short  one,  stretched  out 
indefinitely.  There  was  always  some  new 
engagement  offering,  some  fresh  attraetlon 
rendering  ib  difficult  for  us  to  tear  our- 
selves away.  Montesson'a  life,  as  I  have 
said,  was  a  crowded  one ;  but  either  out  of 
gratitude  for  what  Sir  Disby  had  done 
for  him  in  days  past,  or  because,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  it  pleased  him  to  pilot 
one  so  young  and  ingenuona  as  Aurora 
through  the  shallows  and  quieksands  of 
L<mdon  society,  he  managed  to  steal  from 
duty  many  pleasant  hours  and  half-hours 
at  that  time.  As  for  me^  it  was  long 
before  any  presentiment  of  danger  to  one 
or  other  occurred  to  me.  I,  personally, 
had  always  from  the  first  felt  a  boundless 
admfration  for  -the  mere  virOe  power  in 
this  man's  intellect  and  character,  but  I  had 
no  reason  to  suppose  that  my  young  charge 
was  in  like  manner  affected  by  it ;  and  with 
regard  to  Montesson,  had  I  not  the  evi- 
dence of  my  senses  (o  assure  me  that 
another — alas  1  as  I  feared,  unworthily — 
claimed  his  entfre  devotion  t  So  we  met, 
not  once  nor  twice,  but  eonstantiy,  forming 
together  a  pleasant  trio  at  entertainments, 
concerts,  or  private  views,  gaily  inter- 
changing, ideas  on  whatever  topic  oame 
uppermost,  and,  but  for  flie  frievitabla 
staring  to  which  we  were  subjeeted, 
thoroughly  enjoying  ourselves. 

I  say,  to  which  we  were  eubjected,  but, 
of  course,  I  mean  these  two.  In  any 
assemblage  which  included  the  talent  and 
the  61ite  of  London  sooie^,  Montesson 
was  a  marked  man.  His  tsU  figure,  easy, 
unstudied  bearing,  and  strong  face — ^so 
full  of  fire  and  mteUect^  and  yet^  too,  of 
urbanity  and  courtesy — made  it  instantiy 
matter  of  note,  even  in  a  crowded  company, 
that  one  celebrity  at  least  was  gracing  It 
with  his  presence.  And  from  him  to 
glance  at  Aurora,  so  fafr,  so  lovable,  and 
lovely,  endowed  besides  with  an  entire 
freedom  from  self-consciousness  which  was 
not  the  least  of  her  charms,  was  only  the 
natural   impulse   of   every    new   arrival 
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intexested  in  coming  acrosa  a  man  who  in 
80  few  years  had  risen  so  high. 

Daring  all  this  time  we  never  met 
Madame  Kara,  never  mentioned  her  name. 
She  was,  I  knew,  one  of  those  professionals, 
eminent  and  of  good  report,  who  are 
received  everywhere;  and  I  therefore 
concloded — and  rightly — that  she  had  left 
England,  though  even  the  society  papers 
were  silent  as  to  her  whereaboats. 

At  last,  however,  the  day  was  fixed  for 
our  retom  to  Yeddas;  and  as  old  Mrs. 
Cholmondelay  was  to  follow  as — ^immediate 
change  of  air,  as  she  declared,  beiog  im- 
peraave  for  her  health — ^it  seemed  as  if  no 
farther  delay  were  possibla  Then  it  was 
that  I  noticed  how  keenly  Aurora  felt 
having  to  leave  town.  On  the  night  pre^ 
ceding  oar  departoxe,  there  was  a  great 
reception  at  the  Marchioness  of  Whattle- 
berry's  to  which  we  had  been  invited,  and 
which  we  were  to  attend  ander  the  wing 
of  a  Mrs»  Bardelow,  who  asaally  chape- 
roned OS  whMi  Mra  Cholmondelay  did  not 
feel  well  enoiagjti  to  go  oat.  This  arrange- 
ment was  confined,  of  coarse,  to  specially 
important  gaUierings,  my  own  surveillance 
being  considered  niffioient  for  the  small 
and  earlies.  Before  dinner  Aurora  came 
to  my  room,  attired  in  the  white  robes 
which  she  invariably  wiMre,  and  which 
suited  her  so  well.  She  held  in  her  hand 
a  large  bo:x^  from  which  a  delieioas 
fragrance  was  speedQy  exhaled 

''I  have  brofoght  you  my  flowers.  Miss 
Athie/'  she  said.  **  I  am  sure  you  can  fix 
them  for  me  so  madi  better  than  I  could 
do  it  myself.  And  you  know" — ^asigh — 
*'it  is  for  the  voy  last  tima" 

"YeSitheTerylast,"  I  answered,  laughing. 
"  How  delightful  dear  old  Yeddas  wiU  be 
after  all  the  knocking  about!  My  child  1'' I 
added  jn  dismay,  laying  hold  of  one  lovely 
bare  elbow, "  theee^eannot  be  tears,  surely  1 " 

But  they  wore  tears.  One  by  one  they 
trickled  bom  beneath  the  dark  lashes, 
while  Aurora,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  conceal 
them,  bent  over  her  box  of  flowers.  I 
observed  that  they  were  not  at  all  like 
the  ordinary  consignment  frotn  the  Hall. 

'*Yoa  have  been  buyiug  flowers^ 
dearest  1 "  I  asked  her. 

"  Oh,  no,  Miss  Athie,  these — ^these  were 
ordered  from  Mentone.  They  are  brick- 
red  anemones,  the  colour  Macintosh  has 
never  had  yet  at  Yeddas—just  like  those 
in  the  picture  of  the  flower  girl  we  saw  on 
Saturday  at  the  gallery." 

'*And  you  ordered  these  1  But  there 
has  been  no  time  since  Saturday.'' 


"  Ob,  yes,  indeed ;  Mr.  Montesson  said 
then  that  he  could  get  them  for  me.  He 
telegraphed  the  order,  you  know." 

I  had  guessed  as  mud..  It  was  Hilary 
Montesson.  I  who  had  been  so  absurdly 
blind  became  of  a  sudden  jast  as  ab- 
normally clear-sighted.  He  had  won 
Aurora's  heart  She  would  be  to  him, 
no  doubt,  a  beautiful  child,  a  quaintly 
pretty  picture,  a  pleasing  diversion  in  the 
intervals  of  his  literary  labours,  of  his 
long  Parliamentary  sittings,  and  in  the 
absence  of  Madame  Kara.  An  irresistible 
longing  to  help  my  little  girl  at  tiiis  late 
hour,  to  prepare  her  for  the  blow  whidi  I 
believed  must  fall  upon  her,  prompted 
me  to  venture  on  a  word  of  warning. 

<'Mr.  Montesson,"  I  said,  ^' seems  to  be 
a  connoisseur  in  flowers.  Do  you  remem- 
ber, the  first  time  we  saw  him  this  season, 
what  a  lovely  bouquet  he  was  presenthig 
to  that  singer ) " 

Instantly  she  divined  my  purpose,  and 
raising  her  moist  eyes,  fixed  Uiem  like 
liquid  stars  on  mine  in  a  mute,  beseeching 
gaze.  So  I  said  no  more,  merely  proceed- 
ing to  arrange  the  graceful  anemones  upon 
her  shoulder. 

Later  on,  at  the  reception,  viewing  our 
movements  at  last  widi  seeing  eyes,  I 
observed  that  all  went  well  Hilary  Mon^ 
tesson  joined  us  very  early  and  kept  near 
us  almost  tUl  the  end  He  had  a  happy 
knack  of  drawing  back  when  others  came 
forward,  and  yet  of  utilising  every  moment 
between  these  mutual  interchanges.  As 
for  himself,  I  noticed  that  he  smiUngly  but 
firmly  resisted  all  inducements  to  betake 
himself  ^Mwhere,  all  the  attempts — and 
they  were  many — ^made  upon  his  freedom 
of  action. 

«  Do  you  not  know,"  somebody  said  to 
him  at  last,  "why  we  are  all  flocking 
towar<b  the  Bronse  Boom  t  It  is  Madame 
Kara  who  has  dropped  down  upon  us 
again  from  the  clouds,  and  is  to  give  us 
the  latest  seraph  ditty." 

He  passed  oo,  and  Montesson  turned 
his  face  towwds  us. 

''Let  us  get  out  of  this  crush,''  he 
whispered.  "Take  the  door  to  the  left. 
Miss  Atherton,  and  we  shall  follow."  Then, 
as  we  crossed  the  main  reception-room: 
"  I  am  quite  sure  that  fo"^  Miss  Yeddas,  for 
both  of  you,  the  heat  in  the  Bronze 
Chamber  would  be  overpowering.  We 
shall  be  able  to  see  that  Alma  Ti^ema  I 
spoke  of  in  the  gallery  now,  without  being 
jostled  at  every  moment,  and  you  must  let 
me  fetch  some  cup  or  some  ices." 
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Mrs.  Hardelow  we  had  long  since  lost 
sight  of.  She  had,  indeed,  as  I  found 
afterwards,  gone  away  with  oar  hostess  to 
welcome  Madame  Kara  and  ascertain  what 
she  purposed  to  sing,  so  that  J\Ir.  Mon- 
tesson  was  free  to  lead  us  where  he  chose. 
Very  ably  he  expounded  to  us  the  beauties 
of  the 'painting  in  question,  the  delicate 
finish,  exquisite  colouring,  and  marvellous 
strength  of  detail ;  while  through  it  all  I 
kept  wondering,  wondering,  weighed  down 
by  my  new-born  sense  of  responsibility,  as 
to  the  right  interpretation  to  be  placed  on 
his  apparently  indifferent  attitude  towards 
the  great  singer. 

Notwithstanding  our  distance  from  the 
concert-room,  occasional  snatches  of  melody 
penetrated  to  where  we  were ;  while  the 
burst  of  applause,  brava?,  and  encores, 
testified  to  the  appreciativeness  of  the 
audience.  Aurora,  a  trifle  paler  than  usual, 
I  thoueht,  was  leaning  against  an  ebon 
pedestd  which  supported  a  bust  of  Marie 
Antoinette,  and  aloneside  of  her,  from  a  tall 
china  jar^tibere  stretched  flowering  branches 
of  white  lilac — ^her  very  own  emblem  of 
Montesson's  choodng.  I  think  some  re- 
collection of  this  must  have  come  to  him 
when  at  last  he  caught  sight  of  it,  for  he 
asked  her  whether  she  thought  the  lilacs 
t  Veddas  would  yet  be  in  flower. 

'*Will  you  not  come  and  seel"  asked 
Aurora  shyly. 

He  hesitated  in  evident  surprise. 

*'We  expect  Mrs.  Gholmondelay,  my 
aunt,  next  week,"  she  explained,  "and 
Mrs.  Hardelow  h^  bringing  a  party  on 
Wednesday.  We  shall  be  quite  a  large 
household.  Could  you  not  spare  us  a  day 
or  two » " 

Before  he  had  time  to  reply  Madame 
Kara  and  an  extensive  following  burst 
into  the  gallery. 

"  Ah,  at  last  we  have  found  him  1 "  she 
exclaimed,  awakening  the  echoes  with  her 
deep,  resonant  voice.  Then,  when  she  had 
come  up  alongside  of  him :  "  Montesson," 
she    said,  hitting  his  shoulder  playfully 


with  the  mother-of-pearl  handle  of  her  fan, 
"  do  you  know  that  you  have  been  very 
wicked  to-night  1  Why  did  you  not  come 
to  help  me  in  the  concert-room  1 " 

A  perfect  babble  of  reproaches  buzzed 
around  Madame  upon  this  from  the  young 
men  who  had  been  making  themselves 
useful,  and  whose  services  she  seemed  in- 
clined to  overlook;  and  in  the  midst  of 
these,  Montesson  turned  round,  and  by  the 
faintest  gesture  motioned  me  to  take 
Aurora  out  of  the  way.  As  we  passed 
through  the  drawine-room,  looking  about 
for  Mrs.  Hardelow,  X  could  hear  his  voice, 
clear  and  ringing  as  ever,  raised  in  laughing 
expostulation  with  Madame. 

Aurora,  poor  child,  now  of  a  sudden 
resembling  overmuch  the  emblematic  lilac, 
in  that  she  seemed  drooping  and  crushed 
in  the  hot  air  and  crowded  rooms,  begged 
me  most  earnestly  to  take  her  home  with 
or  without  our  chaperon.  By  the  help  of 
a  footman  we  speedily  found  Mrs.  Harde- 
low, however,  and  a  very  few  minutes 
later  liad  secured  our  cloal»>  and  were 
standing  in  the  hall  awaiting  the  announce- 
ment of  the  carriage.  I  was  feeling  troubled 
and  depressed,  and  my  thoughts  had  wan- 
dered I  know  not  exactly  whither,  when  I 
looked  up  with  a  start  to  find  that  Hilary 
Montesson  had  joined  us  and  was  bending 
down  to  speak  to  Aurora* 

"You  really  meant  itV  I  heard  him 
say.  "You  will  make  me  welcome  in 
your  own  beautiful  Yeddas  ? " 

"  If  you  will  come." 

"  If  I  Is  it  likely  that  I  would  miss  such 
a  chance  as  that  t  And  have  you  f  orgotte|n — 
ah,  yes,  you  have  long  since  forgotten  ! — 
the  promise  I  once  made  to  a  child,  a 
'  ma'lchen  wunderscboa,'  in  the  old  garden 
at  Yeddas  t  Believe  me,''  he  added  em- 
phatically, "  I  would  come  though  a  thou- 
sand obstacles  were  thrown  in  my  way." 

And  as  he  escorted  us  down  the  steps, 
I  remembered  with  infinite  relief  that  I 
had  been  right  about  his  voice — the 
passionate  thiSl  was  reserved  for  Aurora. 
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THE  MISADVENTUEB   OF  ENSIGN  GREEN. 

A  WORLD  of  piomiae.  Bndi  ererytrhere, 
and  a  oonceit  of  bird-voicet ;  load,  sweet, 
jobiUnt,  ezpflotast. 

The  incomiDg  of  lammer  In  the  south 
of  Iiela&d  ii,  of  all  clitaatea,  ooantrlu,  or 
epoohB,  the  Bveeteit  and  the  beat.  I  have 
Men  many  Unds — Amelias,  harrytng  on 
bar  tpibtg  robe  aa  if  she  had  not  a  mo- 
ment to  loae;  the  same  fair  land  In  it> 
Korgeonaly  dyed  antnmn  droBB,  making  of 
death  a  glory ;  the  calm,  tianipaient 
mtets  of  moie  annny  climes  anil,  re- 
flecting the  white,  perf  amed  load  of  bloi- 
som  on  the  orange-treea,  and  the  marblt* 
walla  of  vaat  palaoee,  whose  very  ahadows 
hftTS  a  grandeur  and  magnificence  oU  their 
own,  aa  they  lie  aleeplng  under  the  eUver 
moonlight. 

I  have  seen  theae  thinga,  and  other* 
Uke  nnto  them;  bat  naught  fairer  on 
the  (ace  of  thia  beautiful  world,  than 
the  early  day  a  of  summer  on  the  banks  of 
lovely  Lea. 

How  the  boughs — newly  decked  fn  every 
ezqviute  sliade  of  fresh  young  green — 
band  to  toneh  the  water  aa  It  passes, 
gfring  ft  onsUntiDKly  of  their  own  beauty 
by  making  it  tlieir  tiring  mirror  1  Qow 
load  the  uiaffineh  orie«,  "  cheep  1  cheap  I " 
how  the  thnuhee  langh  and  gurgle  In  the 
wood,  and  on  wlut  black,  majeatie  wing 
the  hooded  orow  sails  overhead,  hearing 
hia  bit  of  stick  or  ahred  of  moia  to  add 


to  his  yearling  home,  and  make  it  fit  and 
seemly  for  the  voracious  brood  who  soDn 
shall  gape  and  gobble  In  theii  wind-iooked 
home  I 

Nature's  concerted  harmonies  know  no 
discord — the  msh  of  the  river,  the  bleats 
of  the  lamb,  the  ahrfll  pipe  of  the  black- 
bird, the  "  lowing  of  the  cattle  ^  the  lea," 
the  ruatle  of  the  gently  stfrrln^branches, 
even  the  eobble  of  the  greedy  rookleta, 
all  have  their  place  in  one  vast  ohob  that 
ne'er  geta  out  c^  tune — and  nowhere  can 
you  better  llateu  to  the  many  voices  of 
awaking  nature  than  in  that  green  laland 
of  the  aea,  whose  boaom  Is  ever  torn  with 
anarchy  and  dlaaension,  yet  who  wing — 
and  whiB  for  ever — the  heart  of  the  Sas- 
senach who  dwells  amid  her  beauty,  and 
learns  by  heart  the  lesson  of  her  loving 
tendemeas. 

Over  all  there  ia  a  sunshine  that  warms 
yet  never  scorches,  and  the  ambient  idr 
boffets  your  cheek  with  touch  aa  velvet 
soft  as  that  of  a  baby'a  palm.  Yet  It  is  a 
softness  that  does  not  enervate.  It  fills 
your  heart  with  hope,  and  brings  to  light 
your  best  energies.  Life  seems  to  be  a 
gift  onapeakable,  and — together  with  all 
created  things  around  you — you  are  happy 
only  just  to  Uvfr 

Above  the  valley  from  which  the  bells 
of  Shandon  ring  oat  so  sweet  and  clear, 
there  la  a  hill,  from  which  the  fair  city  of 
Cork  may  be  seen  to  rare  perfection.  There 
lies  the  nver,  Its  sparkling  waters  apanued 
by  St.  Pdtriok's  Bridge.  The  wide  streets 
with  tall  bniidlnga  on  either  hand,  atretch 
oat  in  a  far-lying  vista.  The  atiaam  of  life 
runs  gaily  on.  With  the  deep  blue  sky 
above  it,  and  the  rirer  numlng  through  ita 
midst,  Cork — aeen  from  a  diatance — has 
maoh  of  the  air  of  a  foreign  city,  Nor 
does  the  diataoter  of  lier  citizens  belie  tliis 
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reflemblance.  EasQy  moved  alike  to  tears 
or  laughter,  to  passionate  sorrow  or  light- 
hearted  merriment,  is  the  Celtic  nature. 
Ardent  to  love,  hot  to  resent,  vindictive  to 
revenue ;  beyond  the  power  of  reason  when 
roused  to  animosity,  or  smarting  under  a 
sense  of  wrong ;  capable  of  an  intensity  of 
devotion,  ready  with  a  generous  sympathy 
to  all  in  misfortune — what  a  strange,  faulty, 
yet  loveable  bundle  of  characteristics  goes 
to  make  up  your  southern  Irish  man  or 
woman ! 

Bat  it  is  not  with  the  Gelti  but  with  the 
Sassenach  we  have  now  to  deal  Our  story 
must  no  longer  eo  on  hidting  feet,  but 
hasten  on  and  tell  its  tale  without  more 
Ifngerine  by  the  river  wiUi  its  countless 
tints  of  oeauty  borrowed  from  the  verdure 
overheadi  or  lagging  to  listen  to  the  lilting 
of  a  thousand  birds  beneath  the  turquoise 
sky. 

That  no  charm  may  be  lacking  to  the 
^  kindly  day  upon  which  our  story  opens, 
music  is  making  merry  all  the  sunlit  air. 
It  is  music  of  the  most  stirring  kind — the 
clash  and  clang  of  a  military  band.  People 
coming  up  Patrick's  Hill  unconsciously  fall 
into  step  with  the  rhythm  of  it,  turning 
into  amateur  soldiers  for  the  time  beine. 
A  child,  letting  go  its  nurse's  handi 
dances,  laughing,  to  the  sound;  and  a 
beggar,  sitting  by  the  roadside,  laughs  too, 
amid  her  rags  and  squalor,  as  she  looks  on. 
The  tune  they  play  is  "Johnny  comes 
marching  home";  as  you  listen  you  are 
glad  that  Johnny  did  come  marching 
home,  though  you  don't  know  who  he 
was,  or  what  astounding  feats  of  arms  he 
had^  been  performing.  These  inspiring 
strains  come  from  the  barrack  yard,  and 
you,  passing  by  that  way,  think,  perhaps, 
what  a  merry  Ufe  a  soldier  leads  in  times 
of  peace,  and  what  a  blessing  he  ought  to 
be  to  his  country,  and  how  ready  and 
willing  to  go  and  be  shot  in  your  defence 
in  times  ofwar. 

Just  as  you  reach  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 
the  music  stops  suddenly,  and  the  silence 
hurts  your  ears  and  som^ow  spoils  the 
beauty  and  brightness  of  the  day,  making 
it  a  thing  that  has  lost  something  of  its 
perfection. 

We — ^who  have  magic  shoes  upo^  our 
feet  that  make  us  invisible  and  take  us 
where  we  will  —  will  pass  through  the 
heavy  closed  doors  of  the  barrack  square, 
and  make  one  of  the  company  gathered 
within.  The  whole  strength  of  the  Line 
regiment  at  present  lying  in  these  barracks 
is  gathered   together  as  for  some   high 


festival,  drawn  up  in  square,  with  the  band 
— now  silent — ^in  the  centre,  but  just  a 
little  to  one  side,  so  as  to  give  room  and 
space  for  an  odd -looking  erection  that 
stands  right  in  the  middle  of  the  cube  of 
red-coated  men.  It  is  of  triangular  form, 
and  ropes  lie  coiled  upon  the  ground  at 
either  side  of  it 

Hard  by,  with  a  nine-lashed  scourge  in 
his  hand,  stands  a  drummer,  waiting  the 
orders  of  the  officer  In  command.  Upon 
this  man's  face  is  a  portentous  gravity  that 
would  be  reluctance,  but  for  that  iron  hand 
of  dbciplhie  that  holds  tight  and  fast  the 
will  of  every  man  who  has  once  taken 
the  Queen's  shilling. 

Whatever  Drummer  Ooghlan  may  think 
or  feel  about  the  matter,  it  is  his  duty  this 
day  to  ladi  the  naked  shoulders  of  Private 
Deacon,  number  ten  company,  with  fifty 
stripes,  unless  the  said  Private  Deacon, 
number  ten  company,  shall  so  faint  or  fail 
during  the  infliction  of  the  said  stripes, 
that  the  surgeon  of  the  regiment — ^standUng 
near  in  full  uniform,  and  looking  as  calm 
and  stolid  as  he  would  do  if  he  were 
succouring  a  wounded  man  under  fire,  or 
keeping  vigil  in  the  ward  of  a  cholera 
hospitfu — ^shall,  in  the  discharge  oi  his 
duty,  order  Uie  remittance  of  farther 
puidshmenk  ^urd  by  the  triangle  stands 
Private  Deacon.    Ho  b  a  strong,  mTuenlar 

toung  fellow,  with  a  face  that  has  doubt- 
MS  been  a  mother's  Mid  a  sweetheart's 
pride.  There  is  no  cowardice  in  his  atti- 
tude ;  no  craven  fear  shown  on  eye  or  lip ; 
but  a  resolute  hatred  of  all  those  around 
him  seems  to  bum  In  his  dark  eyes,  and, 
if  he  trembles,  it  is  with  passion,  not  with 
dread. 

Some  kindly  comrade  has  dipped  a 
bullet  Into  his  hand,  unperceived,  so  that 
he  may  clench  it  hard  between  his  teeth  as 
stripe  follows  stripe,  Bsui  pain  swells  into 
agony.  But  Private  Deacon  scorns  this 
well-intentioned  help,  and  the  bullet  drops 
upon  the  ground. 

An  order  Is  given,  and  the  crimhial  is 
stripped,  or  rather  strips  himself  to  the 
waist;  the  collar  is  strapped  about  his 
throat  to  prevent  laceration  of  the  musdes 
of  the  neck ;  and  then  he  is  bent  against 
the  triangle,  his  ankles  and  wrists  are 
bound  tightly  to  the  various  uprights,  and 
the  surgeon  takes  a  step  forwwl  so  as  to 
have  a  clear  view  of  the  culprit's  face. 
If  the  lips  turn  livid,  and  the  eyes  dull 
and  dim,  then  the  punishment  must  be 
stopped. 
The.Golonel  gives  a  glance  at  the  band  to 
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make  sare  that  the  drams  are  ready  to 
beat  and  roll  should  the  sufferer  ery  out  in 
his  pain ;  the  man  who  holds  the  scourge 
takes  up  his  stand  at  a  conyenient  distance 
from  the  whipping-post. 

AH  is  ready,  and  the  flail  will  whirl 
through  the  adr  and  make  its  first  mark 
upon  the  quiToring  flesh  when  once  the 
word  Is  giren.  Bat  there  Is  a  moment's 
delay. 

Of  late  it  has  been  whispered  in  the 
one  hundred  and  ninety-third  that  the 
drummers  have  been  lax  in  their  duty 
on  flogging  paradOr  It  has  been  said 
that  the  men  get  off  too  easily ;  that  there 
has  been  collusion  somehow  between  the 
yietim  and  the  executioner. 

So  the  Adjutant,  stepping  to  the  side  of 
Drummer  CogUan,  says  in  an  undertone 
— which,  howoTor,  all  the  men  manage  to 
hear — "Lay  it  well  on." 

Now  this  Adjutant  Is  a  man  hated  by 
the  men  and  distrusted  by  the  officers.  It 
Is  but  just  now  he  has  brought  sorrow 
and  shame  into  the  home  of  humble  folk, 
and  made  a  jest  of  his  success  at  the 
mess  tabla  He  speaks  to  a  soldier  rather 
less  dvilly  than  he  would  to  a  dog; 
he  helps  to  '* pluck"  unsophisticated 
youngsters,  newly  joined ;  he  is  bad  all 
round,  and  erery  man  in  the  regiment 
knows  it;  but  he  is,  on  this  occasion,  In 
authority,  and  must  be  obieyed.  With 
what  alacrity  Drummer  Ooghlan  would 
bribg  the  lash  down  on  the  Adjutant's 
back,  with  what  delight  he  would  "lay 
it  well  on,"  Is  a  secret  locked  in  that 
wooden-faoed  man's  heart;  with  what 
del^ht  the  regiment  would  form  in 
square  to  see  him  do  It,  he  thinks  with 
a  grin  that  has  to  be  promptly  repressed 
as  he  lifts  the  stem  of  the  cat  and 
makes  a  livid  ridge  across  Private  Deacon's 
shoulder-blades  witik  the  lithe,  strong 
laahes. 

To  have  to  thrash  your  comrade  like  a 
dog  ia  a  very  unpleasant  duty,  no  one  can 
deny  tliat,  but  it  comes  In  the  way  of 
mflitary  rule  and  discipline ;  therefore,  to 
the  mind  of  Drummer  Goghlan  it  Is  a 
tiling  to  be  faced  with  a  firm  front, 
exactly  as  you  would  face  the  enemy  in 
battla  If  you  don't  Hke  being  a  soldier, 
why,  get  your  "  kin  "  to  buy  you  out  and 
be  a  "blooming  civilian  " ;  but  if  you  are  a 
soldier,  then  take  It'  as  it  comes,  the  bad 
with  the  goody  the  sad  and  sorry  with  the 
things  that  are  blithe  and  gay. 

The  worthy  drummer  may  have  his 
opinion  as  to  the  disorderly  conduct  of 


Private  Deacon  deserving  or  not  deserving 
the  lash,  but  that  has  nothing  at  aU  to  do 
with  his  carrying  out  the  sentence  of  the 
court-martial  that  sat  upon  the  offender. 
The  drum-major  counts  the  strokes  as 
they  fall :  "  One— two— three— four."  The 
blood  spurts  and  oozes,  the  face  of  Private 
Deacon  Is  white/ his  hands,  blue  with  tiie 
pressure  of  the  ropes,  are  clenched  tight, 
so  that  it  seems  the  nails  must  surely 
pierce  the  palms.  But  no  cry,  not  even  a 
moan  comes  from  his  lips.  And  the 
measured  rise,  and  swirl,  and  fall  of  the 
lash  goes  on,  not,  however,  uninterrupted. 
There  Is  a  sudden  wavering  In  the  ranks 
gathered  on  the  left  of  the  commanding 
officer,  a  staggering  step  forward  from  the 
line,  and  Ensign  Green  falls  with  a  dull 
thud  flat  upon  his  face*  The  young  man 
in  question  has  a  remarkably  long  nose, 
and  the  barrack  square  Is  cruelly  hard; 
the  result  of  these  combined  circumstances 
is  disastrous,  blood  flows  freely  as  ready 
hands  raise  the  boy — ^for,  bideed,  he  is 
little  more — and  open  the  collar  of  his 
tunic. 

Ensign  Qreen  at  this  opens  his  eyes, 
and  stares  glassily  at  the  world,  of  which 
all  he  can  see  clearly  Is  a  scarlet  line  that 
dances  up  and  down  Itf  a  perfectly 
ridiculous  manner,  and  a  gravelly  expanse 
that  has  waves  In  it,  like  the  sea  in  a 
chopping  wind. 

Ensign  Green  Is  a  very  fresh  and  newly- 
caparisoned  warrior.  He  has  lately* joined 
with  all  the  thinss  his  mother  and  abters 
marked  and  packed  so  neatly  in  various 
new  portmanteaux,  with  a  patent  bath, 
warranted  to  expand  to  enormous  dimen- 
sions almost  at  a  touch,  and  could  be 
packed,  as  the  manufacturer  declared, 
"  anywheres,"  or  "  nowheres,"  and  with  a 
dark  shade  at  each  comer  of  his  upper  Up, 
which  there  Is  every  reason  to  suppose  he 
looked  upon  in  the  light  of  a  moustache. 

Mr.  Green's  father  had  thought  himself 
very  lucky  in  buying  "dear  Edward"  a 
commission  In  the  one  hundred  and  nine^- 
third  regiment,  and  all  the  Green  family 
held  their  heads  very  much  higher  than 
they  had  ever  done  before  when  the  happy 
youth  was  gazetted. 

From  these  particulars  will  be  seen  two 
things — first,  that  Ensign  Green  was  a 
young  and  tender  plant;  secondly,  that 
I  am  writing  of  the  long  ago— when  com- 
missions were  things  to  be  bought — ^when 
ensigns  existed,  and  sub-lieutenants  were 
not ;  and  when  we  flogged  our  soldiers  to 
make  them  love  their  Queen  and  country, 
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and  fight  for  both  with  zest  and  ooorage. 
Never  before  had  Edward  Ponnebfort 
Oreeiiy  ^entlemaD,  seen  snoh  a  sight  as 
that  which  greeted  his  eyes  on  the  lovely 
summer's  mom  already  described ;  never 
had  he  seen  a  homan  creatare  treated 
worse  than  a  dog;  hnmiliated  and 
tortured  before  his  fellow-men,  as  in  these 
days — thank  Heaven! — no  man  who  wears 
thfe  Qaeeii's  uniform  can  be. 

The  sight  was  new  to  him,  and  it  dis 
agreed  with  him. 

Indeed,  we  have  left  him  too  long  staring 
with  a  sickly  smile  at  the  ranks  opposite, 
and  leaning  heavily  against  the  knee  of 
the  colour-sergeant  of  his  company. 

The  Colonel,  who  sits  his  horse  in  such 
a  motionless  and  stony  attitude  that  he 
looks  like  an  equestrian  statue,  is  not  un- 
aware of  the  disturbance  on  his  left. 

"Take  him  to  his  quarters/'  he  fays 
curtly,  though  not  unkindly,  making  the 
very  slightest  gesture  with  his  hand 
towards  the  subdtem  who  haa  taken  up 
so  unsoldierly  a  position  upon  the  gravel, 
and  whose  shako  has  fallen  from  his  head 
and  rolled  a  foot  or  two  into  the  square. 
And  so — the  while  the  lash  still  rises,  swirls, 
and  falls  with  regular,  unswerving  aim — 
Ensign  Green  is  supported  to  his  room 
hard  by,  the  ranks  opening  to  let  him  pass, 
and  closing  after  him. 

It  is  the  newly- made  Oolour-Sergeant  of 
number  one  company  who  leads  hfm,  waver- 
ing on  his  long,'spindle  legs,  and  still  staring 
feebly  at  things  in  general,  to  the  shelter 
of  his  quarters;  lays  him  gently  down 
upon  the  little  new  camp  bed  that  creaks 
so  painfully,  but  is  comfortable  enough  as 
long  M  you  lie  still  in  it ;  and  then,  with 
fingers  as  deft  as  those  of  a  woman,  bathes 
the  bruised  face  with  cold  water,  and 
searches  for  and  finds  tiie  brandy-flask 
that '  Uncle  Dick  "  gave  his  nephew  as  a 
useful  thing  to  take  into  action  and  have 
ready — ^In  case  of  accidents — on  the  field  of 
battle^ 

<'  There^  sir — ^yon  are  better  now,"  said 
the  sergeant,  looking  down  upon  the 
prostrate  warrior  from  the  altitude  of  his 
own  stalwart  IncheSi  and  stroking  down 
his  heavy,  sweeping  moustache  to  cover 
a  lurking  smile  that  would  curl  the 
comers  of  his  month. 

"It  was  the^the— heatt"  said  Ensign 
Green;  "and  my  collar's  a  thouffht  too 
tight— must  get  my  fellow  to  have  It  seen 
to." 

"Just  so,  sir,"  answered  the  sergeant, 
with  an  air  of  childlike  faith  In  these  facts ; 


"  there's  nothing  worse  than  a  tight  collar.' 
Then  he  added  after  a  moment's  hesitation, 
"  As  you  feel  pretty  comfortable,  perhaps 
I  had  better  fall  in  again  t " 

The  cffieer  nodded ;  the  Colour-Sergeant 
saluted,  and  walked  slowly  away. 

Perhaps  he  was  not  sorry  to  have 
missed  the  end  of  Private  Deacon's  punish- 
ment drill 


ACROSS  A  CORNER  IN  ESSEX. 


There  Is  a  briny  whiff  in  the  breeze 
that  blows  so  freshly  on  the  hill,  and 
whistles  in  the  shrouds  of  the  tall  flagstaff 
that  is  planted  on  the  ivy-covered  tower  of 
old  Lefgh  Ohuicb.  Beneath  us  the  t>road 
estuary  of  the  Thames  Is  spread  out — 
shallows  and  sands,  and  dusky  mud-flata. 
and  bright  channels  winding  tibrough,  and 
fishing-boats  and  yachts  afloat  and  aground, 
the  dark  steamers  pushing  along  in  the 
main  channel,  and  beyond,  the  white  forts 
of  Sheerness  showing  In  a  stray  blink  61 
sunshine.  And  here  in  the  quiet  church- 
yard lie  aground  the  stout  old  sea  captains 
and  pilots  of  other  days — men  who  fought 
the  Spanish  Don  on  sea  and  land,  or  later 
on,  the  Dutch,  like  Captain  Rogers  of  the 
"  Unicom,"  whose  tablet  records  how  he 
carried  himself  magnanimously  in  three 
general  engagements. 

And  there  are  fine  old  tombe  in  the 
churchyard  that  have  braved  the  foul 
weather  of  more  than  two  centuries,  and 
still  show  legible  Inscriptions  such  as  this, 
that  tells  how  '*  in  the  hope  of  a  joyfull 
Resurrection"  sleeps  below  "Captain 
William  GkKKJlad,  chie!e  Commander  of 
the  Grenland  Fleet  zxz  yeare  and  master 
of  the  Trinity  House  in  Anno  1638  "  : 

A  worthye  Able  Seaman  well  Approvde 
Just  unto  aU,  and  of  all  well  Belovd 
With  givets  of  Grace  he  was  Kepleat  so  Ample 
He  lived  and  died  a  Patteme  and  Example. 

There  are  memorials  in  plenty  of  the 
old  seafaring  stock,  piloto,  fishermen, 
fighting  seamen,  or  bold  buccaneers  in 
turns,  some  of  whom  rose  to  honour  and 
distinction  as  Admirals  in  gold  lace,  knights 
and  baronets,  while  others  stuck  to  the 
lugger  and  the  smack ;  and  the  descend- 
ants of  either  are  perhaps  to  be  found  at 
this  day,  sauntering  on  the  wharf  down 
below  among  cockle-shells  and  fish-baskets, 
and  widting  for  the  tide  that  wHl  carry 
them  to  their  night's  fishing. 

From  the  churchyard  a  flight  of  stops 
and  a  lane  that  Is  as  stoep  as  the  side  of  a 


Charies  DiokenB.] 


ACROSS  A  COENER  IN  ESSEX.    [September  2.  i8i».]     221 


hoase  lead  dovm  to  the  old  to«fii,  where 
the  Hish  Street  smeUi  strongly  of  brine, 
and  fiBOi  and  seaweed,  and  which  ends  in 
a  row  of  wooden  cabins^  each  with  its 
fomace  and  oopper,  the  nse  of  which  is 
shown  by  the  sreat  heaps  of  cockle-shells 
that  lie  outside — ^heaps  that  never  dis- 
appear, howeyer  often  they  may  be  carted 
away,  for  the  indastrions  men  in  bine 
jerseys  are  continnally  shovelling  fresh 
sappUes  oat  of  the  window.  To  clear 
away  the  cockle-shells  from  Lefgh  would 
be  a  task  to  keep  the  most  stirring  of  evil 
spirits  well  employed,  as  an  alternative  to 
weaving  ropes  of  sand  or  clearing  the  sea 
beach  of  pebbles. 

Beyond  the  cookie  houses  a  rough 
track  continues  among  channels  and  flats, 
where  old  boats  are  cast  ashore  to  rot,  and 
a  rusty  old  steam  launch  is  lying  high  and 
dry,  and  presently  stops  In  a  farmyard,  so 
mixed  are  the  occupations  of  this  amphi- 
bious shore.  A  stile  shows  the  way 
across  the  railway  Ifaie,  and  the  track  is 
taken  up  on  the  other  side,  with  here  a 
pleasant  bit  of  rough  pasture,  and  there  a 
tidal  water-course^  with  a  rough  plank 
laid  across  ft,  and  further  on  a  Diorsel 
of  tramway,  that  lands  us  on  a  grassy 
bank,  scored  with  foot-tracks,  which  rises 
by  a  gentle  ascent  to  the  very  gateway 
of  Hadleigh  Oastle. 

One  can't  help  fancying  a  great  gate- 
way there  between  those  noble  towers 
wIUi  warders  pacing  to  and  fro,  and  fisher- 
men going  up  with  their  baskets,  and 
mules  with  jingling  bells,  and  a  train  of 
black-robed  monks,  or  a  band  of  gleemen 
in  bright  parti-coloured  garments.  Forth 
rides  a  gay  cavalcade,  hawk  on  wrist  and 
hotrnd  in  laaah,  and  all  the  waiting  crowd 
uncover  reverently,  for  Uie  lord  of  the 
easde  is  the  chief  man  of  the  realm,  and 
the  fair  lady,  Us  wife,  is  a  Scottish  Princess 
and  near  akin  to  England's  Qaeen. 
Below,  in  the  haven  under  the  hill,  lie 
the  great  Earl's  salleys,  with  their  silken 
streamers  and  gilded  prowv,  and  the  river 
sweeps  past  within  a  bowshot,  where  rich 
carracks  sail  by  on  the  flood,  laden  with 
the  wines  of  Gascony,  or  the  costly  wares 
of  Ypres  or  Ghent  Such  might  have 
been  tlie  scene  in  Ae  days  of  Hubert  de 
Burgh,  the  builder  of  the  proud  castle  whose 
towersi  still  grand  in  ruin  and  decay,  attract 
the  compassionate  notice  of  the  railway 
excursionist. 

The  river  has  deserted  its  ancient  course, 
and  now  fta  main  channel  runs  miles  away 
from  the  old  castle.    But  probably  when 


it  was  built  it  commanded  from  its  abrupt 
heights  the  chief  fairway  of  the  river,  and 
perhaps  was  intended  as  a  bridle  on  itte 
stirring  citfzens  of  London,  between  whom 
and  De  Bargh  there  was  pretty  constant 
feud.  He  nipped  them  at  Westminster, 
where  he  had  a  seat  on  the  site  of  the 
present  Whitehidl;  he  gripped  them  at 
Hadleigh,  where  all  their  ships  must  pass ; 
but  eventually  the  City  was  too  strong  for 
the  lord,  for  thus  we  may  read  the  strange 
obscure  story  of  the  great  Earl's  disgrace 
and  misfortunes. 

The  two  great  flanking  towers,  whose 
wonderful  masonry  has  defied  the  storms 
of  more  than  six  centuries,  broken  and 
ruined  as  they  are,  show  boldly  over  the 
rough  bushes  and  broken  ground  of  the 
hill,  but  within  the  enceinte  of  the  walls 
little  else  has  been  spared.  The  place 
must  have  been  for  centuries  a  convenient 
quarry  for  all  the  neighbourhood,  and  yet 
the  query  of  a  casual  excursionist  seems 
pertinent  enough  :  "  What  have  they  done 
with  the  old  'unsl"  They  did  not  build 
Hadleigh  Church  with  them,  anyhow.  We 
reach  the  village  by  a  long  narrow  lane, 
not  innocent  of  mud,  passing  among  the 
buildings  of  the  Salvation  Army  farm 
colony,  where  a  number  of  *'  submerged  " 
workmen  are  busy  in  mending  wheels  and 
other  gear,  with  an  **  c  fficer  '*  looking  on, 
and  we  find  there  an  interesting  little 
Norman  church,  probably  older  than  the 
castle,  with  a  characteristic  circular  apse. 

But  for  a  few  new  houses  rising  here  and 
there,  and  a  street  or  two  in  embm 
running  into  the  ploughed  fields,  the 
bouses  represented  by  numbered  wooden 
pegs,  Hadleigh  vilUge,  with  quaint  old 
cottages  and  a  modest  array  of  shops,  has 
suffered  no  great  change  in  the  metropoli- 
tan invasioa  The  old  lady  who  sells 
ginger-beer  ** don't  see  much  difference" 
in  the  place  from  what  it  used  to  be.  She 
invites  us  into  her  neat  little  parlour 
crammed  with  old-fashioned  furniture, 
and  with  a  few  old-fashioned  oil  paintings  on 
the  walls,  by  some  village  "little  master  '' 
of  the  early  days  of  the  century.  There 
is  the  old  squire  who  sits  smoking  his  pipe 
by  his  broad,  open  kitchen  heartl^  and  the 
village  "softie,"  who  regards  liis  patron 
respectfully  from  the  other  side ;  and  an- 
other canvas  represents  the  village  cobbler 
crouched  in  his  stall  with  some  other 
village  "character,"  who  stands  grinning 
at  the  side.  The  pictures,  says  the  old 
lady,  were  a  legacy  from  her  old  master 
who  died  thirty-seven  years  ago,  and  they 
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irexen't  painted  for  hfm,  but  for  his  father 
belike.  And  l^ns  the  old  farmer  eqoire 
cornea  into  view,  with  his  jeater  the  softie, 
his  court  painter,  and  perhi^s  with  his 
poet  also,  to  ta&e  a  share  in  the  great  jag  | 
of  home-brewed. 

Still  the  old  lady  <*  don't  see  mnch  diffe- 
rence^"; The  oatside  wcMcld  is  represented 
to  her  by  « breaks'*  irom  Sonthend  and 
bicydes — from  any  where.  Bat  the  *' breaks'' 
'<  don't  get  no  furder  than  the  pablio-honse," 
and  the  cycles  ''  rans  on  to  Rayleigh,  they 
don't  stop  here."  And  the  old  lady's 
ginger-beer,  which  she  prodaces  from  some 
dim  receptacle  in  the  thickness  of  the 
wall,  is  delicioosly  cool,  and  the  honest 
body  ransacks  the  hoose  to  find  a  half- 
penny for  changa  '*  Don't  matter  1  Bat 
it  do  matter ;  I  ain't  going  to  charge  yoa 
more  than  I  oughter."  And  she  would 
doubtless  lock  the  door  rather  than  let  her 
guests  depart  without  their  due. 

The  respectful  way  in  which  the  village 
people  speak  of  Rayleigh^  as  of  a  centre  like 
Rome  to  which  all  roads  lead,  suggests  a 
visit  to  the  place.  But  that  is  for  another 
day,  when  we  make  Benfleet  our  starting- 
place. 

There  on  the  hythe,  where,  perhaps, 
Hasting,  the  Danish  chief,  landed  his 
braves  in  the  dim  days  of  old,  a  number  of 
barges  are  landing  some  very  nnsavoory 
carga  It  is  *'  sauve  qui  pent "  from  the 
little  railway  station,  bat  the  fresh  breeze 
dispels  the  evil  odours,  and  tibe  tillage, 
nestled  in  a  nook  of  the  hill,  is  as  neat  and 
pretty  as. a  village  can  be.  An  artist  has 
set  up  his  easel  by  the  roadside,  and  is 
sketching  a  red -roofed  cottage  with  a 
wealth  of  greenery  behind  it ;  apple,  and 
plum,  and  pear-trees,  all  well  loaded  with 
fruit.  Down  the  lane  lies  the  church, 
which  rewards  a  visit  by  the  sight  of  a 
charming  old  porch  in  beautifully  carved 
oak,  and  probably  of  the  same  age  as  the 
nave  of  the  church,  which  is  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  while  the  chancel  arch  is 
some  ages  earlier.  A  little  spiral  staircase 
in  the  north  wall  is  a  curious  feature,  as  it 
leads  nowhere  now,  but  once  probably 
gave  access  to  the  flat  roof  of  the  aisle. 
Bat  why,  at  a  period  when  ladders 
were  not  unknown)  Oar  arch»ologist 
suggests,  perhaps,  for  the  Ascension  Day 
celebration  when— as  still  at  Magdalen, 
Oxford — the  siugers  ascended  to  l£e  roof 
and  chanted  an  appropriate  anthem. 
Again  there  are  the  corbels  of  the  nave 
that  once  helped  to  support  a  handsome 
open    timber    roof,    carved     by 


some 


humorist    in    stone    with   the   happiest 
grotesqueness. 

But  again  up  the  village  to  find  the 
street  fining  off  into  a  pleasant  field-path 
through    meadows    wmch,    after   recent 
rains,  are  covered  with  a  thick  carpet  of 
the  richest  verdure.     And  as  the  path 
winds  higher  and  higher,  so  from  over  the 
broad  estuary  dotted  with  sails,  hills  rise 
over  hills  on  the  pleasant  Kentish  coaat^ 
the  dim  line  stretching  far  inland  to  the 
purple  downs  above  Sevenoaks.  The  field- 
path  is  all  too  short,  and  brings  us  into 
the  road  again,  but  at  the  top  of  the  hDl ; 
and  a  little  further  on  is  a  pleasant  little 
"  restauration,"  a  cottage  in  the  midst  of  a 
garden,  that  to  an  East  End  dweller  must 
appear  a   perfect  Eden.     Here  another 
elderly  lady  dispenses  light  refreshmttits, 
surrounded  by  a  country  solitude  that  you 
would  think  could  hardly  be  prolific  in 
customers.     But  our  good   dam»  is  ac- 
quainted with  affairs.    School  treats  oome 
this  way  at  times,  and  pleasure-psrtiea  by 
the  score;  there  is  a  wood  hard  by  to 
ramble  in,  and  a  pleasant  country  round 
about.    But  we  are  in  the  right  way  for 
Raylejgh.    *<Foller  the  wires,  them  will 
lead  you  straight  to  Rayleigh,"  cheerily 
cries  the  elderly  gentleman  who  takes  the 
part  of  the  grand  old  gardener  in  this 
little  Eden.    Yet  it  is  rather  discouraging 
to  have  to  follow  the  wires  for  four  mles 
or  so  on  end ;  and  we  look  out  for  fiield- 
paths,  and  there  are  some  that  look  very 
inviting,  but  lead  in  the  wrong  direction. 
But  although  the  sight  of  a  row  of  telegraph 
poles  destroys  some  part  of  the  charm  of 
the  country,  the  road  is  pleasant  enough, 
and  there  h  refreshment  bv  the  way  in 
the  8hM>e  of  bladtberries,  that  Iiang  from 
the  hedges  in  profusion,  and  that  nobody 
cares  to  gather.    Some  one  of  the  party 
who  is  always  seeking  for  the  reasons  of 
things,  says   that   the   blackberries   are 
spared  because  in  these  parts  everybody 
goes  on  wheels,  and  can't  stop  to  pick 
them.    And  certahily  all  the  world  and 
his  wife  sport  some  kind  of  vehlde,  in  the 
wife's. case  usually  a   low-backed   pony- 
cart,  while  dog-carts  and  one-horse  ahavs 
are  met  in  every  dbrectbn.     Even  the 
tramp  has  liis  shandrydan,  and  at  each 
grassy  comer  you  may  see  drawn  up  the 
gipsy  cart  or  the  showman's  yellow  van. 

A  little  viUase  with  a  big  name  is 
Thundersley,  wiu  a  wheelwright's  shop— 
a  thriving  business  that^  yon  will  perceive — 
a  little  inn,  and  a  few  scattered  eottagea, 
all  as   quiet    and   secluded  as    can    be 
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imagined.  Bat  the  mark  of  the  master 
builder  ia  upon  the  land.  Imi^inary 
aqnaxes,  terraces,  and  gardens  are  pegged 
oat  npon  the  peaoeftu  fields,  and  here 
and  tiiere  some  one  bolder  than  the  rest 
has  booght  a  plot  of  land  and  reared  apon 
it  his  ^^Ua  of  yellow  biick.  It  seems  a 
healthy,  breezy  spot,  and  here  and  there 
yon  get  glimpses  of  a  wide  landscape 
stretehed  aroand. 

StOl  following  the  wfare  throagh  a 
pleasant  country,  the  town  of  Rayleigh 
begins  with  a  weather -boarded  cottage 
or  two,  and  a  marvellous  one  with  a 
thatched  roof  that  seems  to  have  come 
out  of  the  drawing-books  of  half  a  century 
ago,  in  which  you  may  find  jast  such 
another  thatched  cottage,  with  a  wicker 
bird-cage  hangfog  at  the  door  and  a  heavy 
chimney-stack  to  prop  np  the  whole 
concern.  Then  the  road  suddenly  widens 
out,  and  still  gets  wider,  with  houses  on 
each  side,  but  so  far  apart  that  it  would 
require  a  speaking-trumpet  to  hail  a 
neighbour  on  the  opposite  side.  All 
is  on  the  upward  slope  and  comes  to  a 
point  again  at  the  church,  which  is  big 
and  comely,  with  a  turreted  tower  that 
stands  Ugh  above  all  the  other  buildings. 
A  gazetteer  of  1751  says  of  Rayleigh :  ''Here 
remains  one  broad,  lumdsome  street ;  but 
many  of  the  biuldings  are  gone  to  ruin." 
There  are  no  rubs  now,  and  the  whole 
place  has  a  thriving,  prosperous  appearance. 
There  are  good  snops  and  good  inns,  and 
the  little  town  is  a  favourite  resort  of 
cycliste,  who  bring  a  modest  kind  of 
prosperity  in  the  train  of  their  whirling 
wheels.  A  plestlBant  lane,  from  which  opens 
out  a  dianning  prospect  of  the  fertile 
▼alley  of  tiie  River  Grouch,  leads  to  the 
ancient  earthworks  to  which,  no  doubt, 
Rayleigh  owes  its  former  importance. 
There  is  a  great  ereen  mound  of  circular 
form, and  surroun&ig  ramparts  and  ditches; 
but  although  it  is  known  as  Rayleigh 
Oastle,  there  is  no  trace  of  masonry  to  be 
seen,  and  the  rounded  outlines  of  the 
works  are  not  suggestive  of  hidden  foun- 
dations. Probably  the  castle  was  onlv 
stockaded  with  timber,  and  doubtless  it 
played  a  great  part  in  the  times  of  Danish 
invasion,  and  may  have  been  held  for 
Dane  or  Saxon,  according  to  the  fortune 
of  war.  In  the  valley  far  to  the  right 
lies  Ashendon,  said  to  be  the  Assandiia 
of  the  Saxon  Ohxonide,  where  Canute  and 
his  Danes  inflicted  a  crushing  defeat  on 
Edmund  Ironside.  Ashendon  Church 
had  a  miraculous  Image,   and  was    the 


object  of  a  pilgrimage  in  the  Middle  Ages 
of  our  history. 

From  the  railway  station,  which  lies  at 
the  foot  of  the  castle  hill,  you  get  a  fall 
view  of  the  whole  position,  the  earthworks, 
a  windmill  on  another  commanding  brow, 
and  the  church,  which  seems  to  stand  higher 
than  either.  The  whole  forms  a  fine  defen- 
sive position  which  seems  to  hold  the 
conunand  of  all  the  country  round.  Con- 
nected probably  with  the  castle  and  honour 
of  Rayleigh  was  a  curious  tribund,  called 
the  Lawless  Court,  which  met  at  cockcrow 
upon  the  Wednesday  after  Michaelmas, 
when  all  the  proceedings  were  conducted 
in  whispers  and  the  records  thereof  re- 
corded with  a  piece  of  charcoal.  The 
court  was  transferred  to  Rochford,  about 
the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  by  Lord  Rich,  the 
son  of  Henry  the  Eighth's  unscrupulous 
Chancellor,  who  in  one  way  or  another 
secured  all  the  lands  and  manors  hereabouts, 
and  at  Rochford  the  court  was  held  till 
recent  days,  although  its  origin  and  mean- 
ing are  among. the  undiscovered  secrets 
of  antiquity. 

To  Rochford  the  train  brings  us  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  we  have  not 
probably  missed  anything  in  the  transit, 
unless  it  be  Hockley  village,  which  stands 
high  with  good  views  all  round,  or  Hawks- 
well,  where  there  is  a  locally  famous  spring 
that  once  had  some  reputation  as  a  healing 
spa.  But  Rochford  strikes  at  once,  with 
its  melancholy  groves,  and  the  feeling  of 
the  quiet  decay  that  rests  beneath  their 
shades.  A  raUway  bridge,  under  which 
you  pass  after  leaving  the  station,  militates 
a  little  against  the  romance  of  the  first 

glimpse  of  old  deserted  Rochford  Hall,  the 
ome,  almost  the  palace,  of  great  families 
of  the  ancient  rock — the  Batelers,  or  Batlers, 
from  whom  sprang  the  Earls  and  Dukes 
of  Ormond  famous  in  Irish  history;  the 
Boleyns  of  the  old  civic  order ;  the  Riches 
of  the  newer  nobility  of  the  Robe.  Long 
walls  of  red  brick,  solid  and  high,  enclose 
ancient  gardens  and  pleasaunces;  while 
patched  walls  and  ancient  gables  show 
among  the  trees — ^trees  which  retain  some 
memory  of  stately  avenues,  of  terraces  and 
dignified  courtyards,  where  gilded  coaches 
drew  up,  and  once  thronged  with  lacqueys 
and  serving-men.  Over  the  green  sward 
lovely  Anne  Boleyn  has  often  tripped, 
a  happy,  merry  girl,  recking  little  of  the 
chequered  future  before  her,  of  the  splendour 
of  the  throne,  or  the  dark  shadow  of  the 
scaffold.  And  now  cattle  are  quietly 
browsing  on  the  lawn,  a  happy  picnic-party 
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from  MQo  End  is  making  merry  under 
the  trees ;  the  great  hall  where  high  revels 
were  held  long  ago  is  now  a  bam,  haystacks 
are  built  on  the  foandatlons  of  the  balos- 
traded  terrace. 

The  church  is  hard  by,  separated  from 
the  Hall  only  by  the  park-like  meadow,  with 
its  groaps  of  well-grown  trees.  The  tower 
of  red  brick  is  a  splendid  example  of  good 
brickwork,  and  its  tone  is  mellowed  by  the 
centuries  which  have  elapsed  since  the  reign 
of  Henry  the  Seventh,  when  probably  it 
was  boilt. 

"  Are  yon  looking  for  the  grave  t "  asks 
in  a  low  voice  a  pleasaDt-lookIng  woman  in 
black.  There  is  a  f  aneral  going  on  in  one 
comer  of  the  churchyard.  The  country 
equipages,  the  heavy  polished  coffin,  the 
handsome  mourning  garments  of  those  who 
stand  around — ^venerable  figures  mostly, 
with  some  of  stalwart  middle  age,  and  a 
few  quite  young — seem  to  show  that  some 
noted  figure  on  the  country-side  has  gone 
to  his  rest,  with  those  countless  ones  of  the 
generations  before  him.  But  then  the  open 
grave  is  evident  enough;  what  does  our 
polite  informant  mean  t  "  The  grave  of  the 
poor  woman  who  was  murdered  the  other 
day — I  thought  you  must  be  looking  for 
that,"  continues  the  woman  in  black ;  and 
she  points  to  a  freshly  raised  mound,  where 
a  wreath  is  placed  and  some  freshly  gathered 
flowers.  And  then  the  stoiy  is  remembered 
of  a  poor  woman  whose  body  was  found  in 
a  stream  with  marks  of  having  come  to  a 
violent  end.  And  our  new  friend  zealously 
insists  on  pointing  out  the  place,  within  a 
bowshot  of  church  and  Hall— a  dismal,  eerie 
kind  of  place  where  stepping-stones  cross 
the  brook,  and  that  seems  to  give  an  ad- 
ditional and  doleful  touch  to  the  shadows 
that  hang  about  Rochford  Hall. 

But  here  is  some  energetic  visitor  who  is 
determined  to  see  the  interior  of  the  Hall. 
It  is  only  a  fragment  we  see  of  the  grand 
mansion  of  old,  four  gables  and  an  octagonal 
turret,  and  even  this  has  been  remodelled 
to  suit  the  requirements  of  later  occupants, 
good  solid  country  gentry,  justices  of  the 
peace,  and  members  of  the  quoram,  but 
without  pretensions  to  play  a  great  part 
In  the  world.  The  Tudor  windows  have 
been  tumed  to  plain  honest  casements,  and 
there  Is  a  genteel  front  door  with  a  heavy 
knocker,  with  which  our  new  friend  Is  In- 
dustriously hammering.  He  rouses  the 
echoes  in  empty  rooms  and  corridors,  but 
brings  about  no  other  sign  of  life.  "  Wake 
Duncan  with  your  knocking,"  wake  the 
Batelers,  the  Boleyns,  wake  the  ancient 


groom  of   the   chambers,  and    bid   him 
announce  the  Marquis  of  Mile  End. 

Bat  if  we  are  not  to  be  received  in  state 
there  is  a  back  door,  doubtless,  to  which  we 
must  condescend.  The  place  is  not  alto- 
gether desolate.  Gay  garden  flowers 
scramble  about  here  and  there,  and  a 
wicket  opens  upon  a  rambling  kind  of 
courtyard,  half  orchard  and  garden  as 
well,  while  there  is  a  splendid  old  kitchen 
garden  partly  enclosed  by  the  famous 
old  brick  wslls  before  mentioned.  Tliis, 
the  north  front  of  the  house.  Is  far  more 
impodng   than   the  other.    The    quaint 

Sbles  are  crowned  by  slender  chimney- 
af  ts,  with  richly  moulded  caps,  and  the 
flanking  tower,  corresponding  with  a 
similar  tower  on  the  other  front,  aids  the 
effect,  which  is  happy  if  incongruous.  Then 
comes  a  great  gap,  and  the  end  of  the 
house  is  fiUed  up  with  more  modem  brick- 
work. But  the  line  of  building  is  con- 
tinued in  a  building  now  converted  into  a 
barn,  the  walls  ot  which. show  blocked-up 
windows  ot  late  Gothic  character,  and 
the  ruined  stump  of  another  octagonal 
tower  indicates  the  extent  of  the  ancient 
fa9ade. 

While  we  have  been  taking  these  obser- 
vations, the  Marquis  has  been  boldly 
practising  upon  the  knocker  of  a  back 
door  of  ample  dimensions,  which  is 
presenUy  opened  and  a  tall,  good-humoured 
dame  demands  our  pleasures  **  How  much 
a  head  to  see  the  'Awl  1 "  ''  Just  what  the 
gentlemen  please,"  replies  Dame  Ursula, 
and  leads  the  way  into  a  vast  kind  of 
kitchen  or  keeping-ro6m,  where  the  farmer, 
his  household,  and  servants  are  dining  in 
patriarchal  ample  fashion,  with  dogs  in 
attendance,  who — the  dogs,  that  is — tumble 
over  each  other  in  their  eagerness  to  greet 
the  strangers.  "Bless  you,  they  won't 
hurt  you;  they're  like  lambs,  they  be," 
cries  the  presiding  hostess,  waving  the 
carving-kntfe  In  friendly  greeting. 

Dame  Ursula  makes  a  capital  guide, 
and  unlike  many  modem  guides,  who  are 
cynically  superior  to  popular  tradition,  she 
has  a  robust  faith  in  the  story  she  has  to 
tell.  "  Old  !  you  may  call  It  old,"  replying 
to  an  exclamation  of  the  Marquis,  as 
he  follows  the  dame  witti  the  rest  of  us 
behind  him  through  the  turns  and  twists 
of  the  obscure  passages.  '*  Eight  hundred 
years  old  to  be  sure,"  she  adds ;  "  not  all  of 
it:  this  fireplace  ain't  more'n  four  hundred." 
And  she  shows  us  a  respectable  old  hearth 
with  a  horizontal  spit  that  may  have 
blazed  for  the  wedding  feasts  and  funeral 
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baked    meata    of    Boleyns    and    Riches. 
But  the  accient  part  is    by  a  winding 
stair  with  treads  of  ancient  oak  so  well 
grained  and  solid,  that  they  may  yet  add 
another  eight  hundred  years  to  the  age 
which  DAxne  Ursala  so  liberally  assigns 
them.  Another  winding  stair  leads  to  a  long 
corridor,  with  an  equally  solid  oaken  floor- 
ing, from  which  open  out  a  number  of  small, 
cnrioasly  shaped  chambers,  while  a  long, 
low,  nnlighted  room  is  announced  as ''  The 
Dungeon  wherft  the  ghosts  used  to  come 
from."  Not  that  D^me  Ursula  will  own  to 
a  full  belief  in  the  ghosts.    She  never  saw 
any.     "And  yon  see  no  queer  sights,  hear 
no  strange  sounds  in  the  night  % "  is  asked. 
"  Well,  we  never  come  up  here  of  a  night," 
replies  the  dame  ingenuously.    And  we 
can  well  believe  her.     For  might  not  one, 
perhap9,  meet  the.  shade  of  Ajine  Boleyn, 
her  hands  clasped  about  hdr  delicate  neck; 
or  that  hardened    but   latterly  penitent 
old  villaio.  Lord  Chancellor  Riche,  who 
died  in  one  of  these  chambers,  the  pliant 
instrument  of  King  Harry's  cruelties  and 
caprices,  who  counted  his  gains  from  each 
noble  head  thit  fell  on  the  scaffold,  and 
battened  on  the  spoils  of  convents  and 
ancient  abbeys  ?    Tradition  has  it  that  he 
built  the  fine  brick  tower  of  the  church  as 
a  kind  of  expiation,  and  he  certainly  en- 
dowed a   number   of   almshouses.     Bat 
could  such  a  man  rest  in  peace ;  should  we 
not  hear  his  voice  of  a  night  as  the  wind 
rosfaed   howling  along  the  deserted  cor- 
ridors of  Bochford  Hall  t 

"  And  this  is  the  room  where  Q  leen  Anne 
Buleyn  was  bom,"  says  D^me  Ursula, 
showing  the  way  to  a  pleasant  little 
chamber  in  the  southern  turret,  quite  a 
likely  place  for  such  an  occurrence,  and  if 
some  people  say  she  was  born  at  Biickling 
we  prefer  to  believe  the  old-established 
tradition.  *'A&d  tiiis  ia  where  she  was 
imprisoned,"  opening  the  door  of  a  roomy 
kind  of  armoury  or  wardrobe.  Pdrhaps, 
when  she  was  a  chQd,  for  it  wiu  juat  the 
place  for  a  naughty  girl  to  be  put,  accord- 
ing to  the  rigid  discipline  of  otiier  days,  if 
not  of  our  own. 

But  how  the  place  is  stripped  1  There 
is  not  an  old  panel  left,  nor  a  tattered 
morsel  of  lianging.  There  is  nothing, 
indeed,  left  but  the  bare  walls  in  the  un- 
occupied part  of  the  mansion.  Yet  there 
is  a  strong  local  interest  in  the  place,  and 
Dame  Ursula  allows  that  she  is  quite  tired 
climbing  np  and  downstairs  with  one  party 
and  another. 

After   Uiat  great,  rambling  Hall,  the 


narrow  entrance  to  R^chford  town  with 
its  tiny  houses  seems  quite  inconsiderable. 
Bat  there  is  a  market-place,  if  you  please,  a 
wide  and  open  square,  and  it  being  market- 
day,  there  are  a  doz^n  or  two  of  sheep 
penned  in  one  comer,  and  half-adozen 
dealers  holding  discourse  over  them,  while 
half-a-dozen  carts  are  parked  in  the  inn- 
yard,  like  a  battery  of  artillery,  and 
doubtless  the  same  number  of  smart  nags 
are  muLching  each  other's  hay  in  the 
stable.  At  the  front  door  is  a  break,  full  of 
excursionists,  with  accordions,  banjos,  and 
a  key-bugle,  which  discourse  lively  music, 
while  the  ladies  of  the  party  sip  the 
porter-beers  for  which  the  house  is  noted. 
But  a  quiet  little  town  and  a  neat  is 
R  jchford  in  its  usual  aspect 

The  red  tower  of  the  church,  glowering 
among  the  solemn  groves  of  Rjchford  Httll, 
is  soon  out  of  sight,  and  with  many  a  turn 
and  bend,  the  road,  like  a  ship  beating  up 
against  the  wind,  slowly  approaches  the  till 
tower  of  Prlttlewell  Church,  which  is 
a  landmark  for  miles  around.  And  the 
village  is  *<  en  f^:e,"  the  school-children  are 
having  tea  in  the  Briory  grounds,  and 
belated  mites  with  their  mugs  are  harrying 
to  the  scene.  Somewhere  in  the  grounds 
is  the  spring  that  gives  its  name  to  the 
village,  **  the  finest  spring  in  the  hundred," 
says  our  old  gazetteer,  and  keeps  supplied 
the  fish-ponds,  last  memorials  of  the  old 
monks,  idthough  there  are  still  relics  of  the 
Priory  buildings  buUt  up  in  the  more 
modern  house.  In  an  old  mill  on  the  little 
stream  was  hidden  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
after  the  flight  from  Cirencester  of  the 
rebel  army  that  fought  for  the  deposed 
King  Richard  the  Second,  and  that  began 
Its  campaign  so  bravely  by  Colnbrook 
bridge,  and  hence  he  was  dragged  to  the 
place  of  his  execution  in  the  courtyard  of 
Pleshy  C:ftstle. 

Picturesque  enough  is  the  approach  to 
the  village,  where  the  handsome  church 
tower  lords  it  over  the  humble  roofs,  and 
the  road  winds  steeply  up  the  liill. 
But  once  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  and 
presto  !  the  country  has  vanished ;  you  are 
among  the  terraces,  avenues,  ''gardens "of 
Southend,  ttiat  spread  for  miles  and  miles 
in  a  quite  marvellous  developemeni  And 
in  the  waning  day  its  gas -lamps  are 
twinkling  far  and  near,  mingling  with 
lights  here  and  there  from  pier  and  head- 
land, while  over  yonder  the  revolving 
Nore  L^ght  flashes  out  and  disappears.  And 
here  is  the  station,  with  the  train,  pretty 
well  crammed,  for  London  Town. 
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POLLY. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

Until  the  other  night  I  hadn't  been  to 
the  <'  Ambigoity  "  for  three  years  or  more, 
and  I  shoiudn't  have  gone  were,  perhaps, 
not  for  another  three  years,  only  it  began 
to  rain  hard  just  as  I  was  passing  the 
doors,  and,  as  I  didn't  feel  quite  so  sure 
as  the  ch^^  who  sold  it  to  me  that  a 
newish  roit  I  had  on  was  all  wool  and 
well  shmnlr,  a  shelter  seemed  cheap  at 
sixpence. 

I  almost  wish  now  Td  let  myself  get 
wet  through  or  turned  into  a  pub.  instead, 
because,  as  luck  would  have  it^  I  sat  down 
near  where  our  little  lot  had  pitched  the 
last  time  I  was  there,  and  I  couldn't  help 
moping  over  all  that  had  happened  since 
me  and  Bill  Scott  and  his  girl  and  my 
sister  Sue  were  all  together  and  as  friendly 
as  any  four  in  London. 

My  I  What  a  girl  she  was  !— Bill's  girl, 
Polly  Phillips,  I  mean,  not  Suoi  who, 
though  a  bonny  -  looking  lass  enough, 
wasn't  to  be  coiapmnd  to  the  other  for 
style.  I  won't  say  that  was  Sue's  fault 
exactly,  because  she'd  been  brought  up  in 
the  country,  while  Polly  was  a  Londoner 
born  and  bred;  but  she  needn't  have 
shown  her  ign(»rance  like  she  did  that 
night,  especially  as  we'd  come  to  the 
''Ambiguity"  mainly  with   the  idea  of 

E'ring  her  a  treat.  We  might  as  well 
ve  left  her  at  home,  because  she  wasn't 
pleased  at  alli  but  shocked. 

'<  Oh,  Polly  ! "  I  heard  her  whisper  soon 
after  the  first  ballet  began.  <' However 
can  they  ? " 

"  Practice,  my  dear,"  says  Polly,  *' prac- 
tice. But  a  lot  of  the  steps  idn't  as  hard 
as  they  look.  I  can  do  a  good  few  myself, 
and  I'll  teach  you  if  you  like." 

"I  didn't  mean  the  dancing,"  explained 
Sue ;  **  that's  beautiful  I  meant  the^the 
clothes." 

Polly  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Oh,  you'll  soon  get  used  to  those,  my 
dear,"  says  she.  ''  To  looking  at  !em»  at 
least." 

Then  Sue  blushed  and  shut  up ;  but  she 
rated  me  finely  afterwards  for  taJdng  her 
to  a  place  where  such  things  were  allowed. 
I  told  her  It  was  the  custom  of  the  stage 
and  that  there  was  no  harm  in  it,  not  on 
the  stage,  though  I  owned  it  woiddn't  be 
considered  decent  out  of  doors;  but  I 
couldn't  bring  her  round  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  ancTfihe  never  went  anywhere 


again  unless  she  was  quite  sure  all  ttie 
women  would  be  in  long  frocks. 

Sue  had  lately  come  up  to  town  to  work 
for  a  City  firm — ^she  was  a  mantle-hand, 
and  smart  at  her  budness,  I'm  told — and 
we  all  lived  together  in  Polly's  mother's 
house,  the  two  girls  sharing  a  room. 

Them  being  so  different  iji  was  wonder- 
ful how  they  took  to  each  other.  PoUy 
was  a  fine,  handsome  girl,  always  game 
for  a  lark  and  ready  with  an  answer,  while 
Sue — well,  Sue,  as  I  have  said,  was  good- 
looUng  enough,  but  as  quiet  as  a  Oity 
street  on  Sunday ;  yet  after  they  got  home 
from  work  in  the  evening  yon  couldn't 
part  'em. 

Bill  grumbled  a  bit  just  at  first. 

*'  Tom,"  he  says,  "  your  sister^s  a  nice 
^1,  but  since  she  came  I  can't  get  a  word 
with  Polly  in  edgeways.  I  wish  she'd  set 
up  a  chap  of  her  own." 

'*  'Tain't  much  good  wishing  that,  BiU," 
says  I.  "  She'd  run  away  home  to  Dray- 
field  if  a  young  man  looked  at  her  twice." 

Bill  laughed. 

'<Ay,  she's  a  quiet  one,"  sdd  he. 
"  But  die's  a  nice  girl,  all  the  same." 

He  didn't  dare  to  say  a  word  to 
Polly,  because,  like  most  girls  of  a  high 
spirit  who  have  been  a  good  deal  run 
after,  she  was  a  bit  of  a  tyrant,  and  if 
Mr.  BIU  wasn't  satisfied  with  her  treat- 
ment he  had  to  pretend  to  be,  or  put  up 
with  worse. 

After  a  while  he  got  quite  used  to  Sue 
taking  dummy,  as  yon  might  call  it,  and 
didnt  seem  to  mind  it  so  much,  though 
PoUy  teased  him  sometUng  shameful  at 
times. 

When  we  were  all  out  for  a  stroll 
together,  she'd  make  believe  it  wasn't 
manners  for  her  and  Bill  to  pair  off,  and 
would  either  insist  on  us  walking  all  four 
abreast,  or  hitch  her  arm  in  mfne,.saybig : 

"Come  along,  Tom,  old  man.  Sisters 
always  like. another  girl's  brother  to  look 
after  theptu  better  than  their  own." 

Then  die'd  go  on  in  front  with  me,  or 
make  Bill  go  on  in  front  with  Sua  Some- 
times, when  we  two  were  behind,  ahe'd 
dodge  down  a  side-street,  and  we'd  never 
see  the  others  again  tiU  we  got  home. 

"  Polly,"  said  I,  one  nighty  when  she'd 
served  'em  this  trick,  "you'll  make  Bill 
jealous." 

I  was  only  joking,  because  though  I 
thou^t  Polly  was  a  real  stunner,  I'd  mora 
sense  than  to  tell  her  so  —  she'd  have 
banged  my  head  against  the  nearest  wall 
if  I'd  breathed  a  word  of  anything  warmer 
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fhfOi  friendliness — and,  as  for  Bill,  weU, 
he  knew  I  wasn't  answerable  for  Miss 
Polly's  whims  and  fanciea 

"Not  nnless  I  take  np  with  a  handsomer 
man,  Tom,"  says  she,  ready  as  usual  to 
give  back  better  than  she  got. 

"Anyhow,  he'll  think  you're  getting 
tired  of  hhn,"  said  L 

"  Get  out  1 "  said  she,  laughing.  "  BQl's 
too  slow  to  think  it's  raimng  before  he 
gets  wet  through." 

"  If  he  ain't  pretty  well  soaked  by  this, 
it's  not  for  want  of  some  one  to  chuck  cold 
water  over  him,"  said  1/  and,  whether  she 
felt  a. bit  ashamed  of  heiself  or  not  I  don't 
know,  but  for  that  <mce  she  let  me  have 
the  last  word. 

It  mast  have  been  just  pride  and  wilful- 
ness made  her  carry  on  in  this  way,  though 
she'd  never  been  l&e  other  girls — ^ready  to 
say  "  Yes,  Bill,"  "  No,  Bill,"  or  "  Do  as 
ycm  like  —  it  makes  no  odds  to  me," 
acoordiqg  to  whichever  form  of  words 
seemed  likely  to  please  his  royal  highness 
best  Ordinary  drls  are  too  glad  to  get 
a  chap  to  risic  lodag  him  by  daring  to 
show  a  will  of  their  own  before  they're 
wedded;  but  Polly  wasn't  an  ordinary  gkl. 
She  could  haye  had  hex  pick  of  chaps,  and, 
what  was  bad  for  Bill,  she  knew  it.  She'd 
always  taken  good  care  to  let  him  know 
thajb  he  ought  to  tUnk  himself  lucky 
because  she  mvoured  him,  but  she^d  never 
gone  quite  so  far  before. 

She  made  game  of  him  to  Sue  bef(«e 
his  face,  teUing  her  things  he'd  said — the 
sort  of  things  a  chap  dMS  say  when  he's 
courting,  which  sound  as  sweet  as  sugar 
and  as  sensible  as  Solomon  when  he  says 
'em,  but  strike  him  as  bebg  soft  and 
nothing  else  if  he  hears  them  repeated  in 
ccdd  blood. 

Sob  was  sorry  for  Bill,  and  one  night, 
when  Polly  had  teased  him  till  he  couldn't 
stand  it  any  long^,  but  bolted  out  of  the 
house  and  round  to  the  pub.  at  the  comer, 
she  spoke  up  for  him. 

''  PoUy,"  says  she,  blushing  all  over  her 
faeoi  ''you're  too  bad,  really." 

"  Ay,"  chimes  bi  Polly's  mother.  "  You'U 
be  loong  him  with  your  high-mightilness, 
or  else  dnving  him  to  drink." 

"There's  very  good  fish  in  the  sea," 
nid  Polly*  "  And  If  Bill  chooses  to  make 
a  beast  of  himself  I  can't  help  it." 

"Don't  talk  like  that,  PoUy,"  put  in 
Sue.  "Lot  Tom  go  after  him  to  say 
yaa*xe  sorry." 

"  Tom,  go  and  tell  BiU  that,  if  he 
doesn't  come  back  this  minute  and  beg  my 


pardon  for  losing  his  temper,  I'll  never 
speak  to  him  again,"  said  Polly,  and  I 
went. 

I  found  Bill  in  the  pub.,  not  drinking 
desperately,  but  sitting  comfortable  and 
thoughtful  with  hb  pint  and  Us  pipe,  and 
I  told  him  all  that  had  passed. 

"  So  quiet  little  Sue  found  her  tongue, 
did  she  f  "  he  asked,  with  a  queer  sort  of 
chuckla  "Here's  her  health,  Tom,  and 
may  you  find  as  good  a  wife  as  you've  got 
a  sister." 

It  was  after  this  night  I  began  to  fancy 
that  Bill  didn't  fret  much  when  Polly  made 
him  walk  with  Sue.  If  she  took  Sue  off 
and  left  us  two  to  ourselves,  he'd  look 
black  and  maybe  swear  a  bit,  but  when  he 
was  left  with  Sue  his  face  reminded  me 
of  a  chap  I  once  knew  who  pretended  he 
didn't  like  beer,  but  took  it  as  medicfaie. 

It  never  struck  me,  though,  that  there 
was  anything  between  them  which  Polly 
was  likely  to  object  to  until  the  night  we 
went  to  the  "Ambiguity,"  and  tiien  it 
wasn't  till  after  the  performance  that  I 
found  it  out.  We  lived  down  Walworth 
way,  and  as  soon  as  the  second  ballet  was 
over  we  came  out,  partly  because  there 
was  a  fearful  dufier  down  to  take  the  last 
turn,  and  partly  so  that  we  could  get  a  drop 
of  beer  and  a  bit  of  something  to  eat 
before  walkfaig  to  the  trams  on  the  other 
side  of  Westnunster  Bridge. 

Sausages  and  mashed  potatoes  it  was  we 
had,  in  a  place  not  far  from  Leicester 
Square — ^ra^er  a  swell  sort  of  place,  where 
there  were  waiters  and  little  tables  to  sit 
down  at  It  was  a  cut  above  what  Bill 
and  I  should  have  gone  in  for  if  we'd  been 
by  ourselves,  but  we  thought  the  gfrls 
would  like  it,  and  so  they  did,  while  I  must 
say  that,  considtting  the  slap-up  style  of 
the  accommodation,  we  weren't  overcharged 
for  our  meal. 

It  was  wUle  we  were  having  supper  that 
I  began  to  think  there  was  more  liking 
between  Bill  and  Sue  than  there  was  any 
business  to  be,  considering  how  long  he  and 
Polly  had  been  keeping  company.  For 
one  thing  they  kept  looking  at  each  other 
as  if  there  was  nothing  else  in  the  place 
worth  notice,  and  for  another,  once,  when 
I  dropped  my  Imif  e  and  stooped  quickly  to 
pick  it  up,  I  saw  that  Bill's  foot  was 
touching  Sae's.     . 

It  might  have  been  an  accident,  of  course 

— ^the  table  wasn't  very  big,  and  Bill  takes 

a  fairish  size  in  boots — and  maybe  I  should 

I  have  put  it  down  to  accident  if  they'd  kept 

I  their  feet  still,  but  they  moved  Uiem  apart 
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— both  moved,  mind  yoa — almost  as  soon 
as  rd  set  eyes  on  them,  and  when  I  came 
to  the  surface  again  with  the  knife  I'd 
dived  for,  Sae  was  blushing  and  Bill 
looking  sheepish. 

Pollj)  No;  Polly  didn't  notice  any- 
thing. She  was  too  well  used  to  being 
noticed  heraelf  to  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  other 
folks.  Yainf  Of  course  she  was  vain. 
As  the  prettiest  girl  in  our  neighbourhood 
she  was  bound  to  be,  and  I  believe  she 
thought  every  man  in  that  place  was 
admiring  her  and  every  woman  envying 
her. 

I  dare  say  they  were,  too.  She  was 
looking  her  best  and  dressed  her  finest  that 
night,  and  when  Polly  was  in  her  Sanday 
things  she  caught  your  eye  like  a  Uaion 
Jack.  I  can't  tell  you  exactly  what  she 
had  on,  but  there  was  plenty  of  blue  and 
red  and  a  few  other  colours  in  it,  and  she 
had  feathers  in  her  hat  She  worked  at 
the  feather-dressing,  did  Polly,  and  knew 
where  to  get  plenty  for  her  money. 

I  felt  proud  to  be  in  her  company 
myself,  and  wished  Sae  had  ]been  togged 
out  more  in  the  same  style,  but  Sue  was 
full  of  countrified  notions  about  dressing 
accordhig  to  her  station.  I  must  say  she 
always  looked  neat,  bat  she  never  made 
any  show,  and  once,  when  I  was  treating 
her  to  a  new  hat  and  wanted  her  to  have 
one  something  like  Polly's  last,  she  actually 
said  Polly  had^  no  taste.  I  don't  know 
whether  it  was  jealousy  or  just  ignorance — 
ignorance  I  should  think,  because  it  was 
the  only  fault  she  ever  found  wil^  Polly— 
but  that  was  what  she  said. 

WoU,  when  we'd  finished  supper  we 
started  off  across  Trafalgar  Sqaare  and 
down  Whitehall  to  the  Bridge.  We  all 
kept  together  at  first,  anl  Polly  chaffed 
the  rest  of  us  because  we  were  so  quiet. 

"Sing  up,  Sae,  my  dear,"  says  she, 
'starting  the  chorus  of  one  of  the  songs 
we'd  heiurd,  not  so  loud  as  to  create  a 
disturbance  or  get  us  into  trouble,  but  jast 
loud  enough  to  be  pleasant  if  we'd  been  in 
a  frame  of  mind  to  enjoy  that  sort  of 
thing. 

"Oil,  don't,  Polly,"  says  Sae,  looking 
frightened.     <<  There's  a  policeman  " 

'*Why,  bless  my  heart,  so  there  is," 
cried  PoUy,  leaving  us  and  going  up  to 
the  bobby.  ''Please,  Mr.  Officer,  can  you 
tell  me  the  time ) " 

It  was  cheok,  of  course^  and  a  plainer 
girl  than  Polly  might  have  been  told  s^ 
pretty  sharp,  but  the  copper  only  grinned 
and  said  he  was  sure  her  eyes  were  bright 


enough  to  read  Big  Ben  at  double  the 
distance. 

*<  Oh,  Polly,"  says  Sue,  who  was  all  of  a 
tremble.   ''  How  dare  you  do  such  things  %  " 

But  Polly,  who'd  been  pleased  by  the 
copper's  compliment,  only  laughed  and 
went  on  askmg  us  whit  was  ti^e  matter 
that  we  wouldn't  sing. 

''Nothins,"  says  BUI;  "but  it  ain't 
quite  the  thing,  Polly.  At  least,  not  in 
the  West  End." 

"Oh!  ain't  it,  Mr.  Proper)"  asked 
Polly.  "And  pray  how  long  ago  did  you 
find  that  out  f  Tom,  come  and  walk  with 
me  and  we'll  have  a  duet  to  ourselves." 

I  went,  but  we  didn't  have  any  dnei 
My  head  was  all  in  a  whirl  over  what  I'd 
seen,  and  I  couldn't  have  sung  if  I'd  been 
paid  for  it.  At  first  I  thought  of  telling 
PoUy  and  giving  her  a  friendly  word  of 
warning,  but  when  I  tried  to  speak  I  was 
afraid.  Besides,  it  didn't  seem  fair  to 
accuse  Sae  behind  her  back  when  it  was 
jast  possible  I  might  have  been  mistaken, 
so  I  made  up  my  mind  to  hold  my  tongue 
until  after  I'd  had  a  chance  of  talking  to 
Sae  on  the  quiet 

Polly  chaffed  me  a  bit  about  not  being 
in  the  humour  for  singing,  asking  me 
which  of  the  ballet-girls  I'd  lost  my  heart 
to,  and  so  on,  but  she  didn'fi  seem  to  be 
vexed  with  me  like  she  was  with  Bill  for 
hinting  that  sfaiging  in  the  streets  wasn't 
ladylike.  When  we  came  to  the  trams 
she  wouldn't  ride  with  him. 

"  No,  thank  you,  lir.  Scott,"  says  she. 
<  I  might  do  something  that  wasn't  West- 
endy  enough  for  your  royal  highness. 
Tou  go  and  sit  in  front  there  with  Sue, 
and  don't  look  round  for  fear  Tom  and  I 
shame  you  by  our  low  goings  on." 

"I  don't  see  why  we  can't  all  sit 
together,"  said  Bill,  but  Polly  wouldn't 
hear  of  it,  and  as  there  isn'fi  much  time 
for  any  argument  if  yon  mean  to  sit  any- 
where at  all  on  the  t^p  of  the  last  tram, 
she  had  her  way. 

I'll  never  forget  that  ride,  never,  because 
it  was  then  it  first  struck  me  that  If  Polly 
and  Bill  fell  out  there  might  be  a  chance 
for  me.  As  far  as  looks  w^t,  I'll  own  X 
wasn'c  fit  to  be  entered  in  the  same  show 
as  Bill,  but  I  earn  a  decent  wage  at  a  very 
steady  j  >b — ^I'm  a  carpenter  by  trade — 
and,  thought  I,  if  Polly  will  take  up  with 
me,  even  out  of  spite,  I'll  do  my  best  to 
make  her  a  good  husband. 

Having  this  idea  in  my  mind,  I  was  less 
sharp  with  Sue  when  I  did  speak  to  her 
than  I'd  at  first  meant  to  be. 
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■<Saa/'  says  I,  "don't  you  know  that 
Bill  and  Polly  are  keeping  company  1 " 

*^  Yes,  of  coarse  I  do/^  said  Sue,  gomg 
as  red  as  Polly's  best  frock.     "  Why  % " 

"WdU,  I  thought  you  seemed  to  have 
forgotten  it  the  other  night,"  I  went  on. 

Then  Sae  began  to  cry,  bat  bit  by  bit 
she  owned  that  %ill  had  been  making  ap  to 
her  on  the  sly  almost  from  the  first. 

"  Then  I  gaess  there'll  be  a  row,"  said  I. 
It  seemed  mean  of  Bill,  and  the  meanness 
of  it  pat  everything  else  out  of  my  head 
jast  for  the  minate. 

"  Oh  1  no,  no,  Tom,"  cried  Sue.  '*  Yoa 
mustn't  quarrel  with  Bill  We  meant  to 
tell  you  before  this,  only  we  were  afraid, 
and  we  want  you  to  help  us." 

"  Help  you  to  what  T'  I  asked,  still  more 
angry  than  anytUng  else. 

"  Why,  to  keep  it  from  Polly,  and — and 
to  get  married,"  Sue  stammered  put 

You  might  have  knocked  me  down  with 
a  feather.  I  hadn't  a  notion  things  had 
gone  half  so  far. 

I' Not  me,"  said  I,  as  soon  as  I  could 
speak.  "  You  can  do  your  own  dirty  work, 
and  let  me  tell  you,  young  lady,  you'll  be 
sorry  for  yourself  if  Polly  gets  hold  of  you 
after  the  wedding." 

"  She  won't,"  put  in  Sue.  «  We  mean  to 
go  away — bright  away — as  soon  as  we  come 
out  oi  church." 

''If  you've  got  it  so  nicely  cut  and  dried 
as  that,"  said  i, "  you  won't  want  me.  But 
it's  a  mean  trick  towards  Polly.  Whatever 
will  she  do,  I  should  like  to  Imow  1 " 

"  Find  another  chap,"  says  Sue,  with  a 
little  laugh.  "  She  says  they're  all  wild  for 
her.  YoU|  for  one,  would  be  glad  enough 
to  step  into  Bill's  shoes.  Why  not  help  us 
and  Rive  yourself  a  chance  f " 

"Because  it's  a  mean  trick,"  I  repeated. 
All  I'd  hoped  £^  on  the  tram  was  that 
Polly  might  get  jeiilous  of  Sue  and  throw 
Bill  over.  I'd  never  dreamt  that  Bill  would 
try  to  change  his  shoes  of  his  own  accord 
anl  want  me  to  help  him. 

"I  don't  see  it,"  said  Sue.  ''If  Bill 
marries  Polly  there  will  be  three  of  us 
miserable  and  only  one  happy.  Besides, 
she's  sure  to  find  out  after  a  bit  that  he 
doesn't  really  love  her,  and  then  she'll  be 
miserable  too." 

This  sounded  like  sense.  Being  in 
love  with  Polly  myself,  I  naturally  believed 
I  could  make  her  happier  than  Bill 
could  if  only  she'd  try  me,  and  try  me 
I  thought  she'd  be  sure  to  if  Bill  played  her 
false.  Still,  the  business  didn't  seem  straight^ 
somehow,  and  I  didn't  consent  to  be  in  it 


all  at  once.  After  a  bit,  though.  Sue  talked 
me  round — ^it  was  wonderful  how,  being 
such  a  quiet  one,  she  could  talk  when  she 
gave  her  mind  to  it— and,  to  cut  short  a 
part  of  my  tale  I'm  not  particularly  proud 
of,  after,  a  month  of  slyness,  whispering, 
wondering  if  Polly  suspected  anything, 
fearing  her  mother  did,  and  so  on,  I  saw 
Bill  and  Sue  married  and  into  the  train  on 
their  way  to  South  Africa. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  Bill  should 
write  to  Polly  from  Southampton,  and 
make  a  clean  breast  of  the  whole  business, 
but,  as  it  turned  out,  he  might  as  well  have 
saved  himself  the  trouble  and  the  cost  of 
the  stamp. 

It  was  about  dinner-time  when  I  got 
home,  and  presently  in  came  Polly.  I 
could  tell  by  her  face  she  knew  or  sus- 
pected something. 

"  Tom/'  says  she.  her  eyes  flashing  very 
fierce,  "  where's  Bill  1 " 

"  I— I  don't  know,  Polly,"  said  I,  wish- 
ing I  was  with  him  in  the  train. 

*'  You're  a  Uar  ! "  says  she,  and  it  began 
to  strike  me  I  might  have  miscalculated 
my  chances.  I  didn't  contradict  her,  and 
after  a  bit  she  went  on  :  *' What  did  you 
and  he  and  Sue  want  in  St.  Mark's  Church 
this  morning  ? " 

Well,  I  told  her.  How  I  got  it  out  I 
don't  know^  bat  I  told  her  the  whole  story, 
and  as  Bill  and  Sae  were  safe  out  of  her 
reach,  I  made  out  the  best  case  I  could  for 
myself.  She  didn't  seem  to  think  it  was  a 
very  good  one. 

«Ay;  you're  a  pretty  .liar  I "  says  she, 
"  a  very  pretty  Uar  1  I  suppose  it's  true 
they're  married,  though.  Anyhow,  I  can 
soon  find  out.  I  wish  Bill  joy  of  his 
bargain." 

<<  If  you'd  listened  to  what  I  told  you, 

that  n^^hjt  you  dtove  Bill "  began  her 

moth«|^  who  had  sat  quiet  and  looked 
frightened  till  then ;  but  Polly  shut  her  up. 

"  You  mind  your  own  business,  mother," 
she  said,  *<and  leave  ma  to  mind  mine. 
Yon  needn't  wait  tea  for  me." 

With  that  she  bounced  out  of  the 
house,  and  up  to  now  she's  not  come  back 
again.  I  suppose  after  the  airs  she'd  given 
herself  as  the  beauty  of  our  road,  she  felt 
she  couldn't  face  the  chaff  the  other  girls 
would  have  been  sure  to  treat  her  to. 

No,  I  don't  think  she's  dead.  Some- 
times I  almost  wish  we  knew  she  was. 
Perhaps,  though,  she'll  come  home  some 
day.  Apyhow,  we're  living  in  the  same 
place  still,  her  mother  and  I,  and  often  I 
wake  up  in  the  night  and  wonder  if  I 
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didn't  hear  a  knock.  Ay  !  she  was  a  wil- 
fdl,  foolish  girl,  I  dare  say,  bat  I  love  her 
all  the  same.  I'm  at  least  as  mnch  to 
blame  as  she  was,  so  I'm  always  ready  to 
open  the  door,  and  the  old  woman  has 
promised  she  won't  be  hard  on  her. 

I'll  never  forget  her — never,  but  all  the 
same  I  wish  I  hadn't  gone  to  the  '*  Am- 
bignlty  "  again  the  other  night ;  it  set  me 
thinking  too  hard  about  what  might  have 
been. 


FROM    MINUET    TO    SKIRT- 
DANCING. 


The  minuet  is  associated  in  our  minds 
with  those  lovely  creatures  in  saeques  and 
powder,  whom  Lancret  and  Watteau 
have  handed  down  to  usi  Watteau's 
education  as  a  scene-painter  gave  him  a 
love  of  costume  and  colour  which  he 
never  lost.  It  plays  an  important  part  in 
all  his  pictures.  He  revcds  in  depicting 
the  shimmer  of  the  satin  trains,  the  soft 
yellow  of  the  costly  brocades  worn  by  the 
fair  and  frail  women  who  adorned  the 
Oourt  of  Louis theFourteentii  and  Fifteenth, 
and  who  found  in  the  minuet  a  means  of 
displaying  their  charms  before  the  sus- 
ceptible monarchs.  What  elegance  marked 
every  movement,  while  each  turn  of  the 
hand,  every  glance  of  ^he  long  seductive 
eyes,  had  a  subtle  meaning !  The  history 
of  courtship  was  contained  in  Vke  dance, 
from  the  first  advance  to  the  final  surrender 
in  the  low  curtsy. 

From  France  the  minuet  travelled  to 
England,  where  it  was  received  with  much 
favour.  The  excellent  Qaeen  of  George 
the  Third  adopted  it  at  her  most  decorous 
Oourt,  but  we  may  dare  swear  much  of  its 
hidden  languid  and  dangerous  "  oeillades  " 
were  suppressed.  Queen  Charlotte,  who 
revelled  fai  large  hoops  and  high  heads, 
made  the  dancing  of  minuets  an  afiiair  of 
great  importance.  To  a  *<d^butante"  it  was 
a  crucial  test ;  and  she  was  not  suffered  to 
exhibit  before  the  Court  without  previous 
training.  Lessons  from  Le  Picque,  the 
Court  menuetier,  were  indispensable  if  any 
measure  of  success  was  to  be  attained. 

At  Court  balls  there  were  usually  two 
minuets  danced,  followed  by  country 
dances^  which  were  more  to  the  taste  of 
the  King,  being  lees  formal  and  hearty, 
oftentimes  degenerating  into  a  romp,  and 
ending  with  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley. 

In  1814  powder  went  out  of  fashion,  so 
too  did  saeques,  hoops,  and  minuets ;  side 


curls  came  in  with  short  waists  and  san- 
dalled shoes. .  Our  grandmothers  lost  all 
their  dignity.  It  is  cHffieult  to  imagine 
anything  more  inel^ant  than  the  appear- 
ance presented  by  the  beauties  of  ihe  day 
as  we  see  them  in  the  fashion  prints  and 
in  the  curicatures  of  Gillray. 

The  war  was  now  at  an  end,  and  the 
Continent  being  agafai  open  to  visitors,  an 
influx  of  foreigners  appeared  in  London, 
and  as  a  consequence  foreign  manners  and 
customs  were  all  the  fasUon.  The  new 
quadrille  and,  later  on,  the  waltz  were  in- 
troduced at  Almack's.  In  the  prints  of 
the  time  we  have  a  fashionable  party 
dancing  the  French  quadrille;  the  cele- 
brated Lady  Jersey,  with  Lord  Wor- 
cester for  her  partner;  whDe  Lady 
Worcester  dances  with  Cianronald  Mac- 
donald,  who  is  imprinting  a  kiss  upon  her 
fair  hand.  They  look  a  singular  group, 
and  justify  Lady  Charlotte  Campbell's 
remark  that  untQ  ladies  and  gentlemen  had 
joints  in  their  ankles,  which  is  impossible, 
it  is  worse  than  imprudent  to  make  such 
exhibitions  of  themselves.  On  another 
occasion  the  same  writer  says:  "When 
people  dance  to  be  looked  at  they  surely 
should  dance  to  perfection.  Even  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  who  is  the  Angelini  of 
the  group,  would  make  an  indi£Ferent 
figurante  at  the  opera,  and  the  male 
dancer,  Mr.  North,  reminds  me  of  a 
gibbeted  malefactor  moved  to  and  fro  by 
the  winds,  but  from  no  personal  exertion." 
It  is  difficult  for  us  of  this  generation,  who 
look  upon  a  quadrflle  as  a  lazy  walk- 
over, to  imagine  that  any  proficiency  as  a 
dancer  was  a  necessary  qualification  for  it. 
The  directions  for  dancing  it  in  the 
"Complete  Dancing  Master"  are  very 
elaborate,  and  the  cuts  and  entrechats 
required  almost  the  training  of  a  ballet- 
dancer,  as  well  as  a  coftsiderable  amount 
of  self-possession.  It  was  the  custom  of 
Almack's  for  only  one,  or  at  most  two 
quadrilles  to  be  danced  at  the  same  time, 
so  that  it  became  a  matter  of  exhibition, 
the  whole  assembly  standing  up  on  benches 
to  view  the  performance.  Lady  Harriett 
Butler,  daughter  of  the  Marquis  of 
Ormonde,  was  considered  a  beautiful 
dancer,  having  learned  her  entrechats  in 
Paris.  There  was  always  a  crowd  when 
she  performed.  On  one  occasion  she  had 
for  her  partner  Lord  Graves,  who  was  ex- 
tremely fat  and  by  no  means  in  the  flower 
of  his  youth.  Lord  Graves,  wishing  to 
equal  the  accomplhihed  and  beautiful  Lady 
Harriett,  ventured  to  imitate  some  of  her 
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entrechatSy  but  missed  his  footing  and 
measored  his  length  on  the  floor.  Sir 
John  Burke,  later  on,  took  him  t6  task  for 
his  folly  in  attemptii:^  entrechats  with  his 
flgure  and  at  bis  time  of  life.  This  reproof 
imtated  Lord  Graves,  who  was  smarting 
under  the  sense  of  failure ;  he  answeted 
angrily :  "If  I  am  too  old  to  dance,  I  mb 
BtiU  young  enough  to  blow  out  the  brains 
of  an  impudent  puppy  1 '' 

The  timely  interference  of  Lord  Sefton 
prevented  a  duel.  He  quietly  remarked : 
'*The  world  would  condemn  you  both  if 
you  were  to  fight  for  such  slight  grounds, 
and  as  for  you.  Graves,  you  haven't  a  leg 
to  stand  upon." 

The  waltz  followed  closely  upon  the  new 
quadrille.  It  was  again  Lady  Jersey  who 
introduced  it,  and  when  later  the  Emperor 
Alexander  visited  London,  an  army  of 
foreigners  gave  a  strong  impetus  to  the 
movement.  Its  great  popularity  gave  rise 
to  many  disputes  as  to  whence  the  waltz 
originally  eame,  whether  from  the  old 
Provencal  ''La  Sauteuse^"  or  ''Yolte,"  or 
the  German  national  dance,  the  "Landler." 
It  is  most  universally  amsibed  to  the  last- 
named.  The  Laudler  was  under  the  ban 
of  the  authorities  as  beins  dangerous  to 
both  health  and  morals;  but  in  spite  of 
prohibitions  it  made  its  way  to  Vienna, 
where  it  was  introduced  in  the  opera, 
"  Una  Casa  rare,"  by  Yincente  Martens. 
The  character  of  the  dance  was,  however, 

eeatly  changed  and  modified,  the  temiK) 
Ing  much  accelerated.  From  Vienna  it 
quickly  passed  to  Fnmce.  Dr.  Burney 
saw  it  performed  in  Paris  in  1780,  and 
could  not  help  reflecting:  "  How  uneasy  an 
Englfah  mother  would  feel  to  see  her 
danghter  so  familiarly  treated,  and  still 
more  to  note  the  obliging  manner  in 
wUch  the  fireedom  is  returned  by  the 
females.''  Had  he  lived  a  few  years 
longer  the  good  old  doctor's  sense  of 
deeoram  would  liave  received  a  shock  in 
the  welcome  accorded  to  the  dance  by 
English  women. 

Waltzing  has  become  now  so  thoroughly 
an  institution  of  the  country  that  we  of 
the  present  day  can  hardly  understand  the 
hubbub  to  wluch  its  flrst  appearance  gave 
zbai  Saikes  in  his  jounuQ  declares  that 
no  event  in  English  society  ever  produced 
a  greater  sensation  than  did  the  introduction 
of  the  German  valtz.  It  darmed  mothers 
and  fathers  while  it  charmed  sons  and 
danghtera.  Every  night  the  waltz  would 
be  called,  and  the  ropes  would  be  held  by 
the  waiters.    In  Count  Gronow's  Recollec- 


tions there  is  a  print  of  the  waltz  as 
danced  at  Almack's  j  we  have  ttie  Princess 
Esterhazy  preparing  to  start;  her  short 
petticoats  and  shoes  with  sandals  give  her 
an  ungraceful  air.  Her  partner  b  Count 
St.  Antonio,  afterwards  Dae  de  Cannizaro; 
Baron  Neumann  is  leading  out  the  Princess 
Lieven ;  in  the  background  Brummel,  the 
famous  Beau,  is  conversing  with  the 
Dachess  of  Rutland;  while  Sir  George 
Warrender  in  a  wonderful  green  coat, 
holding  a  crush  hat  in  his  hand,  is 
evidently  discussing  the  vexed  question 
with  one  of  its  greatest  supporters,  Count 
St.  Aldegonde.  The  foreigners  did  good 
service  in  getting  recruits,  and  in  en- 
couraging the  debutantes  who  came  shyly 
forward  with  fear  and  trembling  into  the 
cirde  within  the  ropes,  while  outside  the 
crowd  looked  on  at  their  efforts  and  made 
unkind  remarks  upon  their  giddiness  and 
confusion. 

Lady  Charlotte  Campbell,  who  objected 
so  strongly  to  the  new  quadrille,  was  not 
prude  enough  to  see  anything  offensive  in 
the  dance  unless  that  it  disordered  the 
stomach  and  sometimes  made  people  look 
very  ridiculous;  but  she  adds  in  her 
caustic  way,  '<  Moralists,  with  the  Duchess 
of  Gordon  at  their  head  who  never  had  a 
moral  in  her  life,  exclaim  dreadfully 
against  it." 

Another  purist  was  to  be  found  in  Lord 
Byron,  who  for  some  reason  ranked  himself 
with  the  anti-waltzers.  His  well-known 
verses  are  tenibly  severe : 

What  I  the  girl  I  adore  by  another  embraced  I 
What  1  the  balm  of  her  breath  shall  another  man 

taste ! 
What  1  touched  in  the  whirl  by  another  man's  knee  I 
What  1  panting,  recUne  on  another  than  me  1 
Sir,  she*s  yours ;  from  the  grape  you  have  pressed 

the  soft  blue. 
From  the  rose  you  have  shaken  its  tremulous  dew; 
What  you  have  touched  you  may  take.    Pretty 

waltzer,  adieu ! 

Theselines  were  handed  about  at  Brooks's 
and  Crockford's,  at  first  anonymously,  but 
the  name  of  tiie  author  soon  was  whispered 
from  one  and  then  another.  Copies  were 
given  to  great  ladies,  and  extreme  con- 
sternation was  felt  by  the  waltzers  at  tiiis 
new  blow.  Soon,  however,  their  sp&its 
were  ndsed.  The  young  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire^ the  cynosure  of  the  matrimonial 
world,  put  himself  at  the  head  of  the 
waltzing  movement ;  parties  were  orga- 
nised at  Devonshbe  House  for  practising. 
Soon  all  London  returned  to  school,  the 
mornings  which  had  been  dedicated  to  the 
Park  were  now  absorbed  in  practising  the 
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figures  of  the  new  quadrille,  or  whirling 
a  chair  round  a  room  to  learn  the  step 
and  measure  of  the  GarmMi  waltz;  the 
anti-waltjEers  were  beaten,  the  waltz 
adopted  by  the  rank  and  fashion  of 
London  was  not  to  be  put  in  the  shade. 
Caampfoned  by  Maiame  de  Lfeven,  the 
Princess  Esterhaz/,  and  Lord  PAlmerston 
— who  was  to  be  seen  gravely  describing 
circles  with  a  fair  partner — it  triumphed 
over  all  opposition,  and  has  reigned 
supreme  for  seventy  years. 

Daring  the  period  of  its  residence 
amongst  us,  the  waltz  has  altered  its 
character  somewhat.  In  the  fifties  it 
ehanged  from  the  slow  and  more  dignified 
rotatory  motion  affdctioned  by  our  grand- 
mothers, to  the  quicker  step  of  the  "  deux 
temps/'  and  later  on  it  adopted  different 
varieties,  the  hop,  the  spring,  the  Boston. 

One  great  charm  possessed  by  the  waltz 
is  the  music  written  for  it.  It  may  not 
be  so  classical  as  that  composed  for  the 
minuet,  which  is  more  stately  but  less 
pathetic  The  cadence  of  the  waltz  is  full 
of  melancholy,  it  seems  ever  travelling 
away  into  the  past,  recalling  something 
forgotten,  then  joyously  seizing  on  the 
present,  dashing  along  to  some  frantic 
ending,  again  returning  to  the  old  waQ  of 
sorrow  and  lost  love  and  happiness.  Such 
are  the  charming  waltz  ^a  g^ven  us  by  such 
writers  as  Strauss,  Waldtenfel,  and  others. 
There  are  some  of  these  that  haunt  the 
memory  for  years,  for  a  lifetime.  They 
are  associated  with  some  important  moment 
in  life,  it  may  be  our  first  joy,  or  our  first 
bitter  disappointment  It  thrills  us  to 
hear  the  air  again,  for  then  the  great 
curtains  which  hang  over  the  past  roll 
back  and  we  see  the  scene  again — the 
lights,  the  fijwers,  the  soft  clouds  of  tulle, 
the  whirling  crowd,  and  the  one  figure 
with  the  starry  eyes  and  the  tremulous 
smile.  Which  of  us  has  reached  the 
bridge  of  middle  age,  and  has  not  felt 
these  cells  of  memory  stirred  occasionally 
even  by  the  German  street  band  t 

The  polka  made  its  appearance  in  1840, 
coming  to  us  from  Germany,  where  it  was 
known  as  the  Polka  M<izarka.  The  rage 
for  it  was  wonderful  C  Jiarius,  the  French 
ballet-master,  had  his  hands  so  full  that 
he  was  obliged  to  employ  his  *'  coryph6as  " 
as  teachers.  It  was  not  nearly  so  graceful 
as  the  waltz,  and  the  dancers  often  pre- 
sented a  ridiculous  appearance.  Punch's 
parody  on  the  Maid  of  Athens  describes  it: 

By  that  step  so  uncon fined, 
By  that  neat  kick  up  behind, 


Goulon's  hop  and  Michaad's  sll^e. 
Backward,  forward,  or  aside ; 
By  the  alternate  heel  and  toe. 
Polka  por  sas  a^apo. 

The  cotillon,  with  its  many  pretty 
devices  and  innumerable  opportunities  for 
flirtation,  became  deservedly  popular  from 
1844,  and  still  continues  in  favour,  al- 
though of  late  the  proud  position  of  leader 
does  not  seem  so  much  sought  for  by 
our  "jettnesse  dor6d."  The  attention  of 
society  is,  in  fact,  concentrated  upon  the 
new  developement,  skirt-dancing,  which  is 
one  of  th^  special  products  of  this  century, 
and  will  make  history.  Some  one  has 
called  it  the  offspring  of  a  "  Mariage  de 
Convenance"  between  a  somewhat  effete 
and  exhausted  aristocratic  stock  ani  a 
vigorous  plebeian. ,  It  is,  in  fact,  a  mfx'ure 
of  the  ballet  and  the  Lancashire  clog  dance 
purified  and  embellished.  Ttxh  compro- 
mise was  effected  some  years  'ago  by 
Mr.  J.  D'Auban,  whose  father  was  a 
well  known  professor  of  the  art  of  dancing, 
who  had  been  educated  on  the  classical 
lines.  Seeing,  from  a  commercial  point 
of  view,  that  music-hall  dancing  was  more 
profitable  than  the  higher  and  more 
legitimate  walks  of  the  ballet,  he  pro- 
ceeded, so  to  speak,  to  climb  down,  and 
this  in  spi(e  of  the  wound  inflicted  on  the 
family  honour.  This  up-to-date  young 
man  wrote  a  musical  sketch  called:  ''Ain't 
she  very  shyt"  in  which  he  adapted 
classical  means  to  grotesque  ends,  and 
formed  the  modem  school  of  which  Miss 
Kate  Vaughan,  Miss  Pnyllis  Bronghton, 
Miss  Sylvia  Grey,  Miss  L^tty  land,  etc., 
are  the  cUef  exponents.  The  efforts  of 
these  artists — for  they  undoubtedly  deserve 
that  name — have  been  emulated  by  their 
rivals  of  the  burlesque,  who  were  not  slow 
in  imitating  the  skirts  of  Mr.  D'Auban's 
pupils,  adding  much  of  their  own  boldness, 
dexterity,  and  more  free  and  uncultured 
talent.  To  tihese  are  added  all  the  new 
effects  of  grouping,  colouring,  electric 
light.  The  two  achools  run  one  another 
very  close,  and  the  original  dog-dancer  bids 
fair  to  rival,  if  not  surpass,  her  more 
educated  sister. 

Skirt-dancing  has  likewise  seized  upon 
society — the  society  of  fank,  education, 
and  refinement.  Ladies  of  birth  and  po- 
sition are  now  good  enough  to  dance  before 
the  worthier  blood,  and  for  their  deleeti^ 
tion  exhibit  their  "  good  points."  It  is  all 
purely  classical  Greek  art.  We  must 
remember,  however,  that  in  Athens  only 
the  slaves  danced.  ''Autre  temps,  autres 
moe  irs,"    Moreover,  it  is  useless  contend- 
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ing  against  the  popular  taste  which  has 
set  in  a  strong  current  in  favour  of  skirt- 
dancing  with  its  different  variations  — 
serpentine,  rainbow,  etc  How  long  it 
will  hold  the  public  is  impossible  to  say ; 
bat  we  may  safely  predict  it  will  never 
keep  its  place  as  did  the  waltz.  Already 
it  is  showing  signs  of  decay. 


GATEWAYS. 


Thb  late  "  restoration  "  in  its  most  pleas- 
ing sense  of  the  old  gateway  of  St.  John's, 
OlerkenweU,  reminds  us    that,  generally 
speaking,  gateways  seem   to    be  of    all 
human  constructions  the  most  tenacious  of 
life.    We  may  note  that  they  are  amongst 
the  grandest  and  the  most  romantic  ruins 
of  me  world,  and  that  in  innumerable 
instances  where  all  else  has  either  perished 
or  has  been  reduced  to  shapeless  ruin,  the 
gateways  stand  forth  often  as  perfect  to 
all  appearance  as  in  the  days  when  they 
had  a  "raison  d'etre."  In  our  own  England 
we  can    find    examples  enough  without 
going  across  the  seas,  although,  of  course, 
we  have  notUng  to  compare  with  the 
colossal  pylons  of  Karnak,  or  with  the 
arches  of  ancient  Borne  and  of  Provence, 
or  with  the  mystic  temple  gateways  of 
India^  Ghina,  and  Japan.    It  is  difficult  to 
assign  a  reason  for  this  longevity  of  the 
gateway  as  compared  with  other  edifices, 
many  of  which  were  built  with  greater 
ideas  of   durability.     Why,  for  instance, 
in  the  Roman  Forum  there  should  be  two 
almost  perfect  triumphal  arches  amidst  the 
most  absolute  ruin  and  desolation ;  why 
the  Nile  traveller  should  observe  that  of 
many  a  famous  old  city,  all  that  remains 
is  a  pylon  of  one  of  its  temples ;  and  why 
in  the  vast  tracts  of  Ghina  which  were  de- 
vastated during  the  Taipiug  rebellion,  the 
monotonous  stretch  of  level  country  should 
be  broken  only  by  pagodas  and  monumen- 
tal   gateways.     May   we    surmise   that 
superstition    sometimes   preserved    them 
when  we  remember   that   amongst   the 
pagans  of  Europe,  at  any  rate,  the  thresh- 
old of   a  house  was  second  in  sanctity 
only  to  the  hearth,  and  that  in  all  Eastern 
countries,  arches,  entrances,  and  gateways 
are  under  the  special  protection  of  gods 
and  spirits  1    Or  is  it  more  likely  that 
gateways  were  found  adaptable  to  use  when 
other  edifices  were  valueless,  and  that  the 
eorqueror  who  swept  away  temples  and 
palaces,  and  razed  castle  keeps,  retained 
wflJls  and  gateways  on  the  chance  of  their 


coming  in  handy  for  his  purpose  %  At  any 
rate,  the  fact  remains  that  gateways 
generally  survive  all  else.  Even  In 
modernised  London,  where  duiiDg  tht^ 
past  century  the  hands  of  the  devastator 
and  the  improver  have  been  so  busy,  we 
find  ample  corroboration  of  this  statement. 
Long  after  London  Wall  ceased  to  be  a 
practical  conatruction,  and  London  Ditch 
was  filled  up,  the  London  gates  survived 
as  memories  of  days  when  our  city  could 
shut  itself  off  from  the  outer  world  at  will. 
The  majority  were  taken  down  to  make 
way  for  wider  streets  in  the  year  1761,  and 
the  removal  of  Temple  Bar,  the  last, 
which  is  a  matter  of  quite  recent  history, 
was  not  effected  without  much  sentimental 
opposition. 

Of  the  ancient  splendid  ecclesiastical 
establishmentv,  which  in  the  days  of  their 
I  glory  must  have  rendered  London  one 
of  the  most  picturesque,  if  not  one  of  the 
most  magnificent  cities  of  Europe,  the 
gateways  long  survived,  and  in  one  or  two 
cases  still  survive. 

The  gateway  of  the  once  famous 
Carthusian  Monastery  near  Smithfield,  now 
known  as  the  Charterhouse,  is  one  of  the 
few  substantial  relics  left  of  the  old 
buildings,  although,  be  it  noted,  amongst 
the  other  relics  doorways  are  remarkable. 

The  Early  English  gateway  by  which  one 
reaches  from  Sodthfield  the  fine  old  church 
of  S^  Bartholomew  the  Great — which,  like 
the  neighbouring  Gate  of  St.  John's, 
Clerkenwell,  has  lately  been  the  scene 
of  an  interesting  ceremony — is  all  that 
remains  of  the  vast  monastic  buildings 
properly  so  called  which  once  surround^ 
the  Priory  church  of  which  the  present 
church  represents  a  small  portion. 

Of  mighty  Bermondsey  Abbey  the  only 
relic  to  be  seen  within  the  present 
generation  was  the  eastern  entrance  gate 
built  into  a  street  of  squalid  houses. 

The  same  remarks  apply  to  the  ancient 
palatial  residences  of  London.  Of  the 
magnificent  noblemen's  mansions  which 
lined  the  Thames — each  of  which  we  may 
be  sure  had  its  river  g»te  as  well  as  its 
entrance  to  the  thoroughfare  known  as 
the  Strand — all  that  remains  of  any  con- 
sequence is  the  Water  Gate  of  York  House, 
standing  in  the  Embankment  Gardens 
at  the  foot  of  Buckingham  Street.  All 
that  is  left  of  the  palace  which  Henry  the 
Eighth  built  on  the  site  of  the  St.  James's 
hospital  for  leprous  women,  is  the  familiar 
gateway  at  the  foot  of  St.  James's  Street-. 
Of  Lincoln's  Inn,  the  feature  best  known 
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to  the  public  is  certainly  the  fine  old  Tador 
gateiray  In  Chancery  Lane,  bnilt  by  Heniy 
the  Seventh  in  1518.  In  like  manner 
thousands  of  Londoners  know  as  old  friends 
the  modest  little  entrance  from  Holbom 
to  quaint,  sequestered  old  Barnard's  Inn, 
and  the  entrance  to  Staple  Inn,  under  the 
'^Old  Houses"  in  the  same  street,  who 
have  probably  never  passed  under  them 
in  their  lives.  Equally  well  known  is  the 
old-time  entrance  to  the  Middle  Temple 
in  Fleet  Street,  but  Middle  Temple  Lane 
is  a  sufficiently  busy  thoroughfare. 

London  names  are  full  of  associations 
and  suggestions,  none  more  so  than  that  of 
the  narrow  passages  leading  from  Holbom 
into  Lincohi's  Inn  Fields,  known  as  Qreat 
and  Little  Turnstiles.  Gateways  these 
cannot  certainly  be  called,  but  the  names 
bring  to  our  minds  a  vision  of  days  when 
there  were  fields  about  Lincoln's  Inn, 
where  cattle  grazed,  and  turnstiles  existed 
to  prevent  them  from  straying  on  to  the 
great  road  to  Oxford  and  the  West. 

Even  more  remarkable  is  the  retention 
of  the  old  gateways  to  the  inns  of  London. 
The  inns  ^emselves  have,  for  the  most 
part,  disappeared,  although  here  and  there 
beneath  the  show  and  glitter  of  the  modem 
public-house  we  may  detect  features  of  the 
old  building,  once  a  true  place  of  residence 
for  guests  and  a  house  of  call  for  coachee. 
But  we  may  trace  their  exact  localities  by 
the  courtyaxd  gateways  still  existing,  and 
still,  almost  witiiout  exception,  bearing  the 
names  of  the  old  inns  to  which  they  led. 
A  peep  through  such  gateways  as  still 
fulm  tiielr  original  purposes  and  have  not 
been  converted  into  mere  passages  leading 
to  offices  and  warehouses,  is  a  duty  to  be 
performed  by  every  conscientious  explorer 
of  old  London.  There  is,  for  instance,  the 
<<01d  Bell,"  in  Holbom,  unaltered  since 
the  palmy  days  of  the  road ;  dose  by,  the 
rampant  '*  Black  Boll,"  well  known  to  Mrs. 
Gamp,  stands  over  a  gateway  now  leading 
to  model  lodging-houses,  but  once  the 
entrance  to  one  of  the  most  famous  Hol- 
bom inns.  In  the  Borough  High  Street 
two  or  three  gateways  still  lead  to  inn 
courtyards  quite  unchanged  since  the  days 
when  the  borough  High  Street  almost 
entirely  consisted  of  inns,  for  it  led  to 
wluit  was  perhaps  the  busiest  high-road  in 
the  kingdom,  the  old  Dover  Boad.  The 
*'  George  "  stQl  retafais  its  quaint  ealleries, 
so  does  the  **  Queen's  Head,"  which  is  now 
probably  the  oldest  of  London  inns.  The 
*<  White  Hart,"  famous  as  the  scene  of  the 
first  meeting  between  Mr.  Pickwick  and 


Sam  Weller,  was  only  demolished  a  year 
or  two  back,  and  the  *'  Half-Moon "  and 
"  SpuTi"  although  without  galleries,  retain 
thdr  gateways,  and  are  Btul  old-fashioned 
enough  to  be  worthy  of  a  glimpse. 

If  the  survival  of  the  gateway  is  still 
remarkable  in  London,  over  which  so 
many  waves  of  change  are  constantiy 
passing,  and  where  the  exlgoicies  of 
modem  trade  demand  that  the  old  order 
of  things  should  continually  gjtve  way  to 
the  new,  it  is  not  surprising  that  in  the 
provinces  it  should  be  more  noticeaUe. 

The  number  of  rel^us  houses,  of 
castles,  of  palaces,  of  fortifications  in 
provincial  England,  of  which  noUiing 
remab  but  their  gateways,  is  remarkable. 
We  do  not  wtmder  that  a  dead  old  town, 
such  as  Sandwich,  Bye,  or  Winchelsea, 
should  retain  these  shadows  of  ancient 
power  and  importance,  but  when  we  note 
them,  still  stutdy  and  strong,  in  busy  cities 
such  as  York,  Carlisle,  Chester,  Norwieb, 
and  Southampton,  we  incline  to  the  beUrf 
that  the  gateway  must  have  a  tutelary 
deity  in  the  form  of  Public  Affection. 
Nay,  the  busiest  towns  are  those  most 
conservative  of  their  gateways,  whilst  in 
quieter  places  the  spirit  of  destruction  has 
swept  them  away. 

Thus,  whilst  Carlisle  still  retains  its 
Botcher,  or  English  Gate,  its  Bickw,  or 
Scots  Gate,  its  Oaldew,  or  Irish  Gate^ 
whilst  York  has  its  Monk,  Bootham, 
Micklegate,  and  Walmgate  Bars;  whilst 
Chester  has  its  North,  East,  and  Bridge 
Gates;  sleepy  old  Chichester  has  destroyed 
its  four  gates  because,  forsooth,  **they 
interfered  with  the  street  traffic; "  in  lifeless 
Sandwich  only  one  remaina  out  of  five ;  in 
Bye  only  one  remains ;  although,  on  the 
other  hand,  Winchelsea,  which  is  possibly 
more  absolutely  lifeless  than  any  of  these, 
retains  its  Strand,  New,  and  Pipewell 
Gates.  Castie  gateways  often  survive 
long  after  keep,  walls,  and  buildings  have 
disappeared,  Oarisbrooke,  Saltwood,  and 
Hnrstmonceux  being  familiar  instances  to 
Londoners. 

The  survival  is  equally  remarkable  in 
connection  with  buildb^pi  which  were 
deserted  long  before  the  oldest  of  our 
cathedrals  was  buQt  Along  the  entire 
line  of  the  Roman  wall  between  Newoastio- 
on-Tyne  and  Port  Carlisle,  there  are  the 
rains  of  towns,  some  of  which  must  have 
been  of  considerable  size.  In  almost 
every  instance,  the  gateways  are  In  better 
preservation  than  tiie  other  remains ;  in- 
deed, they  are  sometimes  the  only  remains, 
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and  in  more  than  one  instance  need  bat 
the  saperposition  of  a  stone  or  two  to 
render  them  perf eotw 

When  the  dissolatlon  of  the  monasteries 
destroyed  the  greatest  featnre  of  Enelish 
mral  life,  in  many  instances  the  buildings 
themselves  were  atterly  destroyed — lul 
but  thdr  gateways,  and  of  these  the 
magnificent  specimens  scattered  over  our 
coontry  are  innumerable.    At  hazard,  as 

1  instances  may  be  mentioned,  the  St. 
Augustfaie's  Gate  at  Canterbury,  the  gate 
of  the  famous  house  at  Walsingham,  of 
St.  Ifory's  Abbey,  and  the  King's  Gate  at 
York;  the  Ethelbert  and  Erpingham  Gates 
at  Norwich,  St.  Augustine's  Gate  in 
Bristol,  that  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds,  and 
at  the  Abbeys  of  Bamsey  and  Thomey  in 
the  Fen  country.  It  may  be  that  the  old 
monkish  bnflders  lavishea  extra  care  on 
the  gateirays  wUdi  tlie  outer  world  saw — 
for  it  was  politically  important  to  impress 
the  outer  world  at  onbe^-and  that  popular 
reverence  preserved  them.  At  any  rate, 
thert  the  gateways  often  linger  as  the 
solitflvy  felics  of  a  mighty  past. 

We  have  purposely,  in  our  necessarily 
abridged  survey  of  the  survival  of  the 
gateway,  confined  our  attention  to  our 
own  country;  but  this  survival  is  quite 
as  remaxkable  abroad.  Italian,  French, 
and  Spaidsh  towns  ofier  splendid  ex- 
amples, whilst  such  Belgian  and  Dutch 
cities  as  have  levelled  their  walls  have 
generally  retained  their  gateways,  which 
are  striidng  and  picturesque  features  of  a 
rarely  striking  or  picturesque  landscape. 

So  it  is  in  the  Far  East  Often  the 
entrance  to  the  courtyard  of  a  Buddhist 
temple  is  a  more  imposing  edifice  than 
the  temple  itself,  so  that  often  in  temple 
cities  such  as  Benares  or  Pekin,  or  Kioto 
or  Tokio,  the  traveUer  is  prepared  for  a 
vastness  and  magnificence  which  do'  not 
exist.  One  of  the  most  prominent  features 
of  the  Japanese  landscape  is  the  frequent 
"Torii"— HteraUy,  ''bird  rest"— a  huge 
stone  gateway  leading  often  to  temples, 
shrines,  and  holy  places  of  which  nothing 
remain  but  erumbung  ruins  of  timber. 

The  same  peculiarity  strikes  the  ex- 
plorer of  ancient  Egypt.  Of  many  a 
famous  city  nothing  remams  above  the 
ever-shifthig,  all-hiding  sand  but  the 
mighty  pylons  or  entrances,  and  these  are 
often  almost  as  perfect  as  when  reared  by 
that  mysterious  race  which  could  transport 
mighty  masses  of  granite,  and  polish  them, 
and  carve  them  with  a  scientific  perfection 
we  despadr  to  imitate.    So  it  is  in  the  yet 


more  ancient,  yet  more  mystic  land  of 
Assyria.  The  most  striidng  relics  of 
Nimroud  with  which  we  are  familiar  are 
the  human-headed  lions  from  the  entrances 
of  the  Palace,  the  discovery  of  which 
created  amongst  the  local  tribes  as  much 
panic  and  excitement  as  half  a  century 
later  was  caused  along  Nile  banks  by  the 
transportation  of  the  long  hidden  mommy 
of  Bameses  the  Second  to  the  museum  at 
BoulaJc. 

In  short,  the  evidence  of  the  entire 
world  supports  the  ancient  importance  of 
the  gateway.  Bible  evidence  shows  that 
the  gates  of  a  city  were  often  taken  as 
representing  the  city  itself.  They  were 
places  of  public  resort,  places  of  public 
deliberation,  of  administration  of  justice, 
of  audience  for  kings  and  ambassadiwi, 
puUlc  markets,  places  of  public  sacrifice. 
They  were  usually  richly  ornamented,  and 
were  superscribed  with  sentences  from 
the  Law.  The  gates  of  Solomon's  Temple 
were  overlaid  with  gold  and  carved ;  those 
of  the  Holy  Place  were  of  olive-wood,  two- 
leaved,  and  overlaid  with  gold. 

The  Bomans  held  the  gateway  }n  re- 
ligious esteem ;  it  had  its  particular  god, 
Janus,  and  its  particular  slave-attendants, 
who,  when  liberated,  dedicated  their 
chidns  to  the  Lures.  Allusion  has  been 
made  to  tiie  two  arches  in  the  Boman 
Forum,  which  are  perhaps  the  most  per- 
fectly preserved  relics  in  the  city,  and  the 
institution  of  the  triumphal  arch  as  a 
peculiar  and  rarely  conferred  honour  had 
without  doubt  a  disthict  association  with 
the  religious  and  superstitious  ideas 
prevalent  with  regard  to  entrances. 

WHITE  LILAC. 

A   STORY   IN    FOUR   CHAPTERS. 
CHAPTER  III. 

The  following  afternoon  we  looked  in 
upon  a  great  political  banquet,  at  which, 
as  we  knew,  Montesson  was  to  be  the 
principal  speaker.  A  gallery  was  reserved 
at  the  end  of  the  hall  for  lady  spectators, 
and  the  immense  concourse  of  menfolk 
below  lay  between  us  and  the  leading 
lights  of  the  party  who  occupied  the  plat- 
form. Across  this  gulf,  the  well-known 
^ure  of  Montesson  was  conspicuous. 
The  eating  was  over,  and  the  speeches 
were  in  full  swing  by  the  time  we  entered; 
and  very  soon  after,  our  '< Knight"  rose 
and  advanced  to  the  front. 

Never   shall   I    forget    the    burst    of 
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applause  which  greeted  him.  With  one 
accord  the  whole  company  rose  from  their 
Beats,  the  men  shoatin^,  the  ladies  waving 
their  handkerchiefs.  Cheer  upon  cheer 
rent  the  air,  while  he  stood  calm,  smiling, 
patient,  waiting  the  opportunity  to  speak. 
When  I  look  back  upon  Montesson,  it  is 
always  at  that  point  that  I  try  to  picture 
him.  I  think  that  until  then  neither  of 
us  had  quite  realised  all  tliat  Hilary 
Montesson's  upward  struggle  had  brought 
him,  but  at  this  triumphal  moment  we 
seemed  to  see  him  in  a  measure  as  he  was. 
His  style  of  oratory,  when  he  did  speak, 
was  dear,  calm,  convincing.  There  was 
less  heat  in  it  than  I  had  expected,  but  an 
indication  of  power  which  was  infinitely 
more  telling  than  would  have  been  any 
superficial  show  of  sentiment. 

As  we  regained  the  carriage  and  drove 
back  through  the  dingy  crowded  streets  of 
the  district  in  South  London  in  which  the 
banquet  was  being  held,  I  think  that  both 
Aurora  and  I  were  impressed  with  much 
of  the  reverence  for,  and  even  awe  of, 
MontessoQ,  which  the  large  audience  we 
had  just  quitted  had  so  unfeignedly  felt. 
That  night  late  we  arrived  at  Veddas 
Hall. 

Of  the  events  of  the  next  few  days  I 
retain  but  a  blurred,  indistinct  recollection. 
I  know  that  the  lawn?,  the  orchards,  the 
high-walled  gardens,  were  at  ttieir  freshest 
and  loveliest,  and  that  Aurora,  like  dl 
sportive  young  creatures,  was  sparkling  and 
bubbling  over  with  the  mere  joy  of  livfng. 
But  to  me  there  had  come  back,  with  the 
renewal  of  the  lovely  spring  sights  and 
sounds,  a  strange  chill  of  recollection  of 
their  association  with  Hilary  Montesson. 
"  Oh,  weep  for  Adonais — he  is  dead  ! " 
was  the.  quotation  which  long  ago  had 
haunted  me  when  I  thought  of  him ;  and 
that  curious^  superstitious  dread  of  coming 
evil  was  pursuing  me  once  more  as  it  had 
done  so  long  before. 

On  the  Monday  came  Mrs.  Gholmonde- 
lay  with  a  maid,  innumerable  wraps,  and 
a  couple  of  poodles ;  and  two  days  later, 
trim  little  Mrs.  Hardelow  and  her  promised 
party  arrived.  To  the  young  clatelaine 
the  entertaining  of  so  many  guests  was 
an  immense  enjoyment  She  had  a 
thousand  schemes  ready  for  their  diversion, 
endless  suggestions  only  waiting  to  be 
carried  out;  while  an  indefinable  smile 
about  her  parted  lips,  and  a  far-away  look 
in  the  luminous  grey  eyes  spoke,  to  me,  at 
any  rate,  of  a  hidden  happiness,  almost  too 
great  to  be  kept  within  bounds.     A  tele- 


gram had  arrived  from  Montesson  to  let  as 
know  that  we  might  expect  him  that 
evening,  and  Aurora  had  already  left 
orders  at  the  stables  that  a  trap  should  be 
sent  to  meet  every  train. 

In  the  meantime,  during  the  course  of 
the  afternoon,  Mrs.  Hardelow  made  a 
startling  announcement 

''Aurora,  my  dear,  do  yon  remember 
Madame  Kara  f  "  she  asked. 

<•  Madame  Kara  t    Tea." 

"  Well,  I  hope  you  will  not  mind  very 
much,  but  the  fact  is  she  is  coming  to  see 
us  here  to-morrow.  And,  indeed,  to  tell 
you  the  truth,  my  dear,  I  promised  that 
you  would  put  her  up  for  a  night." 

Aurora  had  become  very  pale.  There 
was  the  same  crushed,  frightened  look 
in  her  face  that  her  last  encounter  with 
that  woman  had  brought  there ;  but  she 
murmured  somewhat  hesitatingly  a  com- 
monplace remark  about  its  being  quite 
convenient  Mrs.  Hardelow,  for  her  part, 
seemed  to  consider  herself  aggrieved. 

''She  is  tremendously  run  after,  you 
know,  Aurora.  It  would  never  have 
occurred  to  me  to  suggest  her  coming 
myself,  but  curiously  enough  she  ofiFered 
to  come.  She  has  had  such  a  week  of 
it  in  town,  and  for  another  fortnight  is 
engaged  every  single  night,  so  she  wanted 
to  snatch  a  little  fresh  air  while  she  had 
the  chance.  I  have  no  doubt  she  will  sing 
for  us  as  much  as  we  like — she  always 
does  while  visiting,  that  is  one  reason 
why  people  are  so  thankful  to  get  her." 

And  with  this  parting  shot  Mrs.  Harde- 
low tripped  ofi  across  the  lawn. 

I  knew  of  two  somebodies  who  were 
by  no  means  thankful  to  get  her,  but  I 
did  not  invite  my  little  girl's  confidences ; 
I  knew  her  to  be  too  proud  and  reserved 
for  condolences  on  such  a  subject. 

Montesson  came  somewhere  about  mid- 
night, after  we  had  all  gone  to  bed.  The 
butler  had  instructions  to  wait  up  for  him 
and  supply  his  wants,  and  one  of  Mrs. 
Hardelow's  detachment  of  young  men  had 
volunteered  to  be  at  hand  to  give  liim  a 
welcome.  I  heard  the  trap — and,  I  am 
sure,  so  did  Aurora — drive  up  to  the  front 
door;  and  some  time  after  I  caught  the 
sound  of  his  quick,  light  step  on  the  stair- 
case, followed  by  the  creaking  of  bolts 
and  bars  on  the  ground  floor  below."^  Then 
a  dead  stillness  pervaded  the  house. 

The  morning  which  followed  was  a 
brilliantly  sunny  one,  and  perhaps  on  that 
account  our  guests  were  all  in  the  highest 
spirits.     Hilary  Montesson  surpassed  him- 
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self  in  easy  repartee,  in  llghf^,  playful 
tarcasm.  He  was  the  central  fignre,  as 
idvrays,  both  at  the  breakfast-table  and 
afterwards  when  we  sallied  forth  npon 
the  lawn.  As  soon  as  he  could  contrive 
it,  however,  he  drew  Aurora  and  myself 
away  from  the  others  in  the  direction  of 
the  river. 

**1  wish  to  stand  on  that  spot  in  the 
orchard  once  more,  just  there  where  we 
first  met,"  he  said  in  expIanatioD. 

There  had  been  rain  during  the  night, 
and  the  air  was  filled  with  fresh  spring 
scents  from  the  yonng  leaves  and  new- 
mown  turf.  Overhead  the  birds  kept  up 
a  ceaseless  chorus,  thrush  and  blackbird 
alternating  with  the  smaller  songsters,  the 
lark  or  finch ;  and  in  the  vicinity,  in  tones 
rising  and  falling,  echoing  as  it  were  its 
own  cal)^  could  be  heard  the  cuckoo, 
Wordsworth's  ''wandering  voice."  But 
as  we  strayed  over  blossom-strewn  paths, 
beneath  the  spreading  white  branches  of 
the  fruit-trees,  Montesson  called  attention 
to  other,  different  sounds  from  thesa 

'*  Through  all  that  is  bright  and  joyous," 
he  said,  "  to  me  there  seems  a  strain  of 
melancholy  In  this  plaea  No,  not  the 
river,  Miss  Yeddas,  in  spring  that  murmur 
is  cheerful  enough.  It  is  the  incessant 
'caw,  caw,'  away  there  to  the  left.  Do 
you  not  find  it  depressing  f " 

*'  Ah,  you  mean  the  rookery  ! "  Aurora 
answered.  "  Some  people  mind  it  terribly 
—even  Miss  Atherton  is  not  very  fond  of 
it,  I  think,"  she  nodded  and  smiled  in  my 
direction,  "but  for  me,  it  seems  merely 
like  home.  I  am  not  even  conscious  of 
the  noise  either,  only  when  I  go  away  other 
places  seem  too  quiet." 

"They  are  settled  amongst  those  tall 
Scotch  &»,  are  they  1 "  he  asked. 
.  '  Yes.  The  path  leads  there  off  the  west 
avenue.  But  you  do  not  intend  to  visit 
them,  I  suppose  % "  she  added,  laughing. 
"  Even  I  must  confess  that  distance  lends 
enchantment  to  my  favourite  rooks — ^in 
that  they  are  just  like  bagpipes,  you  know.'* 

Montesson  smiled,  too,  for  the  question 
of  bagpipes  was  a  sianding  dispute  between 
him  and  Aurora. 

"  PrecMy,"  he  said,  and  with  that  the 
conversation  turned  on  some  of  our  town 
experiences. 

When  we  re-entered  the  Hall  Madame 
Kara  had  already  urrived. 

CHAPTER    IV. 

A  STUDY  in  light  brown  was  the  aspect 
in  which  the  Russian  singer  appeared  to  me 


that  morning,  and  I  Gu>uld  not  help  allow- 
ing grudgingly  that  for  many  it  was  pro- 
bably a  study  full  of  charm.  Light  brown, 
almost  reddish,  hair;  light  brovrn,  wide- 
open  eyes ;  gown,  boots,  bonnet  to  match, 
and  all  in  perfect  taste.  Just  the  faintest 
trace  of  pink  in  her  cheeks  and  in  her 
parasol.  Tes,  undoubtedly,  she  was  what 
most  people  would  describe  as  a  fine 
woman. 

Bat  there  was  something  snakelike,  to 
my  thinking,  in  her  "svelte,"  undulating 
figure,  in  the  gleams,  sudden  and  transient, 
that  transformed  the  habitual  expression  of 
mild  enquiry  in  her  eyes  into  one  of  cruel, 
hungry  eagerness.  Wild,  groundless  fancies 
on  my  part  these,  but  quite  enough  perhaps 
to  account  for  the  overwhelming  repulsion 
with  which  I  went  through  the  common 
courtesy  of  shaking  hands  with  her. 

Before  we  had  hi^  time  to  exchange  more 
than  the  merest  commonplaces  rels^ing  to 
Madame  Kara's  journey,  Mrs.  Hardelow 
informed  us  that  our  accomplished  guest 
was  after  all  only  to  stay  a  few  hours,  being 
obliged  to  return  to  town  that  night  To 
me,  for  one,  the  announcement  brought 
only  relief;  for  at  sight  of  her,  my  fore- 
bodbgs  of  coming  evil,  which  had  been 
dispelled  by  the  enlivening  presence  of  our 
house-party,  were  fast  crowding  in  upon  me 
again.  She  addressed  a  few  remarks  to 
Montesson,  I  noticed,  but  gaily,  carelessly, 
as  if  he  imported  no  more  to  her  than  any 
of  the  others ;  and  his  replies,  in  tones  of 
coolest  politeness,*  appeared  to  entirely 
satisfy  her.  He,  I  felt  sure,  was  startled, 
and,  for  some  reason,  shocked  at  her  appear- 
ance amongst  ns,  and  I  saw  him  more  than 
once  glance  uneasily  towards  Aurora. 

After  lunch,  we  set  out  in  a  bodj^  for 
the  park,  over  which  golf  links  ''had 
recently  been  improvised.  The  necessary 
amount  of  clubs  had  only  just  arrived 
from  town,  and  all  were  eager  to  make  a 
trial  of  them.  Aurora  herself  would 
have  devoted  the  afternoon  to  Madame 
Earai  considering  that  she  had  so  few 
hours  to  spend  with  us;  but  Madame 
insisted  that  they  epuld  not  be^  better 
employed  thin  in  gaining  some  idea  of 
this  curious  new — or  was  it  old  1 — ^game 
about  which  people  got  so  enthusiastic. 
So  we  all  assembled  about  the  starting 
tee,  placing  ourselves  unreservedly  under 
the  directions  of  Mr.  Grierson,  already  an 
experienced  player. 

Either  because  he  knew  them  to  be 
previously  acquainted  or  merely  by  a 
chance,   our  instructor   immediately    or- 
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dained  that  MonteBion  and  Madame  Kara 
should  lead  ofi. 

<*Toii,  Mbs  Veddaa,"  he  said,  taming 
apologetieally  to  Auiora,  ''have  promised 
to  wait  for  me,  so  we  most  come  on  last. 
And,  by  the  way,  I  have  given  up  the 
idea  of  foarsomes;  beginners  find  them 
wearisome.  Mr.  Montesson,  I  think  yon 
know  the  game  %  I  shall  tmst  to  yon  to 
show  your  opponent  how  she  is  to  beat 
yon."  And  widle  these  two  played  off, 
Mr.  Orierson  proceeded  to  mark  oat  the 
rest  (rf  as  in  sidtable  pairs. 

For  my  party  I  was  a  great  deal  less 
interested  in  the  length  of  my  drive,  or 
the  orthodox  manner  of  handling  a  deek, 
than  ^fai  the  doings  of  the  two  foremost 
players.  Across  the  great  stretoh  of  green 
sward,  althoDgh  occasionally  a  clamp  of 
trees  shat  them  off  from  view,  I  coold 
pretty  well  follow  their  movements.  I 
could  see  that  the  idea  of  serious  play — if 
it  had  ever  been  entertained — ^was  speedily 
abandoned;  that  some  sort  of  dispute  had 
arisen  between  them,  through  which 
Montesson  was  calmly,  coldly  polite,  and 
Madame  Kara  by  turns  angry  and  cajoling. 
From  it  all  I  gathered — with  a  feeling  of 
intense  thankfulness — that  the  spell  by 
which  this  woman  had  held  this  man — 
almost  dragged  him,  Montesson,  in  the 
dust — ^was  abiK>lutely  broken,  and  that  his 
love  for  my  Aurora  was  now  a  certainty. 

It  could  not  have  been  more  than  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  after  the  play  began 
that  these  two,  with  their  balls  in  their 
hands,  strolled  over  the  grass  to  where  I 
was  standing.  Behind  me  and  the  youth 
with  whom  I  was  playing  had  come  up 
Aurora  and  Mr.  Grierson,  and  we  were 
allowiag  them  to  pass  us  by.  Madame 
Kara's  face  as  she  advanced  was  wreathed 
in  smiles. 

"Will  you  permit  me,  my  dear  Miss 
Yeddas,"  she  began,  in  her  slightly  foreign 
accents,  ''to  thank  you  a  thousand  times 
'  for  your  hospitality;  I  have  come  now  to 
say  good-bye,  as  I  shall  have  just  time  to 
walk  to  the  station  for  my  train.'' 

Aurora  threw  down  the  club  she  was 
holding  in  her  hand. 

"You  must  not  dream  of  walking  all 
the  way  to  the  stotion,  Madame,"  she  said. 
"If  you  really  must  go,  I  shall  order  the 
carriage,  and,  meantime,  you  shall  have 
some  tea  or  anything  else  you  care  to 
take  before  starting." 

The  yellow-brown  eyes  gleamed  more 
serpent-like  than  ever,  I  thought 

"  You  must  on  no  account  disturb  your- 
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self,  dear  Miss  Yeddas,"  she  said.  *'If 
you  will  do  me  the  great  kindnew  to 
make  my  farewells  wiu  Mrs.  Hardelow, 
that  is  all  I  ask.  As  for  the  walk,  I 
prefer  it,  and  Mr.  Montesson  has  been 
good  enough  to  promise  that  he  will  escort 
me.  Agam,  good-bye,  dear  Miss  Yeddas, 
and  very  many  thanks." 

She  held  out  her  hand  very  decidedly, 
but  Aurora,  even  as  she  took  it,  still  hesi- 
tated. As  if  by  a  sadden  inspiration  she 
turned  to  Montesson. 

"Am  I  right  to  let  her  go  likethisf" 
she  asked. 

The  question  evidently  startled  him. 
He  flushed  uncomfortably. 

"  It  is  Madame  Eara's  own  affair,"  he 
answered,  in  his  most  rigid  manner.  "  I 
do  not  see  that  you  have  any  alternative. 
I  suspect,"  he  added,  softening,  "  you  will 
not  get  rid  of  the  rest  of  us  so  easily.  For 
my  part,  if  I  might  choose  I  should  decide 
never  to  go  beyond  the  bonndaries  of  your 
realm,"  and  he  smilingly  indicated  the  sur- 
rounding country  with  a  wave  of  his  hand. 

Again  the  cruel  gleam  illumined  the 
serpent  eyes  as  they  flashed  alternately  on 
Montesson  and  Aurora ;  but  the  study  in 
brown  continued  nevertheless  to  be  a 
beaming  one  to  the  end.  Even  as  they 
reached  the  limito  of  the  park,  Madame 
turned  to  bestow  upon  us  a  fiirewell  saluta- 
tion ;  then  the  two  figures  disappeared  in 
the  labyrinth  of  the  shrubbery. 

^  Here,"  said  lib.  Grierson,  turning  to 
Aurora,  "  you  have  the  nicest  little  hazard 
on  the  course,  just  the  very  place  for  one 
of  those  egregious  strokes  of  luck  that  all 
beginners  come  in  for."  And  the  game 
was  soon  again  in  full  awing. 

About  half  an  hour  after  that  it  must 
have  been  that  we  were  surprised  and 
somewhat  startled  by  the  report  of  a  pistol- 
shot  in  the  vicinity  of  the  rookery.  I  had 
given  up  my  play  as  hopeless  by  that 
time,  and  had  gone  forward  to  watch 
Aurora's,  and  together  we  consulted  as  to 
the  unusual  sound. 

**  I  believe  I  hiow,"  Aurora  exclaimed 
at  last.  "It  must  be  Clarence  Bowley, 
the  Yicar's  boy,  and  he  can't  have  been 
told  that  I  have  forbidden  it.  What  a 
frightful  screeching  they  are  making 
now  1  It  is  a  good  thing  Mr.  Montesson 
has  gone  to  the  stetion,  he  would  think 
they  were  demons."  Aiid,  bUhd  victims 
of  fate  as  we  were,  once  more  we  turned 
our  thoaghts  to  the  intricacies  of  the  royal 
game. 

I,  Patience  Atherton,  am  unfortunately 
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not  a  writer  of  stories.  So  far  I  have 
given  a  plain  account  of  what  took  place 
around  me  during  this  period  of  my  life — 
partly  because  I  have  always  felt  that  I 
ahoold  like  to  put  on  record,  however 
faultily,  something  of  Hilary  Montesson  as 
I  knew  him,  and  partly  for  another  reason 
which  I  shall  state  later  on.  Bat  to  convey 
any  adequate  idea  of  the  tragic  horrors  of 
Bubsequent  events  would  be  entirely  beyond 
the  scope  of  my  pen. 

That  same  evening  there  was  flashed 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of  Britain, 
nay  farther,  to  the  uttermost  limits  of  the 
civilised  world,  the  startling  tidings  that 
Hilary  Montesson,  the  eminent  poUtician, 
the  shining  light  of  his  party,  had  met — 
presumably  at  his  own  hands — a  violent 
death.     For  some  days  the  newspapers 
abounded  in  sensational  accounts  of  Uie 
fatal  event,  and  speculations  as  to  the 
probable  cause,  one  or  two  even  hinting 
that  from  the  position  of  the  wound — 
ahnost  at  the  back  of  the  neck — it  could 
not  have  been  self-inflicted.    This,  how- 
ever, Uie  doctor  who  had  been  called  in  at 
the  time  of  the  accident   promptly  con- 
tradicted.    Madame   Kara,  as    the   last 
person  who  had  seen  MontcHsson  alive,  was 
SDmmoned  to  attend  the  inquest,  and  gave 
her  evidence,  by  all  accounts,  with  admir- 
able clearness.    She  stated — and  there  was 
none  to  gainsay  her— that  Montesson  and 
she  had  had  a  discussion  which  had  ended, 
he  showlnff  himself  utterly  unreasonable, 
in  a  quarrel  as  they  were  passing  along  the 
west  avenue  at  Yeddas  Hall ;  that  Mon- 
tesson had  turned  oflF  in  the  direction  of 
the  rookery,  leaving  her  to  find  her  way  to 
the  railway  station  as  best  she  could — the 
Twall  being  that  she  had  taken  more  than 
one  wrong  taming,  and  would  indeed  have 
missed  the  train  had  it  not  happened  to  be 
considerably  behind  its  time.     She  had 
remarked  earlier,  she  said,  that  Monteison 
was  peculiarly  excited,  and  she  called  upon 
Mr.  Grierson  to  corroborate  her  statement 
that  he  was  much  flushed  at  the  time  that 
she  had  come  up  to  bid  farewell  to  Miss 
Veddas.    This  Mr.  Grierson  had  happened 
to  remark,  and  he  was  therefore  able  to 
testify  to  it.    A  gunsmith  from  Piccadilly 
identified  the  pistol  which  had  been  found 
lying  by  the  side  of  the  dead  man  as  one 
bought  from  him  by  Montesson  some  ten 
months  before ;  and  after  a  hearing  of  a 
good  deal  of  irrelevant  and  mostly  con- 
tradictory testimony  from  stablemen  and 
maidservants,  [the  usual  verdict  of  **  tem- 
porary Insanity  "  was  delivered. 


For  my  part,  I  was  excused  from 
appearing  at  the  inquest,  as  there  was 
plenty  of  evidence  without  mine,  and  I 
was  at  the  time  watcUng  night  and  day 
beside  Aurora.  The  f earfm  shock  of  seeing 
Hilary  Montesson  lying  dead  beneath  the 
shadows  of  the  tall  Scotch  firs,  which  I 
thought  at  first  must  kill  her,  had  remilted 
instead,  after  an  agonised  n^ht  and  day, 
in  a  sharp  attack  of  brain  fever. 

On  the  announcement  of  the  terrible 
truth,  made  without  the  least  attempt  at 
preparation  by  one  of  her  lady  guests — who 
naturally  could  not  know  that  Hilary  Mon- 
tesson was  more  to  Aurora  than  to  other 
people — she  had  sped  In  an  anguish  of  grief 
to  the  spot  where  they  had  found  mm. 
When  I  reached  it,  she  was  leaning  over 
him,  her  face  as  deadly  pale  as  his  own, 
holding  one  of  his  hands  in  both  hers. 
The  butler,  who  had  been  the  first  to  dis- 
cover him,  had  pillowed  his  head  on  a 
clump  of  soft  green  moss,  and  but  for  the 
traces  of  blood  all  around,  the  existence  of 
the  gaping  wound  in  the  neck  might  have 
been  unsuspected.  There  he  lay,  the  gifted, 
the  eloquent,  the  loveable,  enshrouded  in 
the  awftil  majesty  of  death!  Something, 
I  know  not  what,  of  noble  and  exalted  m 
his  expression  brought  to  my  lips  the  old 
name,  "  the  Knight,"  by  wUch  so  often 
we  had  half  laugmngly  called  him ;  but  in- 
stantly a  sharper,  more  penetrating  flash 
of  recollection  transfixed  me  where  I  stood, 
as  I  realised  the  culmlnati6n  of  all  my 
forebodings. 

Oh,  weep  for  Adonais — he  is  dead ! 

I  scarcely  know  how  long  we  remained 
there  in  the  sunless  gloom  of  the  thicket. 
I  remember  noticing  that  the  russet-brown 
of  the  pine  neecUes  underfoot  would 
exactly  match  Madame  Eara's  hair,  and  I 
thought — ^but  this  of  course  was  nonsensical 
— that  the  deafening,  discordant  **caw, 
caw ''of  the  startled  rooks  overhead  had 
some  affinity  to  Madame  Kara's  celebrated 
voice.  Then  the  servants,  who  had  drawn 
off  respectfully  on  Aurora's  appearancoi 
closed  round  agidn  with  the  arrival  of  the 
doctor;  and,  placing  my  arm  about  the 
poor,  dazed  child,  I  led  her  through  the 
midst  of  them,   away  from  the  terrible 

scene. 

What  need  to  dwell  more  here  upon  her 
sufferings?  On  the  day  of  the  funeral 
and  for  many  days  after  she  was  merci- 
fully unconscious  of  all  that  was  taking 
place.  She  did  not  learn  with  what 
solemn  pomp^  tolling  of  bells  and  assem- 
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blingof  Worahipf  al  Companies,  they  laid  him 
to  rest  in  the  great  Midland  city,  the  place 
of  his  birth ;  nor  did  she  hear  the  lament 
that  broke  forth  from  amidst  all  thinking 
men  as  the  conviction  was  driven  home  to 
them  that  ''  a  prince  had  fallen  in  Israel.'' 
For  her  sake  and  his^  a  wreath  of  fresh- 
colled  Yeddas  lilac-blossoms  was  laid  upon 
his  boffin,  and  by  my  directions  buried 
along  with  him.  Months  after,  with  her 
own  hands,  Aurora  planted  two  young 
lilac  trees  from  the  Yeddas  shrubberies 
over  Hilary  Montesson's  grave ;  and  year 
by  year,  in  the  sweet  spring-time,  these 
still  send  forth  their  shoots  and  blossom 
luxuriantly. 

While  yet  the  shock  of  the  sad  fatality 
was  fresh  In  men's  mindu,  the  startling  in 
teUigence  was  spread  abroad  that  Madame 
Kara  had  renounced  her  profession,  married 
a  Russian  nobleman,  and  gone  to  take  up 
her  abode  definitely  on  his  Polish  estates 
Following  so  close  upon  Montesson's 
death,  this  weddinff  once  more  set  afoot 
the  speculations  and  cariosity  which  were 
beginning  to  die  down  regarding  the 
relations  between  these  two.  But  as  no 
single  person  apparently  could  offer  a  clue 
to  the  truth  of  the  story,  it  very  soon 
ceased  to  interest  the  greedy  scandal- 
mongers, and  dropped  finaUy  out  of  sight. 

Not  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  however. 
I  knew — had  always  known — that  Madame 
Kara  was  Hilary  Montesson's  murderess. 
It  was  not  fof  nothing  that  those  fiendish 
gleams  of  jealousy  had  shot  from  the  woman's 
eyes  that  afternoon;  not  for  nothing,indeed, 
that  she — who  avowedly  hated  country 
sights  and  country  sounds — had  made  the 
journey  to  Yeddas  Hall  from  town  that 
morning.  What  cared  I  if  the  pistol 
belonged  to  him  f  It  simply  meant  that 
she,  clever  woman  as  she  was,  had  some- 
how or  other  possessed  herself  of  it,  as  no 
doubt  she  had  of  much  of  his  that  was  of 
greater  market  value. 

It  may  be  that  It  was  my  duty  to  make 
known  to  all  the  world  my  conidctions  on 
this  point ;  but  they  would  have  answered 
me  by  a  ckmand  for  proofs,  and  what 
proofs  had  I  f 


Only  one,  but  a  conclusive  one.  Tet, 
had  I  brought  It  forward,  raked  up  the 
whole  story,  coupled  Aurora's  name  with 
that  cruel,  cruel  woman's  before  all  the 
world,  either  during  the  child's  con- 
valescence or  even  after  her  so-called 
recovery,  I  believe  It  would  have  been 
enough  to  thrust  her  back  once  more  into 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death.  And 
my  proof  f  A  dainty  Ivory  folding  tablet, 
that  must  have  been  ground  by  men's  feet 
down  through  the  yielding  carpet  of  fir- 
needles during  the  excitement  that  followed 
the  discovery  of  the  body. 

It  was  about  a  week  after  the  Inquest 
took  place.  I  had  gone  out  after  prolonged 
watching  for  a  breath  of  fresh  air,  the 
better  to  enable  me  to  go  on  with  it  agafn. 
Somehow,  though  the  scenes  were  madden- 
ing to  me,  I  strayed  first  down  through  the 
orchard  where  It  seemed  as  if,  at  any 
moment,  Hilary  Montesson's  clear,  ringiag 
voice  might  hail  me,  then  on  by  the  river- 
side and  through  the  shrubbery  to  the 
west  avenue,  and  hence  direct  to  the  spot 
on  which  he  had  lain.  There,  I  scarcely 
know  how,  I  caught  sight  of  the  booklet, 
and  stooping,  picked  it  up  and  fled  like  a 
hunted  creature. 

The  words  traced  upon  it  were  mere 
scrawls,  the  feeble  efforts  of  a  dying  man ; 
but  as  I  discerned  them,  they  were  these  : 

<'  Aurora,  my  dearest  love,  farewell.  She 
has  taken  my  life.  My  love  is  all  and  ever 
yours,  "HiLA.  . 


II 


As  I  have  said,  I  thought  It  best — I  am 
but  a  woman,  remember,  and  not  a  brave 
one — to  let  the  dead  past  bury  Its  dead. 
Therefore  it  Is  that  that  tablet,  infinitely 
the  most  precious  of  Aurora's  possessions 
in  the  mind  of  their  owner,  had  the  words 
'^  She  has  taken  my  life  "  carefully  erased 
from  Its  surface  before  it  passed  out  of  my 
hands.  Therefore,  too,  that  I  have  made 
public — under  assumed  names — the  inci- 
dents of  this  sad  story ;  in  the  hope  that 
Hilary  Montesson,  if  haply  he  knows  of 
my  silence,  may  accept  this  as  in  part  an 
expiation. 
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By  MES.  LEITH-ADAMS. 
(MBS.  R.  S.  DB  COURCY  LAFFAN.) 

jluthar  oj  *'Auni  Hepgjfs  Foundling"  "  My  Land  ofBeulah," 
"  Bonnie  Kate^"  '*  The  Peyton  Romance"  etc.,  etc. 


CHAPTER  II.    ENSIGN  GREEN  IS  *«  BLESSED." 

Left  to  his  own  solitary  reflections, 
SdwArd  Ponneefort  Green  sat  bolt  up  on 
his  camp  bedstead — that  desirable  article 
of  famitare  giving  a  loud  creak  of  remon- 
strance— stand  after  the  retreating  figure 
of  Goloor-Sergeant  number  one  company, 
and  then  went  on  staring  at  the  door 
throogh  which  he  had  passed. 

After  thus  ruminating  for  a  while,  he 
gaye  utterance  to  the  following  remark- 
able ejaculation : 

"  Well— I'm  blessed ! " 

His  present  condition  and  situation 
hardly  seemed  to  bear  out  such  an  asser- 
tion, for  his  nose — always  too  big  for  his 
face — ^waa  rapidly  swelling  to  abnormal 
dimensions,  as  he  ascertained  by  squinting 
at  It  bard  with  both  eyes. 

In  spite  of  this  untoward  circumstance 
he  again  repeated  the  conviction  that  he 
was  "blessed/'  kneaded  his  pillow  into 
more  comfortable  shape,  and  lay  listening 
to  the  band  now  gaily  playing  the  '^  Young 
Becmit,"  as  though  no  sucn  thing  as  a 
wta^ing-post  existed  in  the  British  Army, 
whue  Private  Deacon,  with  his  shiit 
thrown  over  his  discoloured  shoulders, 
marched  across  to  tiie  hospital  between 
two  orderlies,  keeping  step  and  time  to  the 
music,  and  with  a  half-smile  upon  his 
paUid  Ups. 

Presently  the  fellows  began  to  drop 
In  npon  I^ign  Green.  Parade  was  dis- 
missed ;   the  band  played  no  more,  and 


the  birds  had  it  all  their  own  way  in  the 
sunshine. 

"You've  been  and  gone  and  done  it, 
young  'un,  you  have,"  said  Lieutenant 
BUzzard,  sitting  astride  a  barrack-room 
chair  and  observing  Mr.  Green's  nose  with 
great  disfavour.  "Got  knocked  over,  eh, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing  t " 

"  Queer  In  the  head,  you  know.  Thines 
went  jumping  around  with  me ;  but  I'm  Sil 
right  now.    I'm  as  right  as  a  trivet  now." 

Mr.  Green  had  arisen  from  his  creakine 
couch  and  was  lounging  In  a  chair  formed 
by  a  cunning  arrangement  of  straps  and 
sticks,  and,  like  the  bath,  warranted  to 
pack  up  anywheres  or  nowheres. 

At  this  juncture  the  surgeon  looked  in — 
a  man  much  thought  of  in  the  one  hundred 
and  ninety-third,  and  whose  word  had  no 
small  weight  with  the  youngsters — ^with  the 
elders  too,  for  matter  of  that. 

"  All  right,  eh  % "  he  said  in  a  voice  that 
told  his  native  country  lay  beyond  the 
Tweed.  "None  the  worse  for  your 
tumble.  Green ) " 

Mr.  Green  pointed  ruefully  to  his  nose. 

"  Youll  not  die  of  that,"  said  the  doctor, 
smiling. 

"N-o,"  said  the  sufferer;  "but  I  was 
going  to  Major  Henneker's  to-night." 

His  face  grew  so  long  as  he  spoke,  his 
looks  so  miserable,  that  there  was  a  loud 
guffaw  at  his  expense. 

"  Tie  a  piece  of  raw  beefsteak  on  to  it — 
isn't  that  a  capital  thiae,  doctor!"  said 
Lieuteuant  Blizzard  gravely. 

"  Admirable — the  best  thing  on  the  face 
of 'the  earth,'^  replied  the  doctor,  as  he 
donned  his  cocked  hat  and  feaUiers,  and 
set  off  across  the  square. 

By  this  time  two  moie  men — one  tall 
and  dark-eyed,  the  other  thick-set  and 
short,  with  a  fierce  moustache,  hah  like 
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bristles,  and  a  snub  noso — had  come  in. 
The  taller  one,  Captain  Hugh  Dennison, 
looked  grave. 

'<  I  tell  yon  what  ft  ia,^  he  saM,  stratchr 
ing  out  his  inM  ani  kttiDg  ihtm  fal  «t 
his  sidloi;  **Tm  ^ai  that  job's  over; 
every  woiti  Aflt  felloiw  said  seemed  to 
hit  ram  kard.  I  don't  know  what  tiia  rest 
of  yon  tlrought  about  it." 

**  But  them's  your  sentiments,"  put  in 
the  fierce  little  warrior  by  his  side,  "  and 
they  do  yon  proud,  Dennison,  and  that's 
aU  about  it." 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  under  the  cloak 
of  his  nsoal  droll  and  jesting  manner,  the 
speaker  concealed  some  foeling  akin  to  the 

iyfty  of  Captain  Dennison ;  wfafle  young 

ifzzard,  whose  long  nose  and  somewhat 
retreating  chin  gave  him  no  little  xeaem- 
Uance  to  a  bird,  glanced  sharply  from  one 
to  tile  other. 

**  You're  keeping  someiUng  back,  you 
SbBowb.  I  know  you  are,"  said  Ensign 
Green,  "and  I  bust  say  it's  deuced  bean 
of  you,"  he  added,  maulbg  his  words 
dfeadftUly  in  consequence  of  the  blocked 
state  of  his  nose;  "I've  bist  something 
worth  hearing,  thaf  s  what  it  is,  through 
that  confounded  fall  of  mine.  Did  that 
poor  devil  say  anything  t  ** 

"  Ay,  that  did  he,"  answered  DenniscMi 
quickly,  glad  to  put  some  of  the  btaden  on 
his  mind  into  words;  "he  spoke  out  to 
the  chief,  I  can  tell  you.  He  said  he'd 
been  led  astray,  and  had  no  wish  to  deny 
it ;  that  he  had  sold  his  kit  twice  over  and 
drank  €he  money,  and  was  sorry  for  it 
before  they  treated  himUke  a  dog,  but  that 
now  his  <  heart  was  broke,'  and  he  didn't 
care  what  came  of  Ufm.  '  Fd  tlie  makin's 
of  a  good  soldier  in  me,'  he  said,  and  he 
faced  us  all  like  a  lion  at  bay,  I  can  tell  you. 
I  was  glad  I  hadn't  been  on  the  court- 
martial,  and  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  the 
'  cat '  was  dead  and  buried,  or  only  used  for 
gross  moral  crimes  and  not  tot  mere  folly, 
such  as  many  a  young  soldier  drifts  into 
and  is  none  the  worse  for  after — such  as 
WB  all  drift  into  in  our  day,  for  matter  of 
that,  officers  as  well  as  men." 

"But  we  don't  sell  our  kits,"  put  in 
Mr.  Green  feebly,  and  lo(ridng  somewhat 
shamefaced. 

"No,  but  WB  do  worse — ^some  of  us," 
srid  Blizzard,  with  a  penitential  air.  "We 
ran  «p  a  tailor's  bill  for  tlie  governor  to 
pay,  and  take  it  half  in  eash." 

The  small  warrior — Yerrfnder  by  namoi 
but  known  as  "Chubby**  by  liis  intimates — 
seemed  much  struck  by  this  Tiew  of  ttie  case. 


"  By  Jove,  Dennison,  you're  right ! "  he 
•aid,  standing  with  his  legs  wide  apart 
kjA  curling  up  his  moustache  into  a  fiercer 
curve  thm  emm, 

**  I  kBOw  I  am,"  said  Deanisen  frietly ; 
"and  I  should  like  to  sea  Ifae  lash 
abolished  among  our  ■eHiiwi.  I  shall 
see  k,  too,  soma  day,  if  I  live  fcng  enough. 
I  can  tell  you,  I  had  rather  go  snd  see  a 
man  shot — who  deserved  it — than  see  one 
flogged  for  such  a  petty  sin  as  selling  a 
bladlM-bmsh  with  the  broad  *arrow  on  it, 
as  we  have  seen  a  man  lashed  for  this 
morning.  It  only  hardens  a  man  against 
his  fellows,  takes  aU  the  heart  out  of  h!m, 
and  kOls  his  self-respect  I  think  the 
service  wonld  be  more  popular  with  a 
better  class  of  men  than  we  get  now  if  it 
were  done  away  witti." 

When  Hugh  Dennison  chose  to  speak  it 
was  the  habit  of  the  hundred  and  ninety- 
third  to  listen.  Lieutenant  Blizzard 
screwed  his  stringlees  glass  laborfously 
into  his  right  eye,  and  made  himself  look 
more  like  a  keenly  observant  bird  of  prey 
than  ever.  Chubby  rammed  his  hands 
down  into  the  deptim  of  his  trouser  pockets, 
and  shoved  his  shako  into  a  perllouB 
angle  on  tiie  back  of  fais  head.  Ens^ 
Green  opened  his  mouth  and  kept  it  so 
to  avoid  snuffling  wh&e  the  (leginientri) 
oracle  spoke. 

"By  Joye,  Dennison!  you're  about 
right,"  said  Blizzard,  contraetfaie  Ms  eye 
suddenly,  and  with  a  crafty  jerk  mslodgfog 
his  eye-glass  and  pocketing  it. 

"  Of  course  he  is,"  said  Chubby ;  ^  but 
there's  no  fellow  to  blame  that  I  aee, 
certainly  not  the  chief;  he  hates  the  Issh, 
as  every  one  may  see  t  Ifn  Ae  wfaaf ff-li&- 
names  who  are  m  the  wr^;;  yon  know." 

"Quite  so,"  put  In  Bnzzsrd,  as  wlm 
should  say  he  was  glad  the  cap  was  put  on  tiie 
right  head  so  satisfactoiiiy  to  all  paitfes. 

At  that  moment  a  female  figure,  a  pace- 
ful  one,  too,  was  seen  crossing  tiie  square, 
and  all,  except  Dennbon,  leaned  forward 
to  look.  The  red  flush  on  Ens^  Green^ 
nose  spread  a&  over  Us  face,  even  to  his 
ears,  and  he  breathed  hard. 

"  Get  him  a  ian  some  one,  fbtch  Um  a 
smelUng-bottle,"  said  Blizzard,  once  more 
focussing  his  eye-glass  and  bringing  it  to 
bear  vcpan  the  unhappy  subaltem.  ^  HeV 
et  a  fit  of  some  sort  B  some  fellow  doesnt 
o  something." 

These  attentions  only  added  to  the  heat 
and  conftision  of  Mr.  Green,  who,  forgetting 
his  Invalid  state,  began  to  bounqe  about 
and  inveigh  against  fate. 
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<*I  bust  say  it's  a  denee  of  a  shame, 
"BBztxtif  to  bake  fan  of  a  lady  before  a  lot 
of  feUowB  nke  that.  She's  looking  thfs 
way,  I  declare  she  Is ;  it's  bonstroos  hard, 
tUs  sort  of  thing,  I  can  tell  yoo." 

"  She's  looking  straight  before  her,  as  Ae 
always  does,"  said  Chubby,  peering  can- 
tionsly  from  the  window ;  **  I'd  lay  mv  life 
she's  on  some  errand  of  mercy — helping 
some  poor  devil  or  another  over  the  stones 
— yoa  bet ! " 

''I  wasn't  making  fan  of  any,  lady, 
Green;  I  was  making  fan  of  yoo,  you 
blow,"  pnt  in  Blizzard  aggrievedly.  **  Ton 
shouldn't  tnm  like  a  newly  boiled  lobster 
every  time  yon  catch  sight  of  Miss  Drew 
if  yoa  mean  fellows  not  to  chaff  yoa,  yoa 
know." 

In  the  attention  bestowed  upon  Mr. 
Gireen's  bloshlng  agitation  at  the  sight  of 
the  qoiet,  gracefnl  presence  of  Mss  Alison 
Drew,  a  slight  shade  of  p^lor  tiiat  crossed 
Hogfa  Denmson's  dark  face  escaped  notice. 
He  neither  peered  from  tlie  window,  nor 
stirred  from  his  nonchalant  position  by  the 
mantelshelf;  bat  under  his  medals  his 
heart  beat  jost  a  little  heavily.  When 
love  is  deep,  and  strong,  and  true,  even 
the  sound  of  a  name  or  the  echo  of  a 
footstep  win  stir  its  pulses. 

'^he  has  gone  to  tlie  Hospital  Sergeant's 
quaxters,"  sidd  poor  Mr.  Green  at  length, 
after  a  subiAe  tour  of  observation  round 
and  about  l&e  window.  **  She  bust  have 
gone  to  ask  about  the  diild  that  set  Itsf^lf 
aSgfat  yesterdav  homing — my  fellow  told 
me  it  waa  in  a  bad  way." 

"  YTherever  she^s  gone,  she  wouldn't  be 
best  pleasad  to  see  yon  gapine  after  her 
l&e  that— you  bet  I  '^  said  Chubby,  tilthig 
Ub  Aako  to  a  correct  angle  over  Us  nose, 
hltddng  his  sword  into  position,  and 
generally  making  preparations  to  be  on 
ibid  move.  But,  when  half-way  to  the 
door,  he  was  arrested  by  the  almost  tragic 
gravity  with  which  Ensign  Green — as 
Chubl^  aftnrwsrds  put  it — *Hurned  anottier 
ti^iper  oa" 

*'Have  any  of  you  feQows  noticed  the 
new  Colour-Sergeant  of  number  one  com- 
pany t** 

^  Yes ;  Pve  noticed  that  he's  a  deuced 
handsome  diap — ^wfsh  I'd  sudi  a  phiz," 
repHed  Ghubbyy  at  irtiich  there  was  a 
goierai  roar — ^tne  speaker's  style  of  beauty 
behg  like  fliat  of  a  pug-dog,  mighty  in 
proportion  to  its  ugjlaess. 

''Oh,  yes;  he's  good-boking  enouj^," 
eontinired  Mr.  Green;  '^'but^then,  any 
feUow  eaa  be  good-looUng." 


'^  I  don't  know  that,"  put  in  VBzzasrA 
grimly. 

"  Don't  be  dense,  old  fellow,"  said  the 
other ;  **  you  know  what  I  mean." 

"  Hanged  if  I  do." 

"A  man  may  be  as  handsome  as  you 
please,  and  yet  be  just  anybody ;  but  tUs 
fellow  stumps  me,  I  tell  you.  Everything 
about  Imn — ^his  voice,  his  way  of  going 
about  things,  the  cut  of  his  j  tb  even ;  why, 
you  aren't  better  form  yourself,  Dennlson, 
and  I  can't  say  bore  than  tiiat,  can  11" 

A  murmur  from  Blizzard,  a  prompt 
'*  Certainly  not.  Fo  fellow  could  say  more 
than  that,"  from  Chubby,  and  a  quiet 
amused  smile  from  Hugh  Dennison  greeted 
this  sally.  Edward  Pouncefort  Green  felt 
that  he  had  made  a  sociid  success. 

"  The  fellow  brought  me  in  here,  you 
know,  when  I  got  a  bit  off  my  head 
with  the — aheml — heat,  and  this  con- 
founded stock — and,  by  Jove  !  he  couldn't 
have  looked  after  me  better  if  he'd  been  old 
Busters  himself,  and  I  can't  say  more  tiian 
that^can  1 1 " 

As  has  been  before  stated.  Surgeon 
Geoffrey  John  Masters  was  a  man  greatly 
thought  of  in  the  one  hundred  «ai  ninety- 
third,  tiierefore  this  comparfaon  was  re- 
ceived with  unanimous  i^proval,and  Ensign 
Green  began  to  think  he  must  be  born  to 
be  an  orator,  and  that  his  latent  talents  in 
that  line  had  not  been  properly  appreciated 
by  his  family. 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  when  you  look 
at  that  fellow's  hand  you  feei  as  you 
wouldn't  be  surprised  to  see  a  signet-ring 
upon  it;  and  look  here,  now,  when  he 
went  off  to  fall  in,  I  felt  like  saying  *  thank 
you,  old  fellow,'  jast  as  if  it  had  been  you, 
Blizzard,  or  even  Dennison  there." 

^  StiU,  ff s  periiaps  as  well  you  curbed 
your  voung  impulses,"  said  Chubby,  with 
the  air  of  a  tried  and  seasoned  warrior  who 
knew  the  value  of  unswerving  discipline 
in  the  ranks. 

'^  Qcdte  so,"  cliimed  in  Blizzard,  cearsing 
to  bestride  hb  wooden  steed,  and  begfnniog 
to  buckia  his  armour  on  for  a  start. 
*'  However,  I  quite  agree  with  you.  Green, 
in  thinking  the  Colour-Sergeant  a  very 
superior  sort  of  chap.  It's  just  Hke  the 
old  diief s  dear-sfghtedness  to  give  hiai 
his  colours  at  once.  By  the  way,  wliere 
did  he  come  in  from  t " 

''From  the  Bffles,  I  think.  Snows 
we're  down  for  India,  and  wants  to  see 
service  there ;  swapped  with  a  man  vdio 
wants  to  stay  at  home  because  of  his  wife 
and  kids.   By  the  way,  did  any  of  you  hear 
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that  brute  EUerton  tell  Coghlan  to  '  lay  it 
on '  1  I'll  lay  a  penny  the  chief  didn't,  or 
he'd  catch  it  hot.  li  we  were  to  so  into 
action  I  fancy  we  should  lose  our  Adjutant 
In  the  fray." 

«  Do  you  mean "  began  young  Mr. 

Green,  with  a  face  of  amaze. 

"I  mean,"  conthiued  Oaptain  Dennbon 
eharply,  "  that  when  an  officer  has  managed 
to  make  himself  thoroughly  detested  by 
his  men,  he  very  seldom  does  come  alive 
out  of  action.  Every  bullet  has  its  billet 
— so  they  say ;  but  no  one  can  question 
the  little  leaden  messenger  of  fate." 

Mr.  Green  thought  the  phrase,  "little 
leaden  messenger  of  fate,"  a  thing  to  make 
a  note  of.  He  thought  he  might  impress 
his  family  by  bringing  it  out  in  a  casual 
sort  of  manner.  He  made  up  his  mind  to 
write  it  down  In  his  military  vade  mecum, 
when  the  men  should  be  gone. 

Am  for  Lieutenant  BUzzard,  he  screwed 
his  glass  tightly  into  his  eye,  focussed  the 
Captain  of  the  company,  and  thought  to 
himself  for  the  thousandth  time  or  so: 
"  By  Jove  1  Where  could  you  find  such  a 
fellow  as  Dennison  now  t  Til  trouble  you 
for  any  regbnent  in  the  service  that  can 
show  up  a  better." 

Chubby,  for  his  part,  delivered  himself 
of  the  assertion  that  '*  there's  a  lot  in  that, 
you  bet."  And  he  '<  often  felt  like  having  a 
prod  at  old  EUerton  himself "  when  thftt 
worthy  was  "showing  up  in  his  worst  form." 

<(  WMdi  is  pretty  often,"  added  Blizzard, 
and  then  every  one  promptly  prepared  to 
depart. 

Chubby  and  Blizz&rd  betook  themselves 
to  the  anteroom,  prior  to  getting  out  of 
harness  and  hito  mufti :  a  prolonged  and 
arduous  undertaking  with  both,  as  became 
their  years  and  kind ;  while  Captain  Hugh 
Dennuon,  being  on  duty  for  the  day,  went 
across  the  square  and  through  the  barrack 
gate.  Ab  he  acknowledged  the  salute  of 
Uie  sentry,  his  eye  fell  on  a  pitiful  and 
beautUal  figure  on  the  other  side  the 
space  where  four  roads  meet,  and  one 
that  he  could  not  refrain  from  lingering  to 
look  upon.  It  was  that  of  a  young  girl 
with  one  of  those  marvellous  faces  that 
are  to  be  seen  now  and  again  among 
the  Irish  peasantry.  The  great  eyes, 
lambent,  and  just  now  fierce  with  pahi, 
were  of  the  dark,  deep  grey  of  some 
mountain  tarn  above  whose  still  depths 
hangs  a  thunder-cloud.  The  hair,  black 
as  ebony,  rippled  back  from  a  low,  square 
brow ;  the  snort  upper  lip  could  impart  a 
look  of  fiery  pride  or  melting  tenderness. 


Now  the  lovely  mouth  was  twitching 
and  trembling,  and  the  little  brown  hand 
that  held  a  scarlet  handkerchief  snooded 
over  the  head,  and  folded  under  the  chin, 
trembled  too. 

Captdn  Dennison  was  reminded  of  a 
picture  he  had  once  seen  cidled  Erin 
Farewell,  in  which  just  such  a  lovely, 
troubled  face  looked  from  the  canvasi 
telling  its  own  tale  of  bitter  pain. 

The  girl  leant  against  a  rough  paling,  as 
if  for  support,  and  her  great  sad  eyes 
gazed  fixedly  at  the  barrack  gate,  watching, 
through  the  sheen  of  tears  that  rose  and 
fell,  watching,  with  longing  passionate  and 
unspeakable,  for  some  one  who  should 
come. 

Half-way  down  the  narrow  road  that 
leads  to  St.  Patrick's  Hill,  Captain  Denni- 
son turned  and  looked  back.  The  agony 
in  the  beautiful  face  seemed  to  draw  him. 
He  had  no  conception  who  the  girl  was 
keeping  such  painful  vigil  for,  and  set  to 
wonder  what  tragedy  bi- humble  life  he 
had  caught  a  glimpse  of.  As  he  stopped, 
a  woman  with  a  child  in  her  arms  stopped 
too. 

"Shure,  and  it's  Norah  O'Connor,  the 
Cray  thur,"  she  said,  pointing  to  the  waiting 
figure  at  the  gate;  ''it's  swateheart  she 
is  to  the  man  as  was  flogged  the  momin' 
— ^glory  be  to  God !  and  Md  'cess  to  them 
as  can  trate  a  fellow-crater  so  —  axing 
yer  honour's  pardon  for  spakin',  seeing  as 
you're  one  of  the  noble  gentlemen  yerself, 
and  manin'  no  harm  at  aU,  at  all,  if  I  must 
spake  the  last  word  to  the  praste  to-night." 

The  woman  spoke  with  the  familiar  and 
sympathetic  manner  so  peculiar  to  the 
peasant  classes  in  Ireland;  a  familiarity  that 
never  becomes  license  or  freedom,  and 
permits  of  utterances  that  in  others  might 
offend. 

''And  there  now,  see  ye,  sir,"  contbued 
the  woman,  "that's  Miss  Alison  Drew — 
the  saints  make  her  bed  in  her  sickness — 
and  isn't  she  a  blessed  craythur  as  can  feel 
for  the  poorest  same  as  for  hersel'.  They 
won't  let  Norah  pass  the  gate,  and  Miss 
Alison's  bin  askin'  news  o'  the  poor  lad 
for  her — see  how  she  clips  the  hand  of 
her,  same  as  if  she  were  one  lady  and  her 
another.  Ah,  but  there's  good  heretics — 
and  bad  Catholics— times  about,"  she 
added,  with  a  sly  glance  at  the  handsome 
captain,  and  so,  beginning  to  hush  up  the 
child,  went  on  her  way. 

Yet  a  moment  Hugh  Dennison  lingered, 
then  turned  sharply  away,  while  a  hot  fluah 
mounted  to  his  brow ;  it  almost  seemed  to 


I 


Gbailes  DIdkeiuu] 


CONCERNING  PIPES. 


[September  9, 1808.]    .245 


him  as  If  he  had  been  gallty  of  a  mean  action 
in  watching  Albon  Drew. 

Bat  the  picture  of  the  two  women — 
TSoTBh  crouched  against  the  paling  in  all 
the  helplessnesB  of  sorrow,  and  Alison 
bending  tenderly  above  her,  lingered  in 
his  mind  as  something  precious,  holy, 
beautiful — ^a  thing  not  to  be  forgotten. 


CONCERNINa  PIPES. 


Mb.  Goschen  once  made,  and  announced 
to  the  world,  a  startling  discovery.  In  the 
course  of  one  of  his  speeches  he  stated 
that  the  bicrease  of  consumption  of  tobacco 
in  1890  over  1889  was  equal  to  five  hun- 
dred and  dxty  mOlions  of  pipes  1  This  esti- 
mate he  reached  on  a  basis  of  twelve  pipes 
for  every  ounce  of  tobacco.  Now,  a  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  may  be  infallible 
in  figures  and  finance,  while  it  is  dear  that 
he  is  not  infallible  in  pipes  and  tobacco. 
He  neither  described  the  size  of  bowl  on 
whidi  he  estimated,  nor  the  kind  of  tobacco 
supposed  to  be  consumed.  A  pipeful  of 
coarse  "  Irish  Twist "  will  weigh  more  than 
a  pipeful  of  loose,  light  "  Birdseye,"  and, 
therefore,  an  ounce  of  the  one  will  yield 
more  smokes  than  an  ounce  of  the  other. 
But  what  of  the  size  of  the  pipe  I 

The  reference  raises  some  considerations 
of  mudi  interest  to  smokers.  It  is,  for 
instance,  curious  what  diflferences  exist  in 
the  dee  and  character  of  the  instruments 
employed  by  different  nations  in  the 
consumption  cS  tobacco.  Let  us  take  a 
look  at  some. 

But^  first,  it  may  be  recalled  that  when 
tobacco  was  first  introduced  into  this 
country  it  was  not  consumed  ill  pipes  at 
aU,  but  in  rolled  leaves  in  the  form  of 
rough,  loose  dgars.  Headers  of  ''Westward 
Ho''  will  remember  the  amazement  which 
Salvation  Yeo  created  in  Devon  when  he 
pulled  brown  leaves  out  of  his  pocket, 
rolled,  Xkhted,  and  sucked  them,  emitting 

great  yommes  of  smoke.    The  pipe  was  a 
ter  institution. 

Whether  or  not  tobacco  was  first  brought 
over  by  Six  Walter  Baleigh,  or  Sir  Francis 
Drake,  or  Sir  John  Hawkins,  or  Sir 
Amyaa  Ldgh,  we  need  not  stop  to  enquire ; 
but  on  this  point  it  is  worth  noting  what 
says  '^A  Veracious  Chronicler"  of  the 
days  of  Queen  Anne,  quoted  by  Kingsley  : 
"Wliereas  Mr.  Lane  is  ssdd  to  have 
brought  home  that  divine  weed,  as  Spenser 
well  names  it,  from  Virginia  in  the  year 
1584,  it  is  hereby  indisputable  that  full  four 


years  earlier,  by  the  bridge  of  Putford  in 
the  Torridge  Moors  (which  all  true  smokers 
shall  hereafter  visit  as  a  hallowed  spot  and 
point  of  pilgrimage)  first  twinkled  that 
fiery  beacon  and  beneficent  load-star  of 
Bidefordian  commerce,  to  spread  hereafter 
from  port  to  port  and  peak  to  peak, 
like  the  watch-fires  which  proclaimed  the 
combg  of  the  Armada  or  the  fall  of  Troy, 
even  to  the  shores  of  the  Bosphorus,  the 
peaks  of  the  Caucasus,  and  the  farthest 
isles  of  the  Malayan  Sea ;  while  Bideford, 
metropolis  of  tobacco,  saw  her  Pool  choked 
with  Virginian  traders,  and  the  pavement 
of  her  Bridgdand  Street  groanins  beneath 
the  savoury  bales  of  roll  Trinidado,  leaf, 
and  puddhig;  and  her  grave  burghers, 
bolstered  and  blocked  out  of  their  own 
houses  by  the  scarce  less  savoury  stock- 
fish casks  wUch  filled  cellar,  parlour,  and 
attic,  were  f  dn  to  sit  outside  the  door,  a 
silver  pipe  in  every  strong  right  hand,  and 
each  left  hand  chucking  cheerfully  the 
doubloons  deep-lodged  in  the  auriferous 
caverns  of  their  trunk-hose." 

The  same  chronicler  mentions  that  the 
beat  Torridge  leaf  was  worth  its  weight  in 
sUver,  whicn  was  doubtiess  an  exaggera- 
tion.   But  the  reference  to  silver  pipev, 
even  in  these  early  years  of  tobacco  in 
England,  must  be  noted.    They  marked 
an  immense  advance  upon  the  methods  of 
the  people  from  whom  we  derived  tobacco, 
who,  as  reported  by  the  chronicler,  ''When 
they  will  deliberate  of  war  or  policy,  sit 
round  in  the  hut  of  the  chief :  where  being 
placed,  enter  to  them  a  small  boy  with  a 
dgarro  of  the  bigness  of  a  rolling-pin,  and 
puffs  the  smoke  thereof  into  the  face  of 
each    warrior,  from   the    ddest   to   the 
youngest ;  wbile  they,  putting  their  hand 
f  annel-wise  round  their  mouths,  draw  into 
the  sinuodties  of  the  brain  that  more  than 
Delphic  vapour  of  prophecy;  which  boy 
presentiy  fdls  down  in  a  swoon,  and  being 
dragged  out  by  the  heels  and  laid  by  to 
sober,  enter  another  to  puff  at  the  sacred 
dgarro,  till  he  is  dragged  out  likewise,  and 
so  on  till  the  tobacco  is  finished,  and  the 
seed  of  wisdom  has  sprouted  in  every  soul 
into  the  tree  of  meditation,  bearing  the 
flowers  of  doquence,  and  in  due  time  the 
fruit  of  valiant  action." 

Some  ''heathen  savages"  may  have 
practised  this  mode  of  vicarious  smoking, 
but  needless  to  say  it  was  not  that  of  the 
Bed  Indian,  further  north  in  the  American 
Contment.  '  Thus  the  Calumet,  or  Pipe  of 
Peace^  of  the  North  American  tribes,  is 
passed  round  among  the  warriors  in  order 
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of  mk  and  ago— thai  fa  to  lay,  tho  stem 
fa^  bat  the  bowl  zemalaa  in  the  centre  of 
the  cbde  upon  a  raat  and  diarged  with 
tobacoo.  The  bowl  fa  naaaliy  of  red  jripe- 
Btone^  a  iiatlTe  mineral  which  b  held 
aaered  for  thb  pnrpoae,  becanse  the  tradi- 
ticm  is  preBerred  that  the  Bed  Indian  was 
himaelf  originally  made  from  thfa  red 
stone. 

In  North  America,  which  moat  be  re- 
garded ai  the  original  home  of  tobaeco- 
emoking,  there  are  otiier  oorions  aboriginal 
forms  of  pipe  besides  the  Calnmet.  It  b 
probable,  indeed,  that  Hawkins,  and 
Balefj^  and  Drake  saw  kss  of  the  Pipe 
of  Peaoe  than  of  the  ''Tomahawk  Pipe," 
an  interestine  arrangement  by  which  the 
warrior  comlmies  badness  with  pleasore — 
the  blade  of  the  implement  for  work ;  and 
the  handle  of  it^  hollowed  as  a  pipe-stem, 
ior  leisore.  The  Indians,  howeyer,  have  a 
great  Tariety  of  p^s,  and  have  had  for 
many  oentories,  to  jadge  from  the  speci- 
mens which  have  bemi  found  in  the  graves 
of  forgotten  bravea 

According  to  CatSn,  the  best  Indian 
pipes  have  flat  and  higlily-<Mrnamented 
Btem%  often  decorated  with  f eathen.  The 
bowl  fa  of  many  enrions  and  more  or  less 
elaborate  designs — ^mostly  made  of  Uie  red 
pipe-stone,  bat  often  abo  of  a  native  green- 
8t<»ie.  Some  of  the  bowk  are  carved  into 
the  shape  of  Urds  or  the  heads  of  animals. 

The  modem  Bad  man  fa  said  to  smoke 
often  oot  of  a  bowl  of  slate,  wUch  one 
woald  snppose  to  be  hardly  a  sympathetic 
vehicle  for  the  soothing  weed,  and  yet 
sorely  as  i^preeable  as  the  iron^ied  tabes 
favoared  by  some  of  the  darlcer  races  of 
Africa.  It  fa  said  that  the  Kaffir  can 
make  a  tobacco-pipe  oat  of  anything — 
even  oot  of  a  bit  of  old  gas-tabing. 

Hie  Lavenders,  too,  ose  tUn  iron  for 
their  pipes,  bat  then  they  have  small  choice 
of  material,  and  Swedidi  iron  fa  dose  at 
liand  Farther  north,  however,  and  also 
in  Sibetfa,  they  are  move  laxorioas,  Mid 
carve  for  themselves  ivory  pipes  oat  of  the 
teeth  of  the  walnuk 

Allaston  has  been  made  to  the  iron  pipes 
of  negro  races,  bat  nowliere  is  smoUi^  more 
gensnl,  and  nowhere  is  there  greator  variety 
of  implements,  than  in  the  Dark  Continent. 
In  the  British  Moseam  are  many  interest- 
ing examples.  The  West  Coast  tribes  ase 
b^  red  clay  and  wood  for  the  bowb, 
which  are  always  beaatiftilly  carved.  One 
bone  pipe  in  ose  has  no  bowl,  bit  b  very 
mach  like  a  dgar-holder,  into  one  end  of 
whUi  the  tobacco  b  packed.    Tk^  yad  fa 


said  to  be  especially  osed  by  the  women 
of  West  Africa. 

In  the  British  Moseam  coUeotfon  there 
are  remarkable  k^bmim  from  Lagos,  with 
two  and  three  bawfa  each  to  one  stem. 
This  maltiplidfy  of  bowls  fa  found  also  In 
some  parts  of  India,  bat  nowhere  dee 
that  we  are  aware  of.  The  advantage  of 
the  arrangement  fa  not  obvions.  The 
Ashantee  pipes  are  of  light  red  clay, 
and  almost  Bomanesqae  in  shape.  From 
Dahomey,  again,  the  home  of  serpent- 
worship,  Sir  Bfahard  Barton  brought 
Ecimens  in  iron  and  wood  of  carious 
pes,  and  with  highly  decorated  stems. 

In  tite  Tanganyika  country  wood  fa  osed 
in  very  fdnny  shapes.  One,  ased  for 
smoking  <<  Mmng,''  or  wild  hemp,  fa  for  all 
the  world  like  a  tliread-bobbin  stack  at 
right  ancles  on  to  a  long  hollow  bone.  The 
f amoas  ISing  Mtesa  of  Uganda,  however, 
had  a  very  remarkable  ivory  pipe,  almost 
Grecian  m  design,  and  very  delicately 
decorated.  In  the  British  Maseam  b  a 
monster  from  the  Albmi  Nyanza,  presented 
by  the  Khedive.  It  is  eight  feet  long,  and 
is  more  like  a  golf-dab  than  anything 
else  with  which  we  can  compare  it. 

The  dwarfs  of  the  Itari  region,  recentiy 
traversed  by  Stanley,  are  ingenioas  and 
primitive  in  their  methods.  They  roll  up 
a  banana  leaf  in  the  caneif  orm  style  affected 
by  ^cers,  and  thfa  forms  the  bowl.  Then 
they  take  the  mid-rib  of  another  leaf, 
hollow  it,  make  a  hole  near  the  thick  end 
into  which  they  stick  the  thin  end  of  the 
rolled  leaf,  fill  the  latter  with  tobacco,  and 
fire  away. 

The  Bashmen  of  Soath  Africa  use  bowls 
of  soap-stone  (steatite),  fitted  by  means  of 
a  short  tube  into  tlie  horn  of  some  animal. 
The  rize  and  the  weight  of  the  pipe  in 
thfa  case  depend  on  the  stem,  3  so  one 
can  designate  the  enormoos  horn ;  and  ttie 
arrangement  somehow  seems  to  soggest 
the  man  who  went  about  lookbsg  for  a 
barrel  to  fit  a  bang  he  had  fomd* 

In  Indb  are  to  be  seen  some  of  the 
coarsest  and  most  awkward,  as  well  as 
some  (rf  the  most  costly  and  artbtie,  pipes 
in  the  world.  Bed  day  fa  largely  used, 
and  the  red  ware  made  from  n^  ont  of 
whidi  the  common  folk  make  ttrir  oom- 
borsome  hand-hookahs,  fa  roogh  and  on- 
attractive.  A  somewhat  better  red-ware 
is  made  in  Scinde,  where,  and  in  the 
North-West  Provinces  generally,  a  public 
hookah  fa  to  be  found  in  most  villaffes, 
of  which  every  passer-by  may  have  a  lew 
whiffs  on  payment  of  some  trifle. 
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Mention  has  been  made  of  hand-hookahs, 
bat  the  true  Hookah  is  a  pipe  which  is 
self-supporting— that  is  to  say,  win  stand 
by  itself  on  the  floor.  As  the  central 
ornament  of  the  gnest-ehamber,  it  b  a 
conspicaofis  object,  and  therefore  much 
attention  is  paid  to  its  decoration. 

A.  Narghil^y  on  the  other  Iiand,  is  an 
Indian  pipe  which  will  not  stand  alone.  The 
word  is  said  to  mean  cocoa-nut^  the  shape 
of  which  is  frequently  affected  in  Narghiles. 
Sometimes  a  carefally  selected  cocoa-nnt 
shell  is  used,  smootbodi  polished,  elabo- 
rately ehased,  and  mounted  In  silver. 
Sometimes  a  KarghOS  may  be  entirely  of 
beaten  and  chased  silver,  irfth  rldily  deco- 
rated wood  or  Ivory  stem. 

The  principle  of  the  Narghile  may  be 
seen  In  the  Grourd-pipes  of  Central  Asia. 
A  long  narrow  gocmi  fa  chosen,  and 
tapered  at  one  encL  It  b  hollowed  out, 
but  b  not  the  receptacle  for  the  tobacco, 
which  u  placed  in  a  small  bowl  of  wood 
or  clay  fitted  into  the  top  of  the  thick 
end  of  the  gourd.  In  both  the  Narghile 
and  the  Hookah,  of  course,  the  smoke 
is  drawn  through  water  often  delicately 
scented. 

The  Turkish  and  Persian  Hookahs,  or 
Hubble-bubbles,  are  well  enough  known. 
In  Persia  a  glass  Hookah,  caUed  a  Shisheh, 
is  sometimes  uied,  and  the  ladies  of  Syria 
are  said  to  prefer  their  Nargbll^a  of  glass. 

A  Chillum  is  not,  as  some  people  sup- 
pose, another  form  of  pipe,  but  is  the 
name  ot  the  tobacco-bowl  attached  to  the 
Hookah  or  Narghile.  A  Hookah  may  be 
of  any  size — ^some  are  as  high  as  three  or 
four  feet — with  amber  or  silver-mouthed 
tubing  of  many  feet  in  lengtli,  requiring 
no  small  lung-power  to  draw.  Eastern 
potentates  lavish  immense  sums  over  their 
smokiog  machines.  Diamonds  and  pre- 
cious stones  are  freely  med  in  the  orna- 
mentation of  both  bowl  and  stem,  and  the 
Shah  of  Persia's  favourite  pipe  is  said  to 
be  worth  several  thousands  of  pounds. 
In  Cashmere  they  have  some  very  hand- 
some Hookahs  of  copper,  enamelled  in 
rich  eoloursy  with  elaborately  carved  Chil- 
loms,  silk-covered  tubesi  and  sflver  mouthr 
pieces. 

In  Turkey,  again,  they  have  two  kfaids 
(d  pipe — ^the  Hookah,  or  Hubble-bubble, 
on  the  Persian  and  Indian  principle,  and 
the  Chibouque.  This  last  is  an  open  pipe — 
the  bowl^  wide  at  top,  usually  of  red  clay, 
and  shaped  so  that  it  will  rest  on  the 
ground.  The  stem  is  very  long,  sometimes 
five  or  six  feet,  usually  of  cherry-wood. 


and  the  mouthpiece  of  thick  amber,  not 
to  put  into  the  mouth,  but  against  the 
lips.  To  light  such  a  pipe  as  this  the 
smoker  needs  an  attendant. 

In  contrast  to  these  huge  Oriental  ap- 
pliances are  the  miniature  affairs  of  China 
and  Japan.  They  have  water-pipes  in 
China;  but  the  most  common  sort  have 
tiny  bowls  and  slender  stems.  Jadq  is 
used  for  mouthpiece  by  the  rich  people; 
but  jade  is  a  costly  article,  even  in  China. 
The  Japanese  bowls  are  still  smaller,  hold- 
ing just  enough  tobi^cco  for  two  or  three 
whiffs  at  a  time. 

Another  land  of  b|g  pipes  fa  Gtarmany, 
and  the  long  painted  china-bciwfa,  with 
metal  covers  and  long  flexible  stems,  are 
familiar  to  most  of  us.  For  domestic  use 
the  stems  are  very  long;  but  the  same 
build  of  pipe  is  used  oat  of  doors  with 
a  more  portable  tubing.  These  pipes  are 
not  very  good  to  smoke ;  but  the  Germans 
delight  in  them,  and  heavy  Bmakem  like 
to  have  a  bowl  which  will  hold  enough 
tobacco  to  keep  them  puffing  all  day  with- 
out refilling.  In  Holland  they  are  more 
addicted  to  Cfays,  and  "  Dutch  Clays''  are 
highly  prized  by  many  smokers  in  thfa 
country. 

The  Briar-root  has  largdy  siqwrseded 
the  "Cutty"  and  the  •'Churchwarden" 
in  Ei^land ;  yet  EngUsh  and  Scotch  clay- 
pipes  are  still  very  extensively  used,  espe- 
cially in  Ireland,  where  the  dhudeen,  as  a 
rule,  is  imported  from  **  perfidious  Britain." 
The  names  and  shapes  of  Clays  are  legion, 
and  the  illustrated  catalogue  of  the  day- 
pipe  maker  is  a  study  in  itself.  The  best 
pipe-day  is  found  in  Cornwall,  and  is  sent 
from  thence  to  tiie  pipe  makers  all  over 
the  country. 

The  largest  pipe  on  record,  by  the  way, 
is  the  "Queen's  Tobacco  Pipe,"  which 
used  to  be  kept  burning  night  and  day  in 
the  London  Docks.  It  held  many  tons, 
and  was  used  for  the  consumption  of  con- 
traband— and  confiscated — tobacco.  Thfa, 
to  all  good  smokers,  sinful  waste  has  now 
been  abolished,  and  contraband  tobacco  is 
put  up  to  auction  instead  of  into  the 
Queen's  Tobacco  Pipe. 

The  best  pipes  of  all  are  those  made 
from  meerschaumi  just  as  the  worst  are 
those  made  from  metal;  and  for  this 
reason,  that  the  greater  the  absorbing 
power  of  the  vehicle  to  get  rid  of  the 
nicothie  juice,  the  cleaner  and  sweetor 
the  smoke.  It  fa  said  to  have  been  a 
Thuringlan  shoemaker  who  first  dfacovered 
how  well  adapted,  first  for  carving,  and 
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then  for  barDing  tobacco  in,  was  the  day 
of  hb  native  mountains.  Bnhla,  in  Tha- 
ringfa,  ii  now  the  seat  of  the  tnde  both 
of  real  Meerachanms  and  of  sham  Meer- 
BchaumB,  which  last  are  made  out  of  the 
dust  left  from  the  gennine  manofaotore, 
mixed  with  common  clay  or  other  material 
The  following  verses  on  «  The  Pipes  of 
England"  afford  an  excellent  fantasy  on 
our  subject  The  model  will  be  at  once 
recognised,  but  the  author  of  the  parody 
is  nameless : 

The  stately  pipes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  be, 
With  amber  lipe  and  meerschaum  bowls  I 

Such  pipes  are  not  for  me. 
With  scented  Latakie  they  bum. 

And  gulden  crowns  they  weai' ; 
And  the  smoke  steals  from  the  scented  urn 

Like  summer's  perfumed  air. 

The  merrv  pipes  of  England, 

Amid  the  joke  and  jest. 
With  gladsome  glasses,  toast,  and  yarn. 

Are  found  then  at  their  best. 
The  smoker's  eye  is  seen  to  wink, 

As  many  a  tale  is  told ; 
Or  lips  ope  cheerfully  to  drink 

The  glorious  ale  of  old. 

The  cottage  pipes  of  England, 

By  thousands  made  of  clay, 
All  snowy  in  their  wooden  box, 

How  beautiful  are  they ! 
From  ruddy  lips  they  outward  poke 

As  white  as  wool  or  lard ; 
And  the  lowly  do  a  cheerful  smoke 

When  times  are  not  too  hard. 

The  best  pipes  have  been  named,  but 
what  of  the  best  tobacco  1  Ah !  does  not 
every  smoker  know  it  t  It  is  that  which 
his  own  soul  loves  best  In  nothing  more 
than  in  smoking  does  the  maxim  hold 
good,  "Chacun  k  son  goiit"  One  may 
sing  of  the  rival  virtues  of  pure  Yirgfaiia, 
Latakia,  Turkish,  Gavendish,  Schiraz, 
Golden  Cloud,  Bhrdseye,  Navy  EoU,  Bifle 
Cake,  Old  Judge,  Golden  Shag,  Sun-dried, 
and  all  the  multitudinous  forms  and  quali- 
ties of  the  soothing  weed.  But  each  man 
loveth  his  own  brand  or  his  own  blend^ 
and  is  not  to  be  converted  from  the  belief 
tliat  it  surpasseth  in  excellence  all  others. 
And  so  it  does— for  him. 

Tobacco  smoke,  as  Carlyle  truly  says, 
is  the  one  element  in  which,  by  our 
European  manners,  men  can  sit  silent 
together  without  embarrassment,  and 
where  no  man  is  bound  to  speak  one  word 
more  than  he  has  actually  and  veritably 
got  to  say.  Every  man  is  admonished 
and  enjoined,  accordiog  to  the  Sage,  to 
stop  short  at  that  pohit;  or,  at  all  events, 
to  hold  his  peace  and  take  to  his  pipe  aeain 
the  instant  he  has  spoken  his  mea^ng. 
Tobacco  is  both  a  leveller  and  an  elevator. 


We  cannot  better  leave  the  subject  than 
in  the  jovial  company  of  a  Scottish  bard, 
who  thus  sings  In  praise  of  the  homely 
pipe  and  the  fragrant  weed : 

Let  the  toper  regale  in  his  tankard  of  ale, 

Or  with  alcohol  moisten  his  thrapple ; 
Only  give  me,  I  pray,  a  good  pipe  of  soft  clay. 

Nicely  tapered  and  thm  in  the  stapple ; 
And  I  shall  pufif,  puff»  let  who  will  say  enough  : 

No  luxury  else  I'm  in  lack  o' ; 
No  malice  I  hoard  'gainst  Queen,  Prince,  Duke, 
or  Lord, 

While  I  pull  at  my  pipe  of  tobacco. 

When  I  feel  the  hot  strife  of  the  battle  of  life, 

And  the  prospect  is  aught  but  enticin', 
Mayhap  some  real  ill,  like  a  protested  bill. 

Dims  the  sunshine  that  tinged  the  horizon ; 
Only  let  me  puff,  puff,  be  they  ever  so  rough, 

All  the  sorrows  of  life  I  lose  track  o' ; 
The  mists  disappear,  and  the  vista  is  clear. 

With  a  soothing  mild  pipe  of  tobacco. 

And  when  joy  after  pain,  like  the  sun  after  rain, 

Stills  the  waters,  long  turbid  and  troubled. 
That  life's  current  may  flow  with  a  ruddier  glow. 

And  the  sense  of  enjovment  be  doubled, 
Ob,  let  me  puff,  puff,  till  I  feel  quantum  suff., 

Such  luxury  still  I*m  in  lack  o' ; 
Be  joy  ever  so  sweet,  it  would  be  incomplete 

Without  a  good  pipe  of  tobacco. 

Should  my  recreant  muse,  sometimes  apt  to  re&ise 

The  guidance  of  bit  and  of  bridle, 
Still  blankly^  demur,  spite  of  whip  and  of  spur. 

Unimpassioned,  inconstant,  or  idle ; 
Only  let  me  puff,  puff,  till  the  brain  cries  enough^ 

Such  excitement  is  all  I*m  in  lack  o' ; 
And  the  poetic  vein  soon  to  fancy  gives  rein. 

Inspired  by  a  pipe  of  tobacco. 

You  probably  do  not  know  these  verseSi 
but  you  must  admit  that  they  embody  a 
whole  code  of  what  Carlyle  would  call 
Smoke  Philosophy. 


THE  OLD  DOVER  ROAD. 


Famous  as  the  "  Old  Kent  Road  "  has 
become  in  the  lay  of  the  latest  music-hall 
minstreli  there  is  nothing  about  it  to 
suggest  the  ancient  highway,  oldest  and 
most  famous  of  the  great  roads  of  Britain, 
which  for  ages  formed  the  main  artery  of 
traffic  between  London  and  the  coast.  The 
growth  of  London  has  almoBt  obliterated 
the  track  of  the  great  highway.  Chaucer's 
pilgrims,  starting  from  the  old  "Tabard/' 
could  they  make  their  Canterbury  pilgrim- 
age once  more,  would  find  hardly  a  vestige 
of  the  old  landmarks.  The  fields  and 
hedgerows,  the  tracts  of  yellow  broom,  the 
windmills  on  the  hill,  the  stately  abbeyi 
the  mazes  and  fish-ponds,  the  palaces  of 
great  ecclesiastics,  the  mansions  of  high 
nobilityi  all  these  have  disappeared  in  a 
wOdemess  of  roofs.  Yet  there  is  a  good 
deal  still  left  to  recall  the  intimate  con- 
nection long  existing  between  the  fair  land 
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of  Kent^  and  the  Borough  from  which  we 
start  on  onr  pilgrimage.  The  smell  of  the 
hops  is  there,  delightfally  fragrant,  the 
wUte  horse  of  Hengist  stencilled  on  their 
"  pockets,"  and  the  legend  *'  Invicta,  Kent/' 
E?en  a  country  waggon  and  a  carriei^s 
cart^  jogging  along  at  the  old  country  pace 
through  all  the  turmoil  of  tramears,  'buses, 
and  railway  vansi  tell  a  tale  of  their 
own. 

But  till  Greenwich  is  passed  on  one  side 
and  Blackheath  on  the  other,  all  is  virtually 
London,  and  at  Shooter's  HHl  we  may 
look  back  on  the  turmoil  we  have  left 
behind,  wrapped  up  in  its  hazy  cloud  of 
mingled  smoke  and  sunbeams,  irithout 
feelfag  too  sure  that  we  have  finally 
escaped  from  its  far-reaching  net.  It  was 
in  returning  from  his  Continental  tour — 
made  with  a  good  deal  of  unnecessary 
haggage — that  Childe  Harold  apostro- 
pUbed  the  mother  city  with  such  unfilial 
cynicism,  comparing  the  visionary  dome  of 
St.  Paul's  to  a  fool's  cap,  with  other  un- 
polite  figures  of  speech.  And  on  Shooter's 
Hill  the  returning  pilgrim  met  with  an 
adventure  with  footpads,  which  might  very 
well  have  happened,  for  the  hill  was  a 
noted  pitch  for  "  gentlemen  of  the  road," 
and  the  humbler  jackals  who  robbed  on 
footb  Here  we  may  recall  a  veritable 
history  from  the ''  Newgate  Oalendar,"  of 
two  gallant  young  highwaymen  who  rode 
out  one  day  from  London  to  Blackheath, 
and  over  Blackheath  to  Shooter's  Hill, 
where  they  placed  themselves  In  ambush 
and  awaited  the  approach  of  their  quarry. 
For  they  had  received  trustworthy  intelU- 
genee  from  ostlers  and  drawer?,  time  out 
of  mind  the  robber's  aides-de-camp,  of  a 
rich  booty  passing  this  way  in  the  uiape  of 
a  collector  ol  customs,  or  perhaps  of  excise, 
with  a  whole  quarter's  revenue  stowed 
away  under  the  seat  of  his  one-horae  shay. 
As  had  been  foretold,  at  the  appointed 
time  the  chaise  came  grinding  up  the 
road  almost  overweighted  with  bullion, 
and  the  collector^  an  apple-cheeked  old 
gentleman,  touchmg  up  the  old  mare  as 
the  carriage  approached  the  sinister-looking 
dump  of  trees  on  the  top  of  the  hill.  The 
affair  seemed  almost  too  easy  to  the  bold 
desperadoes  as  they  rode  out,  masked  and 
armed  to  the  teeth,  upon  the  apple-cheeked 
old  gentleman.  The  rosy  cheek  turned  a 
little  pale  as  the  collector  saw  that  he  was 
fairly  trapped.  "  Spare  my  life,  gentlemen," 

he  faltered,  "and  you  shall   have " 

Bang!  a  shot  from  the  old  gentleman's 
nnbltering    hand  brought    down    high- 


wayman number  one,  and  the  other, 
losing  heart,  turned  his  bridle-rein  and 
fled.  The  old  collector  had  passed  his  life 
in  facing  smugglers,  contraban^ts,  and 
desperate  characters  of  all  kinds,  and  the 
crisis  had  found  him  better  prepared  than 
his  assailants.  And  before  long  the  bodies 
of  the  two  highwaymen  were  swinging  on 
the  same  gibbet  for  the  encouragement  of 
travellers  passing  that  way. 

Although    the    road    keeps    to    the 
higher  ground  and  gives  pleasant  gUmpses 
now  and  then  of  the  river  brightly  shining, 
and  dotted  with  saOs,  and  streaked  with 
the  smoke  of  steamers,  yet  it  is  a  great 
deal  too  bare  and  straight  to  win  upon 
the  affections.    Yet  history  has  something 
to  say  to  this  peculiar  directness    and 
straightness  which  is  so  tiresome  to  the 
ordinary  wayfarer.    The  road  is  as  you 
see  it,  because  it  runs  on  the  track  of  the 
great  Roman  road,  the  chief  line  of  com- 
munication   between    the    garrisons    of 
Roman    legionaries   and    the  Continent 
Yet  it  seems  probable  that  this  Kentish 
Watling  Street  was  a  well-defined  track- 
way In  even  earlier  times,  and  that  the 
merchants  of  Gaul  passed  to  and  from  the 
flourishing  communities  who   lined    the 
banks  of   the  Thames  long  before  the 
Romans   were  thought   of.     No   doubt, 
later    on    Julius    Gsasar    made    use    of 
the  track  in  his  raids  upon  the  Britons. 
And  when  we  come  to  Crayford  we  are 
reminded  that  here  was  fought  one  of  the 
decisive  battles  of  Eoglish  history,  if  the 
Saxon  chronicle  is  to  be  credited.    For 
was  it  not  at  Oregauford  that  our  in- 
trusive forefathers  gahied  their  first  de- 
drive  victory  over  the  Britons,  so  that 
they  ran  Uke  fire  even  as  far  as  the  gatei 
of  London  borough,  the  Saxon  for  the 
first  time  getting  his  foot  fairly  within* 
the  door,  and  keeping  it  there  till  he  won 
the  whole  house  at  last  t    And  we  may 
solace  ourselves  for  the  dulness  of  Dartford 
and  the  general  preponderance  of  murky 
manufactures  by  remembering  Wat  Tyler, 
who  here  started  that  famous  insurrection 
that  shook  the  foundations  of  the  society 

of  the  period. 

At  Dartford  the  modern  road  turns 
towards  the  river  and  leaves  old  Watling 
Street  to  pursue  its  bee-line  course  over 
fields  and  heaths,  where  it  may  still  be 
traced.  Perhaps  this  deviation  may  be 
due  to  the  attitude  taken  by  the  men  of 
Kent  at  the  time  of  the  Conquest,  who,  i( 
tradition  may  be  believed,  having  held 
aloof  f roni  Harold  and  taken  no  share  in 
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the  diMMtroiu  battlei  intoxcepted  tha 
Conqueror  on  his  triumphal  mutdk  towards 
London  by  throwing  theBunhres  into  some 
strong  earthworks  commanding  the  great 
Ug^way  at  Swansoombe.  Benee  ad- 
yanoing  with  oak  boaghs  in  their  hands 
they  terrified  the  Oonqueror's  army,  as 
Maobeth'fl  had  been  terrified  at  the 
approach  of  Bimam  Wood ;  so  that,  rather 
than  come  to  anything  worsei  tkie  Caor 
qoeroTy  not  recognised  by  that  title  ia 
Kenti  promised  to  respect  their  ancient 
customs  and  iranchisesi  which  was  all  they 
wanted. 

If  the  men  of  Kent  were  in  the  business^ 
they  are  to  be  thanked  for  giving  us  such 
a  pleasant  turn  of  the  road  to  doU  Wat- 
ling  Street.  For  here  we  have  grassy 
slopes  and  glimpses  of  the  river  and  of  a 
pleasant  fleet  cS  yachts,  and  of  L^gcess 
Abbeyi  which  may  have  been  a  nnnnery 
long  ago,  but  In  its  actual  fabric  was  built 
of  the  stones  of  old  London  Bcidge,  as 
you  can  hardly  have  failed  to  learn,  if  ever 
you  have  taken  the  long  sea  voyage  to 
Gravesend  or  Sheerness.  And  it  is  quite 
a  surprise  to  come  upon  the  white  cMb 
and  terraced  walks  of  Bosherville,  while 
the  road  passes  at  the  foot  of  Windmill 
Hill,  from  which  Gravesend  is  seen  at  its 
best^  with  all  '^  the  embarked  traders  on 
the  flood,"  and  Tilbury  over  the  way  In  its 
quiet  seclusion,  and  new  white  forts 
peering  out  from  unexpected  comers. 
And  some  miles  along  the  way  lies  Gad's 
Hill|  among  its  associations  with  the  Shake- 
spearean age,  and  Falstaflfs  senial  brag|^ 
aodo,  and  of  Dickens,  who  has  made  the 
whole  diatrict  memorable,  and  peopled  the 
very  highway  with  the  creations  of  his 
genius. 

But  now  as  we  approach  Strood,  the 
fume  and  incense  of  Idhis,  and  breweries, 
and  factories  come  upon  us,  and  it  is  a 
busy  world  we  see  as  we  top  the  hill,  and 
look  down  on  the  wide  Medway,  the 
mingled  smoke  and  steam  throwing  a  haze 
over  the  wonderful  scene  presented  by  the 
noble  old  Norman  keep  that  still  seems  to 
guard  the  bridge,  and  the  Cathedral  all 
weathered  and  brown,  and  the  tangle 
round  about  of  quaint  roofs  and  dwellings, 
of  closes,  courts,  and  fair  old  gardens.  The 
great  railway  girders  and  the  uncom- 
promising utility  of  the  modem  Bochester 
Bridge  are  in  some  way  a  foil  and  con- 
trast to  the  hoar  antiquity  on  the  other 
side.  We  may  regret  the  old  bridge  of 
stone  with  its  twenty-one  arches,  or  the 
wooden  bridge  which  existed  before  that, 


and  which  in  one  form  or  ahape  muat  have 
existed  since  the  days  of  Boman  dominion, 
as  it  is  impossible  to  believe  that  such  an 
all  important  line  of  eommunioatton  should 
have  been  left  to  the  mercgr  of  deep  fords 
and  crossioga  in  a  strong  tidal  river.  The 
did  bridge  was  thickly  peopled  with 
popular  tnditions :  the  whole  countiy-side 
was  concerned  in  it,  difierent  parishes 
took  each  an  arch,  and  even  Ohurch  lands 
relieved  from  most  other  imposts  were 
oUiged  to  contribute  to  the  repair  of  the 
bri<]^e. 

Bridge  and  OasUe  have  seen  some  sfcaarn 
servioe  together.  Hardly  was  the  Kcvman 
keep  in  a  defensible  state— 4t  aeema  never 
to  have  been  completely  finished — when 
Odo,  Bishop  of  Bayeux,  took  reioga  in 
it^  and  was  besieoed  by  Bnfus  with  aU  the 
force  of  the  kingdom.  King  John  besieged 
the  Castle,  which  was  held  suooessfnlly 
lor  the  Barons,  and  later  Simon  de  Mont- 
fort  burnt  the  bridge  which  he  conld  not 
storm,  and  Med  ahio  to  storm  the  Castle, 
although  it  waa  surrendered  to  hkn  alter 
the  Mise  of  Lewes.  Disorganised  by  all 
these  assaults^  the  old  bridge  broke  down 
altogether  in  a  time  of  severe  frost,  and  was 
swept  awqr  in  the  ice  floes.  It  was  next 
repaired  and  replaced  by  Edward  the  TUrd 
when  he  was  on  the  march  to  conquer 
Eranoe.  And  then  we  hear  of  the  bridge 
being  purposely  broken  down  on  the  alam 
of  a  FreiMh  invasion. 

After  all  it  was  with  the  spoils  of 
France  that  a  "faire  stone  bridge"  was 
built  at  last,  in  1387,  at  the  cost  of 
two  brave  knights  and  commandera  who 
had  gained  much  booty  in  the  French 
wars.  This  new  stone  bridge  lasted 
to  1850,  by  which  time  it  had  come  to 
be  caUed  the  old  bridge.  One  would 
have  Uked  to  have  seen  the  four-horse 
coaches  filing  over  that  many -arched 
bridge,  their  bmps  (Reaming  In  the  waters 
below,  and  the  pale  crescent  of  the  moon 
resting  on  the  dark  Castle  keep.  But  the 
lot  of  the  Castle  Is,  perhuMi,^  happier 
than  it  has  ever  been  before,  for  its  courts 
are  laid  out  in  lawns  and  flower-beds,  and 
the  whole  Is  under  the  care  of  the 
Corporation,  who  give  vlutors  the  run  of 
the  venerable  mined  keep  at  threepence  a 
head.  And  the  keep,  after  all,  not  so 
much  mined  but  that  you  can  reach 
the  battlements  by  a  corkscrew  stair, 
and  admire  all  the  prospect  below:  the 
steam  and  stew  cS  Strood,  the  soft 
windings  of  the  river  as  it  comes  wimpling 
down  from  the  centre  of  the  fair  land  of 
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Ktnfe.  In  tbft  Medvay,  m  it  tLamn 
wigr  llnoagli  Eflnt»  yea  have  9m  «aqriaa»- 
Uqb  «f  ihil  pizdfaig  ridbbobfek  wfakh 
jkmMinilB  Um  dUfarence  liilwiiii  a  Mas  «f 
Keat  mi  »  EniUi  tta»-Aa  lorner 
bebic  ^M  wbo  Hiw  ar  was  Wm  «i  tki 
MMb  ride  of  the  Meihraf,  wfaik  the  «Unr 
ii  nob  qmie  ^par  aaag;"  «id  oan  waif  \e 


A  (fMUdi  U{^  fliraii,  tee,  b  ibflb  ef 
BeefaMtaTi  iririob  la  M  eor  Wattng 
Sineter  Doier  Bead  lined  with  hoaeei. 
Than  la  the  "BixU"  oa  the  ligUi^  jnrt 
finwhM;  the  biiige»  a  laimeoa  coai^nf 
B^  end  liH  ■wtatiiiiB  ite  Meat 
Eaaten^  wJlh  a  meet  ^oaMuiit 
nahanaded  postiee^  thai  matrhei  iFerj 
ml  with  the  GWBUhaU  ett  tibe  eOier  flid^ 
with  ita  area  of  diequaaed  PsEbeoic 
BMtbla^  open  wUah  Hogarth  aid  his 
ifiaaia  plqred  ^'Seotah  hop"  wboa  thaj 
fiaitad  Bochttter  om  thnr  fnami  torn; 
The  peraiflnt  leoki  eqoailgr  imifainff  mow, 
hoi  whe  woidd  iMMweoonge  to  be^t 

Fiona  the  Qaatle  httttktteBta  we  aee  the 
white  daaty  lead  that  we  nmft  f oUew, 
aeened  en  the  dank  of  the  hOl;  aMinew 
WB  ieokdowB  on  tiieOaetleaadOathednil, 
em  the  ead  leaii  ef  BoAeater,  and  the 
iaug^  flwann  ef  Qhathani  with  the  Meats 
aad  fianiehi  of  Om  great  war-sh^ahewiiii; 
amoBf  the  gsael  shade  and  storehfHwa  ef 
ilie  Doekjard.  And  heyoBd  the  VmM  esid 
the  old  -  fashioned  red -brick  forts,  and 
iwiHing  a  stBong  peiMcai  cei  the  ei^st 
of  the  down,  atms  a  hoge  square  tower 
ttttt  loaks  itte  aaaM  enonaeaa  caetk  keep. 
'^  It  ia  JeareeTe  tewer,'*  saja  a  paaaer^byy 

~  iilw  4fae  lower  ef  Bahelt  it  represents 
sepiTaHon  ''ad  aateai'*  which  tiie  ro- 
of ita  bnildera  weee  inaaffisiaet  te 
earqr  ant.  Bat  the  tower,  aMtongh  roof- 
leaa  wd  windowlMSi  b  atfH  the  dwdHag- 
pbee  end  toaaple  ef  man  j  of  the  fidtfaU 
JerneeWtesb  vdet,  indastriona  peepb  whe 
retain  a  tonehing  faith  in  the  proayses  and 
prapheoiM  ef  their  fiest  iomder.  And  as 
a  feebisa  in  the  kadeeape,  seen  agaiaat 
the  skj  in  its  gavnt  and  bare  bdation,  the 
tower  b  aai  wbhoat  a  certain   myatb 


iBBprsarire^  too^  b  the  iaflexibb  diieet- 
af  the-  grea*  Inghwaj  that  stietehes 
n%  over  hfll  aad  dak,  with  fanaa  and 
eoHagaa  acatteied  here  asid  there,  among 
paataresy  indt-gaideas,  and  phmtatiotis. 
Baiaham  b  reached,  and  tiien  Sittfang- 
boame,  a  quiet  Httie  town  which  was  onee 
bm  eaoogh  with  tiaa  traffic  of  tlie  great 
highway,  and  whiA  boaetad  many  excellent 


iana^  at  one  of  whioh— the  "^Bed  Lfon  "^ 
aaeonfiag  to  tradMaan,  Henry  the  Fifth 
was  enftertafaad  wfth  his  retiane  on  lib 
lebm  faaoL  Fraaoe  after  hb  yictory  at 
A^conrt  EBs  host  was  eae  Mr.  Jfw- 
weed,  pNhahiy  Oe  aherxff  of  the  eecmty, 
and  the  east  of  the  wheb  ftast  ww  bnl 
ahseahaibga  and  afnepence,  wfaie  oostfaig 
aaly  twepenee  a  qpiart  aad  ereiythlDg  else 
behg  hi  propertbn. 

Beyeod  StUngboame  we  get  gBmpeea 
ef  the  bw-ljiDg  coontry  that  borders  tiie 
eea-dumsei  ef  the  Swale,  which  eats  off 
the  Isle  ef  Sheppsy  fiom  the  maialaad : 
adhtriet  loa^iamedlsrfertiiity  aad  far  Ms 
peedastbe  frvitgardeBe,  bat  aamobted 
with  pasfiffieai  on  the  score  of  nea- 
ashdoify.  Here  was  «<  wealth  withoat 
haaltt,"  and  peojjrie  wave  cheeridly  aBSured 
Oat  if  they^did  aatwish  to  H^e  long'' 
tfaay  ahoatd  go  to  «<  Mmam,  TeyiAam,  or 
Tong,"  thoee  beiag  the  dnef  setdements  b 
thb  aah-tropkal  r^gbn.  A  few  ndies 
farther  aad  we  are  at  Faeersham,  Ae 
metrepatb  of  thb  earner  ef  Keni  There 
b  hardly  a  veeUge  bft  of  tile  bmom  old 
Abbey  where  slept  Kfaig  Stepiien  aad  Ms 
worthy  spoose  oMer  tlimr  eniepied  tomboi 
aad  many  great  noblea  imd  galbnt  kni^ta. 
Bat  aeme  part  off  the  gateway  still  reamhur, 
with  leiiai  of  the  eteward%  hoase  ad  johdag, 
noted  aa  theaeene  ef  the  woeial  marder  of 
worsinpial  Maater  Ardem,  at  the  hands  of 
hb  wife's  lotar  Mesbh  and  a  eortain  hired 
brave,  one  Bbek  WiD,  a  discharged  soldi« 
from  the  '*aiege  of  Bollea,''  who  had  fel- 
lawed  Aribra  from  Soathwark  even  as  fisr 
as  liere  along  the  Tory  route  we  have 
traforsed,  withoat  finding  an  opportnnity 
ef  etrHdng  the  fstal  Mow. 

In  ita  present  state  Farersham  is  as 
pleaaaat  a  littb  eonntry  town  as  eenld  be 
desiced,  set  ia  a  beantifal  eoaatry  ahaoet 
eloying  in  its  richness ;  and  in  Faversham 
Oreeh  walthig  for  the  tide  Hee  a  llttie  fleet 
of  those  handsome  red-sailed  barges  yrhMa 
mil  hence  piled  Ugh  wiOi  hay  for  the 
Loodoa  market,  and  wladi  give  each  a 
gntef  ol  vdief  to  tlie  dingy  tonee  of  the 
river  traffic;  Aad  hi  the  eoaehbg  days  of 
old  a  pMSM  t^  tilt  boat  from  London 
BdEdge  to  Faveroham,  thwe  to  jc^  the 
great  Dover  Boad,  was  eaa  of  the  rentes 
avaOaUe  for  Oontinental  traffic 

Oaee  past  FaTsrsham  tiie  attraetion  of 
Oanterbory  begins  to  be  felt,  as  comets  may 
feel  the  attramon  of  the  atm  before  they 
inoontinentiy  tumble  into  the  flare  of  it 
Ererything  b  of  to-dayi  and  yet  it  might 
be    centanea  ago.    Ton  may  ride  with 
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Ghaacer  if  yoa  will,  jaat  so  calm  and  sweet 
was  the  pleasant  conntry  when  hie  pilgrims 
rode  that  way.  Jast  here,  perhaps,  it  was 
that  the  Sompnonr  began  his  tale — some- 
where by  Bonghton  under  Blene,  and  here 
is  Bleaa  Wo^  itself,  which  still  retains 
a  Havonr  of  its  ancient  wildness.  At 
Harbledon  there  are  some  old  almshooses 
which  were  in  existence  when  the  Black 
Prince  rode  this  way,  as  he  often  did, 
and  close  by  is  the  Prince's  Well,  with  water 
cool  and  clear,  and  it  is  said  that  while 
on  his  death-bed  in  Westminster  tormented 
with  fever  and  thirst,  liis  thoughts  turned 
to  the  cool  and  shady  spring,  and  that 
a  supply  of  the  water  was  brought  all  that 
distance  that  he  might  taste  it  once  mora 
And  these  old  bedesmen  of  Harbledon 
were  a  familiar  nuisance  in  the  pilgrim 
track.  They  possessed  an  old  shoe  which 
had  once  belonged  to  Saint  Thomas,  and 
other  small  relu»,  which  were  shown  of 
necessitv  to  the  pilgrim  and  compelled 
a  donation  on  his  part.  Erasmus  describes 
the  scene  as  he  makes  the  pilgrimage  with 
Dean  Oolet,  both  being  infected  with  the 
modem  cynicid  spirit,  and  poking  veiled 
ridicule  at  the  whole  affair. 

For  us  Canterbury  is  only  one  of  the 
incidents  of  the  road.  We  may  visit  the 
tomb  of  the  Black  Prince  in  the  Cathedral, 
and  the  humble-looking  little  church  of 
Saint  Martin,  the  earliest  Christian  church 
in  England,  and  partly  built  of  Roman 
masonry ;  but  Saint  Martin's  is  on  the  left- 
hand  road  which  leaves  the  city,  pointing 
towards  Sandwich,  and  is  the  actuiu 
representative  of  the  Roman  road  which 
led  to  Ratupfae,  the  great  port  of  Roman 
Britain,  a  few  miles  northward  of  the  more 
modem  Sandwich.  The  latter  was  itself  a 
great  mediae  7al  port,  crowded  with  the  masts 
of  ships  that  had  brought  loads  of  pilgrims 
for  Canterbury,  who  mf gbt  be  seen  tradging 
in  crowds  towurds  the  towers  of  the  sacred 
city. 

The  road  which  leads  to  the  right  and 
towards  Dover  is  one  of  the  pleasantest 
and  brightest  possible,  through  a  lovely 
fertile  country,  without  commanding 
features,  but  with  a  charming  succession 
of  hill  and  dale  of  richness  indescribable. 
Nor  is  the  sound  of  the  coachman's  horn 
altogether  unknown,  as  a  four-horse  coach 
runs  during  the  summer  between  Folkestone 
and  Canterbury  along  the  Dover  Road. 

When  you  come  to  that  admirable 
gap  in  the  range  of  huge  white  cMs  and 
bare-backed  downs,  with  the  blue  sea 
coming  sparkling  in,  and  the  wUte  sails, 


everything  seems  to  dance  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  sun  and  breeze.  But  you 
can't  help  wondering  at  the  dispensa- 
tion that  has  made  of  this  strip  of  beach 
and  this  mere  gap  in  the  great  cliffs  such 
an  important  port  and  rendezvous  of 
tra£Sc.  Of  how  many  great  harbours 
of  much  greater  natural  advantages  has 
old  Dover  seen  the  rise  and  fall,  whUe  she 
who  has  always  been  a  source  of  some 
anxiety  to  her  friends,  and  required  a  good 
deal  of  support  in  flie  way  of  piers  and 
breakwaters,  dredgers,  grouis,  and  so  on, 
is  still  alive  and  merry !  The  Roman 
pharos  on  the  Castle  Hill  bears  witness 
that  Roman  galleys  sailed  for  the  port 
from  the  opposite  shores  of  Caul,  wliile 
to-day  two  black  streaks  over  the  blue 
waters  indicate  that  the  Gitend  and 
Boulogne  boats  are  making  for  the  same 
pleasant  haven.  Bat  our  coach  must  pull 
up  in  Snargate  Street;  we  have  nothing  to 
do  with  the  GontinentiEd  tra£So,  or  with  the 
express  trains  that  come  thundering  past, 
laden  with  gay  people  who  are  going  to  take 
their  holidays  abroad ;  with  Ambassadors, 
perhaps,  and  attaches;  with  messengers 
bearing  despatches ;  with  brides  and  bride- 
grooms on  honeymoon  touve ;  with  officers 
rashing  to  catch  the  Indian  mail;  with 
ladies'-maids  with  bandboxes  and  port- 
manteaux. All  these  disappear  with  a 
roar  and  a  rattle,  and  leave  not  a  wrack 
behind. 

But  we  are  thinkhig  of  the  quiet^  placid 
Dover  of  old  times  when  the  en^eera 
were  s^  burrowing  under  Shakespeare's 
Cliff,  and  the  bricklayers  were  at  work  on 
that  tall  Folkestone  Viaduct  How  quiet 
was  the  old  Castle  where  the  sentries 
paced  up  and  down  in  their  red  swallow- 
tails and  worsted  epaulettes,  a  kind  of 
being  apart  whom  one  regarded  with  a 
kind  of  awe  as  devoted  for  life  to  what 
seemed  a  cruel  captivity !  And  there  was 
one  particular  point  where  you  were 
startled  by  the  sudden  ringing  of  a  bell, 
and  there  was  a  money-box  with  the 
inscription,  *' Please  remember  the  poor 
debtors,"  and  the  bell  was  connected  by  a 
string  with  a  strong  grated  window,  behbid 
the  bars  of  which  were  to  be  seen  human 
figures,  and  when  something  was  put  into 
the  box,  hands  and  a  white  kerchief  waved 
a  graceful  acknowledgement.  Then  there 
were  coaches  still  on  die  road,  and  yellow 
"  vans  "  from  all  the  country  towns  which 
crossed  and  exchanged  their  traffic,  and 
kept  up  a  gentle  circulation  of  life  in  the 
qniet,  dieerful,  chatty  country-side* 
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AT  ST.  SEBASTIAN. 

Fas,  and  near,  and  wide  they  sleep 

Who  die  for  England's  sake ; 
Where  never  love  can  its  vigil  keep, 

Where  never  the  hearts  that  ache 
Can  oome  to  tend  the  happy  flowers 

That  spring,  as  to  mock  our  tears, 
In  the  bloom  that  returns  with  summer  hours, 

Through  all  the  varying  years. 

Verv  far  and  wide  they  sleep 

Who  die  for  England's  sake ; 
Yet  never,  I  think,  could  the  chamel  gloom 

So  fair  an  aspect  take. 
As  where  the- southern  sunshine  lights 

The  long  Biscayan  waves. 
And  the  fort  on  St.  Sebastian's  heights 

Stands  o'er  the  English  graves. 

O'er  their  graves  who  died  in  the  fierce  assault, 

Those  guarded  walls  to  win ; 
Do  the  restless  rollers  remember  yet 

How  their  eternal  din 
Was  lost  in  the  cheer  and  battle-cry, 

Borne  on  the  startled  blast, 
As  St  Geoi^'s  banner,  borne  on  high, 

Crowned  the  great  fort  at  last  ? 

Veiy  auietly  do  they  lie, 

Our  neroes,  laid  asleep, 
Where  round  St.  Clara's  fairy  isle 

The  breakers  surge  and  sweep ; 
Where  the  gorse  and  the  broom  flash  living  gold 

To  the  blaze  of  the  noonday  sun, 
And  high  above  stands  the  mighty  hold, 

By  English  valour  won. 

Tlie  old  familiar  names  stand  out 

To  the  wistful  English  eyes ; 
The  old  familiar  tales  of  fame 

Wake  'neath  the  stranger  skies ; 
The  f  oreigp  tones  and  accents  sound 

Like  voices  in  a  dream, 
So  home-like  do  the  names  around 

To  the  English  wanderers  seem. 

Yeij  quietly  they  lie. 

Till  the  last  parade  shall  come. 
And  the  long  roll  of  England's  dead 

Hear  Heaven's  own  muster  drum. 
Ah,  stately  height  'neath  the  Spanish  sky, 

Take  the  trust  our  fathers  gave. 
When,  after  their  dear-bought  victory. 

They  left  'neath  your  turf  the  brave. 


A  LONG  VACATION  ROMANCE. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

In  the  LongVaoation  Oxfotd  fallB  adeep, 
and  lor  the  apace  of  about  three  months 
has  few  waking  moments.  The  work  of 
repair  and  restoration  is,  it  is  trae,  taken 
np  with  more  or  less  of  energy,  bat  the 
dnU,  monotonous  tap,  tap  of  hammer  and 
chisel  only  seems  to  soothe  the  andent 
city  to  a  deeper  slnmber.  The  scont,  freed 
from  the  toils — as  well  as  from  die  dps — 
of  term,  tries  to  get  up  a  litde  merriment 
on  his  own  account,  and  even  goes  so  far 
as  to  indulge  in  bumping  races  and  cricket 
matches,  but  only  succeeds  in  roudng 
mournful  echoes,  diat  sigh  as  if  unwilling 
to  be  disturbed  in  the  absence  of  their 
lawful  masters. 


One  hot  summer,  years  ago,  the  city 
enjoyed  an  unusually  profound  slumber. 
Even  through  the  excitement  of  Com- 
memoradon  its  drowsiness  had  been  plainly 
yisible,  and  Town  hardly  paid  Gown  the 
compliment  of  watching  its  departing  tail 
flatter  out  of  sight,  ere  it  sank  into  a 
blissful  state  of  utter  repose.  The  heat 
was  almost  unbearable,  and  a  dull  sense  of 
oppression  fai  the  air  made  exercise  an 
effort.  There  was  no  brieht  sunshine,  no 
smiling  blue  sky,  no  whispering  breeze; 
a  ^dc  haze  clouded  the  sun,  and  for 
many  days  the  dead  calm  remained  un- 
broken, 

Tet,  in  the  midst  of  the  slumbering 
dty,  one  young  person  was  wide  awake 
and  full  of  wondering  delight.  Regardless 
of  the  unpleasant  weather,  she  wandered 
all  day  long  through  deserted  quadrangles, 
in  qaiet  gardens,  and  along  the  towing- 
path  beside  the  tranquQ  river  j  and  her 
mood  was  that  of  one  who  is  ^zing  at  a 
beautiful,  incomprehendble  picture,  and 
fears  to  be  interrupted  by  some  jarring 
word  before  the  meaning  fully  reveals 
itself. 

A  few  days  ago,  when  she  was  still  at 
home  in  the  north-country  vicarage,  she 
had  exclaimed  a  litde  petuUndy : 

'*  Ob,  father !  I  wish  I  need  not  spend 
three  dull  weeks  in  Oxford  with  Aunt 
Barham.  I  would  much  rather  go  on  to 
Staines  at  once.  Miss  LUley  is  always  so 
lively  and  pleasant." 

But  here  she  was,  pacing  Magdalen 
Cloisters  and  dghing  to  herself : 

"  Only  a  fortnight  lonser,  and  then  I 
must  leave  this  dear  place  and  go  to 
Staines  1  How  shall  I  endure  those  coarse, 
vulgar  Lilleys  and  their  tiresome,  crowded 
evening  parties,  after  the  beauty  and  peace 
that  is  all  around  one  here  % " 

From  which  rapid  change  of  opinion  it 
will  be  righdy  surmised  that  Mtos  Edith 
Barham  was  of  an  impresdonable  nature. 
She  had  no  young  friends,  and  no  very 
near  rekdons  excepting  her  father,  who 
was  the  Vicar  of  a  straggling  parish  amone 
the  Yorkshire  moorlands,  and  who  took 
litde  or  no  interest  in  anything  that  con- 
cerned his  daughter,  being  wholly  occupied 
with  parochial  matters.  Her  educadon 
had  been  fitful  and  unsystematic,  so  that 
at  nineteen  her  character  was  still  un- 
formed, and  her  mind  dangeroudy  pliable. 
Time  alone  could  show  what  manner  of 
woman  die  was  to  become* 

She  generally  spent  these  hot  July  after- 
noons in  the  shady  doisters,  until  the 
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ihadowi  b0gan  to  lengtb6ii«  and  the  ah  to 
i;row  eoolei,  whan  she  betook  benelf  to  the 
xiyer,  and  had  one  blk&fal  half-hou'B 
boating  before  tea-time  eane  ioumL  For 
five  days  she  had  snbmitted  to  the  degzar 
datiion  of  tftWug  a  btatasn  with  hec^  Dut 
on  the  sIxUi,  haying  leaned  io  bow  aSttle 
—a  TMj  little— ^e  oonohMled  that  neh  a 
preeantion  was  no  longer  neeessary,  aad 
after  asaUng  Bsany  veheaMnt  pzeteatatfoBS 
thai  she  eenU  awiM,  and  pretending  to 
listen  to  nnmberless  wandngs  and 
instraotions  deUreved  1^  the  msn  irom 
whoaa  she  hired  her  hoafc,  Edith  set  out  on 
her  solitanr  voyaga 

She  had  promised  to  torn  into  the  safer 
waters  of  the  Gherwell,  bat  disoovered,  a 
little  to  her  dismay,  thai  she  was  qnMe 
nnaUe  to  perform  eoeh  a  fsai,  and  most 
be  eentent  to  drift  down  the  Isii. 

"  Howerer,  tt  won't  matter^''  she  said 
eosnfortablyi "  these  knt  a  bit  ef  danger." 

But  her  troubles  were  yet  to  oome. 

Neariag  IfiSey,  die  ionnd  herself  sapidly 
drifting  in  among  annmberof  small  boi^ 
eecnpied  by  some  not  altogether  ploaiing 
varieties  of  the  local  athlete,  who  were 
ttigaged  in  practising  for  oertain  dtty  boat- 
races,  destined  to  take  plaoe  en  Bank 
Holiday. 

*'  Why  do  they  make  sueh  a  noise  t "  she 
wondered,  and  for  two  or  three  mimiteB 
did  not  realise  that  the  tnmnlt  of  shouts 
and  yeDs  which  arose  had  any  reference 
to  herself.  When  this  &et  dawned  npom 
her  she  felt  somewhat  nMrvonSi  and  nuule 
matters  worse  by  attempting  to  get  ont  of 
the  wayi  nearly  npsetiittg  two  or  three 
boats  daring  the  process.  How  she 
managed  to  torn  round  was  ever  after- 
wards a  mystery  to  her,  bst  when  that 
great  expkrit  was  acoemplished,  b|r  diffi- 
culties were  by  no  means  at  an  end.  Try 
as  she  wonld,  she  ooold  not  make  any 
headway  against  the  stream,  thoogh  it  was 
neitfier  swift  nor  strong,  for  lier  Ifanited 
knowledge  of  the  art  of  managing  a  boat 
was  speedily  ii^ghtened  away  by  the  angry 
shoots  and  centemptoons  laughter  wUeh 
looted  her  on  all  sides.  Tears  of  yezation 
filled  her  eyes;  she  was  seized  with  a 
wild  desire  to  jump  into  the  river,  and 
swim  to  the  bank,  bat,  f ortonately,  had 
not  soffident  ooarage  for  each  a  rash 
proceeding.  Help  was  at  hand,  however, 
for  at  the  same  moment  Edith  and  lier 
tormentors  lieard  a  sadden  plash  of  oars, 
followed  by  an  indignant  ezdamation,  as 
another  boat,  coming  np  from  Iffley,  ap- 
peared on  the  scene.    Its  solitary  occupant 


was  a  broad-shouldered,  dark-haired  yoang 
man,  who,  after  a  searehfa^  glance  at  two 
or  three  of  the  yoong  men,  ssmarked 
ugnificantly,  and  at  tiM  same  time  with 
perfect  qaietness : 

"I  shall  remember  ym,  Smith  and 
Brfggsl" 

Ine  men  looked  aHltle  ahsmofased,  and 
offered  no  reply,  while  the  a^t^ngAy  tamed 
to  Edith,  and,  caishig  hfa  hat|  pneposed 
taking  h«r  boat  in  tew,  as  he  was  going  ap 
to  Folly  Bridge. 

"  It  would  be  rattier  dangeroos  far  yon 
toattempt  it  alone,  as  perlmps  yxm are — ^well 
a  little  out  of  practice  with  your  sculling, 
and  most  ttely  haven't  read  the  roles  of 
the  river  veiv  caMfaUy." 

"Bales  of  ^the  river  t"  odboed  E£th; 
"why,  I  didn*t  ev«n  know  there  were 
anyl" 

'*  Ah  !  then  yoa  ttad  maA  better  allow 
me  to  take  you  up,"  lie  aidd,  and  she  grate- 
fully accepted  his  help.  Hot  sn0£her  word 
was  spoken  as  ttie  two  boats  slowly 
floated  homewards;  Edhh  and  her  un- 
known rescuer  landed  in  sBenca,  and  were 
about  to  part,  when  the  fonser  eanght 
sight  of  a  stout,  eldarly  lady,  who  stood  at 
some  little  distance  amy,  with  her  back 
towards  them*  She  was  convatsing 
earnestly  with  tiie  man  whose  beat  Edith 
had  hired,  and  did  not  torn  nnlil  she 
heard  that  young  lady's  ezdanntion  of 
"  Aunt  Barham ! "  Then  she  spun  round 
with  surprising  rapidity  and  cHm  : 

"  Edith,  my  dearest  child !  I  son  v«ry 
glad  to  see  you  back  again,  as  tikis  worthy 
man  was  actually  tiying  to  peranade  me  that 
you  are  not  capable  cS  managing  a  boat. 
'Indeed,'  said  I,  'ytm  are  entbdy  mis- 
taken; my  niece  is  able  to  do  anything 
she  diooses.'  And  yen  see^"  she  added, 
turning  to  the  boatman,  "  that  I  was  quite 
right,  K>r  here  Ae  is,  aU  saf e  and  sound.  In 
fiMt^  I  have  no  doubt  she  can  row  as  well 
as  many  an  eaqMrienced  hand,  sneh  as 
yourself  1 " 

The  recipient  of  Ms  interesting  Inferma- 
tion  only  grinned,  having  seen  Edith's 
ignominioas  return  in  the  wake  of  the 
other  boat;  bnt  ttie  gfarl  ww pleased  toeee 
that  the  stranger  did  not  even  smOe,  as  lie 
Earned  to  bid  hw  '^  good  afternoon  ^  for 
tha  seoond  time.  However,  another  in- 
temqytion  occurred  at  this  point;  Aunt 
Barimm  happened  to  catdi  rintof  ttieone 
person  in  their  Uttle  group  whom  she  had 
hitherto  overiooked,  and  with  a  pleasant 
smUe  upon  her  fat,  rosy  face,  add 
heartOy : 


I 


OuwlM  DiekcDB.] 


A  LONG  VACATION  ROMANCE.    (September  9.  isaa.]     355 


. 


"  Qood  aftexnooDy  Mr.  Thorland  j  I  am 

SJad  to  fee  joa  1  Editb,  my  dear,  this  is 
(i.  Thurland ;  in  a  city  ovexflowbg  with 
yooDg  people,  be  is  the  only  one  who  Gon- 
deiceiias  to  call  apon  an  old  woman  like 
nyaalC" 

The  yomig  man  wat  fax  from  indispoied 
to  becMning  acqaainted  with  pretty  Mias 
Bartaam ;  he  was  still  mere  pleased  when 
he  saw  the  look  of  admiration  which  her 
aunt's  words  called  forth ;  and  his  feeling 
was  one  of  positiye  joy,  on  hearing  the 
eldev  lady  invite  him  to  aoeompany  them 
home  to  tea^  Needless  to  say,  he  aoceptod ; 
and  his  doing  so  cansed  Edith  some  satis- 
faction,  as  she  was  yery  willing  to  know 
moie  of  her  gallant  deUyerer. 

TUsTaanner  was  so  bright  and  unaffected, 
and  his  conyersation  so  Uyely  and  interest- 
ing, thaft^  by  the  time  tea  was  oyer,  Edith 
had  quite  dedded  that  he  was  a  great 
acqulflttioD,  and  hoped  she  should  see 
more  of  him  during  her  stay  in  0;dord. 
After  tea,  the  young  people  strolled  about 
the  old-iashioBed  garden  together,  as 
Mr.  Thurland  was  seized  with  a  sudden 
and  irresistible  desire  to  inspect  Aunt 
Barham's  hollyhocks.  Now  that  wortiby 
old  lady  neyer  walked  in  her  garden  after 
the  abnormally  eady  hour  at  which  she 
supposed  that  the  wily  and  treacherous 
dawdiop  might  be  found  lurking  among  the 

e asses,  and  perhaps  the  artful  young  man 
lew  it  1  At  any  rate,  he  presently  found 
himself  treading  the  narrow  garden-paths 
in  company  with  Edith,  whi&  Mrs.  Bar^ 
ham  enjoyed  forty  winks  in  her  easy-chair. 

After  doing  his  duty  by  the  hollyhocks, 
and  making  a  &w  brilliant  remarks  upon 
the  state  of  the  weather,  Mr.  Thurland 
yentnred  to  ask : 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Oxford,  Miss 
Bachamf'' 

"  Oh !  I  can't  teU  you,  Mr.  Thurland  1 
The  beanty  of  it  almost  makes  me  afraid 
at  times,  it  is  such  a  wonderful  thhoig.  On 
these  hot^  still  afternoons,  when  the  city  is 
so  calm  and  peaceful,  I  sometimes  fsAcy 
that  If  I  had  a  great  trouble,  I  would  come 
here  to  some  quiet  comer,  where  the  near- 
ness of  these  old  walls,  that  haye  Uved 
through  so  much,  would  comfort  me.  But 
that  is  only  a  siUy,  sentimental  ideai 
Please  laugh  at  it^  as  it  deseryes  1 " 

He  did  not  laugh,  howeyer,  but  said 
|ently,  "I  understand  your  feeling  per- 
fectly," and  then  there  was  a  long  silence. 
Presentiy  Edith  spoke  again, 

''I  wish  one  could  express  one's  feelings, 
somehow,"  she  said ;  "  at  times  I  feel  quite 


wUd  because  I  cannot  put  my  thoughts 
about  beautiful  places  and  things  Into 
wwds,  and  no  one  else  seems  able  to  do  it 
for  me.  I  suppose  it  Is  the  kind  of  smi- 
sation  that  deaf  and  dumb  people  most 
experience." 

"  Are  you  Umi  of  poetry  t "  her  com- 
panion auced, 

*'  I  neyer  read  any,"  she  replied,  "  be- 
cause I  am  afraid  it  mig^t  make  im  m- 
I«actical.    Father  says  it  would." 

Mr.  Thurland  smiled.  He  really  eonld 
not  help  It.  The  idea  that  this  childish 
creature,  witti  hor  soft,  almost  wistful  grey 
eyes,  and  her  sweety  undecided  month, 
could  under  any  drcumstanees  be  de- 
scribed as  "  practical,"  amused  him  not  a 
littie.  Howeyer,  he  replied  with  praise- 
worthy grayity : 

"  I  tUnk  it  would  giye  you  great  satis- 
faction to  read  good  poeftiy,  ami  I  don't 
think  it  would  do  you  any  harm.  With 
all  def  erenee  to  your  opinion.  Miss  Barham, 
it  seems  to  me  that  there  are  greater  yirtues 
Uum  the  somewhat  unhitewsting  one  of 
practicality." 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  Edith,  ''but  I  cant 
judge  fairly,  beeanae  all  the  people  I  know 
are  yery  sensible  and  pfaotieal.  My 
father,  and  Aunt  Barham-Hihe  Is  father's 
annf^  really — ^Miss  Lilley,  and  her  nephew, 
are  all  yery  matter^>f-faet»  and  neyer  do 
anythbg  that  is  dlly  or  nselesa" 

"  I  tUnk  I  haye  met  Miss  liUey,  once 
or  twice,  when  I  haye  been  calling  here," 
said  Mr.  Thurland ;  "  I  belieye  her  nej^ew 
is  a  yery  wealthy  banker.  Is  he  not  t  *^ 

Why  should  the  young  gentleman  look 
so  closely  at  his  companion  as  he  put  this 
question,  and  why  should  Edith  blush  and 
stammer  as  she  a&swered  briefly  t 

(( Te— yes,  be  is."  A  moment  later  she 
added:  ''Miss  LiUey  Is  Aunt  Barham's 
greatest  friwd,  and  in  May  they  all  spent 
three  weeks  together  at  Ilkley.  They 
often  came  oyer  to  see  us,  and  I  q>ent 
a  few  days  with  them.  Miss  Lilley  wished 
to  take  me  back  with  her  to  Staines,  but 
it  wasn't  eonyenient  for  me  to  leaye  home 
just  then,  so  I  am  going  there  when  I  leaye 
Oxford,  a  fortnight  to-monow,"  and  Editii 
sighed  deeply  as  if  the  prospect  did  not 
seem  pleasant. 

After  another  long  silence,  followed  by 
a  few  eommonidace  remarks,  Mr.  Thurtand 
awoke  to  the  eonsdousness  that  he  oug^t 
to  be  tiAJng  his  departure,  and  relnctantiy 
arose  to  go.  Mrs.  Bariiam  aroused  henwu 
BuffioienUy  to  say,  "Good  eyening,  Mr. 
Thurland;  come  and  see  us  again,  as  soon  as 
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yoa  ean;  it's  so  dull  for  the  cUld  with 
no  one  bat  a  sleepy  old  woman  to  talk  to !  ^ 
and  then  ehe  sanK  once  more  into  a  refresh- 
ing elumber,  while  Edith  went  back  to 
the  dim,  dewy  garden,  and  thought  a  great 
deal  about  her  new  acqnaintanoe. 

Mr.  Thorland,  meantime,  retnmed  to 
his  lonely  rooms,  and  having  sorroanded 
himself  with  books  and  papers,  sat  down 
to  work.  Bat  the  attempt  wab  not  saceess- 
fal.  His  thoughts  wandered  idly,  and 
though  he  read  page  after  psge,  he  did 
not  take  in  the  meaning  of  a  single  sentence. 
This  happened  only  too  often,  for,  not- 
withstanding the  fact  that  he  was  a  yoane 
man  of  anasnal  abilities,  he  had  failed 
to  acquire  the  habit  of  systematic  study, 
and,  except  when  under  the  inflaence  of 
a  very  strong  motive,  did  not  work  to 
much  porpose.  His  present  occupation 
was  that  of  a  "  coach,"  but  he  had  remained 
at  Oxford  during  the  Long,  with  a  view 
to  reading  for  an  examination,  of  which 
he  hoped  the  result  would  be  his  appoint- 
ment to  a  more  lucrative  post  There 
was  not  a  doubt  of  his  coming  out  head  of 
the  list  if  he  would  only  exert  himself, 
but  there  lay  the  difficulty.  He  might 
have  been  different  if  there  had  been  any 
one  to  take  an  interest  in  him,  but  his 
father  had  been  dead  many  years,  and  his 
mother  and  sisters  lived  on  the  Continent, 
rather  from  poverty  than  from  choice. 
Consequently,  though  full  of  good  impulses, 
a  dreamer  of  great  dreams,  and  something 
of  a  poet,  Darcy  Thurland,  at  fonr-and- 
twenty,  was  not  the  man  he  might  have 
been. 

During  the  first  weeks  of  this  vacation 
he  had  done  no  work  worth  the  name, 
"  owing  to  the  heat,"  he  said ;  but  a  day 
or  two  after  he  made  the  acquaintance  of 
Edith  Barham  there  came  a  change. 
Though  the  weather  was  as  hot  and  sultry 
as  before,  it  suddenly  ceased  to  be  any 
obstacle  fai  the  way  of  hard  work,  and 
Darcy  was  seised  with  a  fever  of  industry 
which  promised  to  carry  him  through  the 
examination  with  glory  and  triumph.  For 
he  told  himself  that  he  had  met  his  fate, 
that  he  was  actually  ''  in  love '' — a  state  as 
interesting  and  delightful  as  it  had  been 
unexpected;  and  what  was  better  still, 
that  whereas  he  had  hitherto  wasted  his 
time,  he  would  henceforward  work  with 
all  his  might,  and  obtain  the  now  ardently 
wished-for  appointment,  that  he  might  be 
justified  in  trying  to  win  the  sirl  he  loved. 

On  the  di^  foUowing  their  introduction, 
Edith  and  I>arcy  chanced  to  meet  in  tihe 


Broad  Walk,  and  as  neither  had  come  out 
with  any  more  serious  intention  than  that 
of  taking  a  constitutional  in  the  shade  of 
the  old  elms,  what  wonder  was  it  that 
Darcy  should  turn  and  walk  by  Edith's 
side,  and  that  she  should  gladly  assent  to 
his  proposal  of  strolling  round  the  meadow 
together  t  Once  more  the  conversation 
turned  on  the  subject  of  poetry,  and  Edith 
asked  her  companion  what  he  should 
advise  her  to  read. 

"Wordsworth  and  Keats  are  my  own 
favourite  poets,"  he  said,  '*and  I  think 
you  would  enjoy  reading  their  works.  If 
you  will  allow  me,  I  will  lend  you  the 
poems  of  either,  or  both." 

"  Oh,  thank  you  so  much,"  cried  Editli, 
''you  are  very  good;  but  you  will  miss 
the  books,  I  am  afraid,  for  I  know  from 
your  way  of  speaking  of  them,  that  they 
are  not  only  books,  but  friends." 

"  Friends  they  certainly  are,"  he  replied, 
smiling ;  "  but  I  shall  not  part  with  them 
in  lendbig  them  to  you,  because  a  great 
number  of  the  poems  will  remain  in  my 
memory." 

"Please  recite  some  of  them  now," 
begged  Edith  very  earnestly.  "I  should 
like  to  hear  theml" 

<*  I  cannot  do  them  justice,"  said  Darcy 
modestly;  ''but  if  you  really  wish  it,  I 
will  try;"  and  beginning  with  Words- 
worth's sonnet  on  Oxford,  he  proceeded  to 
introduce  to  Edith  his  favourite  poets  with 
such  complete  success  that  she  was  quite 
sure  that,  however  much  she  might  read,  she 
should  never  like  any  poems  so  well  as 
those  of  Wordsworth  and  Keats  1  Darcy 
owned  to  himself  afterwards  that  it  was 
those  beautiful,  changeful  grey  eyes,  glow- 
ing with  fire  and  excitement,  or  shining 
with  tendemesp,  as  the  girl  listened, 
that  drew  him  across  the  borderland  which 
lies  between  admiration  and  love. 

An  hour  later  they  parted  at  Mrs. 
Barham's  gate,  each  cheered  by  an  agree- 
able conviction  that  another  pleasant  meet- 
ing would  take  place  before  very  long. 

The  next  day  Darcy  worked  steadily, 
and  it  was  not  unUl  evening  that  he  set 
out  for  Mrs.  Barham's  pretty  little  house 
in  Banbury  Boad,  armed  with  the  promised 
volumes  of  poems.  He  was  so  warmly 
received  by  both  aunt  and  niece,  as  to 
venture  upon  propounding  to  them  a 
pleasant  idea  of  his  own — ^in  other  words, 
to  beg  for  the  honour  of  taking  the  ladies 
on  the  river  occasionally. 

''You  are  very  kind,  Mr.  Thurland," 
said  Mrs.  Barham,  looking  gratified,  ''and 
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though  I  don'6  care  for  the  riveri  Edith,  I 
am  sore,  will  be  very  pleased  to  go  with 
yoa.  Of  eooTBe,  though  she  will  not  own 
it,  ahe  can  row  beantif  ally  " — ^Mm.  Barham 
would  have  been  deeply  offended  if  you 
bad  named  in  her  hearing  the  thing  that 
Edith  oould  not  do — ^*  but  it  is  bo  dull  for 
her  to  go  alone,  poor  child." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,  Mr.  Thurland," 
■aid  Edith,  when  they  went  to  inspect  the 
hollyhocks  once  more;  "  it  is  really  good  of 
yoa  to  offer  to  take  me  on  the  river,  for  I 
have  not  dared  to  yenture  alone  again,  and 
I  liated  the  thought  of  that  man  and  how 
he  would  laugh,  if  I  had  to  give  in  to  taking 
a  boatman  Mter  alL  But  I  diouldn't  like 
yon  to  sacrifice  your  yalnable  time " 

**  Sacrifice  ! ''  echoed  Darcy,  with  fine 
scora  Then  the  dark  eyes  looked  into  the 
grey  ones  for  a  moment,  and  that  was 
answer  enoogb. 

The  remainder  of  Edith's  stay  in  Oxford 
seemed  to  glide  away  like  a  happy,  short- 
lived dream,  botib  to  her  and  to  Darcy. 
All  through  the  long  mornings  Darcy 
worked  with  a  new  energy,  inspired  by 
the  thought  of  what  he  hoped  his  work 
would  win  for  him ;  and  meanwhile  Edith 
would  be  dreaming  over  Wordsworth  and 
Keats  in  some  shady  garden,  reading  again 
and  again  the  poems  which  he  had  re- 
peated to  her.  Perhaps  these  quiet  hours, 
when  the  occupation  of  each  was  so  mingled 
with  thoughts  of  the  other,  did  more  to 
draw  them  together  than  any  number  of 
actual  meetings  could  have  done.  At  any 
rate,  it  was  uways  with  renewed  gladness 
that  they  met  to  spend  the  hot,  BtUl  after- 
noons on  the  river,  drifting  idly  with  the 
stream,  or  gently  floating  on  the  peacef  u], 
■haded  CherwelL 

And  so  Edith's  happy  visit  came  to  an 
end,  and  the  last  evening  came,  all  too 
soon* 

Annt  Barham  was  the  most  unsuspecting 
of  old  ladies,  and  it  never  once  occurred  to 
her  that  the  two  young  people  had  any 
other  feeling  for  one  another  than  that 
oi  simple  friendship,  for. she  had.  fully 
made  up  her  mind  that  her  grand-niece 
should  marry  the  wealthy  Mr.  Lilley,  and 
therefore  did  not  hesitate  to  invite  Mr. 
Thurland  to  tea  on  this  last  evening  of 
Edith's  stay  in  Oxford. 

How  willingly  he  saciificed  his  dinner 
to  Mrs.  Barham's  primitive^  hours  there  is 
no  need  to  say,  and  it  is  equally  un- 
necessary to  relate  how  carefully  Edith 
arrayed  herself  in  her  prettiest  dress,  and 


spent  upwards  of  an  hour  in  doing  her 
hair  in  tiie  most  becoming  way. 

Wheiv  tea  was  over,  Darcy  considered 
in  his  own  mind  how  he  could  best  con- 
trive to  secure  a  tdte-^t6te  with  Miss 
Barhamyfor  the  hollyhocks  had  succumbed 
to  the  stifling  heat  of  the  past  few  days, 
and,  besides,  the  garden  was  small  and 
anything  but  secluded.  However,  finding 
that  she  had  never  been  in  the  gaordens  of 
Trinity  College,  he  proceeded  to  give  such 
a  glowing  description  of  the  beautifiol 
Lime  Walk,  that  Edith  at  once  wished  to 
see  it,  and  what  could  he  do  bat  offer  to 
accompany  her  t 

Up  and  down  the  avenue  they  paced  in 
the  sunset  Ught.  Overhead  was  the  cool 
green  roof  of  interlacing  branches,  and 
around  tiiem  the  leaves  stirred  and  rustied 
in  the  faint  breeze  which  had  arisen  at 
last.  Beyond  stretched  the  velvet  lawn — 
such  a  lawn  as  cannot  be  found  out  of 
Oxford— and  above  all  was  the  glowing 
sky,  changing  and  deepening  from  palest 
gold  to  ridiest  rose-colour. 

For  a  long  time  Edith  and  Darcy  were 
silenti  awed  bv  that  wonderful  beauty 
of  Nature  which  gives  to  her  children 
thoughts  that  they  cannot  share  with 
others,  because  they  are  unspeakable.  At 
last  Edith  broke  the  silence. 

"  What  a  beautiful  world  this  is  1 "  she 
exclaimed  impulsively.  '*  I  cannot  realise 
that  it  is  the  commonplace  world  of  every 
day." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Darcy,  with  a  sigh. 
"We  shall  both  be  in  a  very  different 
world  to-morrow." 

"Oh,  do  not  speak  of  itl"  she  cried. 
"  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  leaving  Oxford. 
But  you  will  be  here;  you  can  come  to 
this  place  to-morrow  and  find  it  just  the 
same." 

"  Miss  Barham,"  he  exclaimed  reproach- 
fully, "  do  yon  think  anything  will  be  the 
same  to  me  when  you  have  gone  t " 

Edith  blushed  nervously,  and  for  a 
moment  did  not  know  what  to  answer. 
But  she  smiled  very  happily,  as  she  said 
at  lengUi : 

"I  am  coming  here  again  for  two  or 
three  days,  when  I  leave  Miss  Lilley's. 
Auntie  was  so  anxious  for  me  to  spend  a 
little  more  time  with  her,  that  I  promised 
to  make  her  another  visit — a  very  short 
one — on  my  way  home,  at  the  end  of 
October." 

Darcy  was  delighted  to  hear  this;  it 
had  been  no  small  hardship  for  him  to 
decide  upon  letting  Edith  go,  without  his 
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fratthg  to  h«r  the  great  queetion  which  he 
ODsed  to  ask,  yet  daved  not  in  hla  pment 
pontion. 

*^Iii  fiiree  months,  then,  yon  will  be 
here  agafai/'  he  said,  as  they  paced  the 
L!me  Walk  for  the  last  time ;  ''  by  that 
time  my  ezaminatiott  will  be  over,  and  I 
hope  to  have  gained  the  appointment  I 
wImi  lor.  I  mean  to  win  it  and  I  will 
win    It,"    he    added   earnestly;    "and 

then "  Darcy  paused,  bat  his  look  told 

the  rest,  and  he  conld  not  fail  to  read  his 
answer  in  Edith's  loving  eyes. 

Two  hours  later  they  stood  by  Hie 
drawing-room  window,  while  Mrs.  Bsrham 
dozed  in  her  easy-chair.  Edith  drew  aside 
the  ciirtain,  and  they  looked  oat.  Before 
them  wae  all  the  wondtor  and  the  mystery 
of  a  sammer  night :  the  trees  were  black 
against  the  greenish-blae  sky ;  the  crescent 
moon,  slender  as  a  thread  of  sUver,  no 
longer  looked  wan  and  ghostly,  as  when 
they  saw  it  throagh  the  flash  of  sanset, 
for  while  the  skies  darkened  it  slume  ever 
clearer  and  stronger. 

'*It  is  like  a  true  love,"  said  Darcy 
scrftly;  "the  darker  its  sarroandings,  the 
brighter  it  becomes.''  Presently  he  said 
regretfaUy :  "  I  most  go  now,  and  we  shall 
not  meet  again  for  three  months.  Miss 
Barham,  yoa  will  not  forget  me  % " 

And  she  answered  rimply  : 

"  I  coaldn't  forget  yoa,  Mr.  Thorland ! " 

The  day  after  Edith's  departure,  Darcy 
called  on  Mrs.  Barham,  and  enquired — 
quite  casually,  of  course — ^if  she  had  heard 
from  her  niece. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  refdied  readily,  "  I  had 
a  letter  from  her  this  morning,  tiie  dear, 
thoughtfal  diild  that  die  is !  So  good  of 
her  to  write  at  once  to  her  lonely  old 
auntie,  wasn't  it,  Mr.  Thurland  f  " 

Darcy  haylBg  assented  with  rather 
more  fervour  than  the  occasion  required, 
Mrs.  Barham  took  Obe  letter  from  her 
pocket,  and  proceeded  to  acquaint  him 
with  its  contents : 

"  She  arrived  at«  Staines  In  time  for 
luncb,  and  had  a  pleasant  drive  to  Windsor 
with  dearest  Lavlnia^  afterwards.  She 
wishes  to  be  kindly  remembered  to  you, 
Mr.  Thurland.  The  weather  is  cooler. 
She  would  write  more,  but  Mr.  Lilley  Is 
waiting  to  take  her  throagh  the  conserva- 
tories." 

Here  the  old  lady  beamed  over  her 
spectades  at  Darcy,  and  exdaimed  rap- 
tnroody : 

"So   kind   and    condderate    of    dear 


Octavius,  thas  cheerfully  devoting  a  portion 
of  his  valuable  time  to  making  Edittl^l 
visit  pleaeanter  I  Thoughi  to  be  sure,  he 
would  do  anything  for  her,  and  I  am  look- 
ing forward  almost  daily  to  lioarbig  of 
their  engagement  Such  a  cliaKmiBg 
arrangement  it  would  be  1 " 

"Charming  indeed!"  assented  Daircy 
pdttely,  feeling  with  an  inward  sense  of 
triumph,  that  he  coald  well  affotd  to 
do  so. 

"She  adds  a  toudiing  little  P.S.,''  eon- 
tinaed  Mrs.  Barham,  "  whfeh  I  will  read 
to  you. 

"^Dearest  Auntie,*  she  afiectionaitely 
writes,  'I  cannot  close  without  again 
thanking  you  most  WMfmly  for  my  happy, 
h^ipy  visit  After  my  aelightfal  three 
weeks  with  you,  SNdnes  lias  few  attractions 
for  me '—-excepting  Octavius,  I  suppose 
she  means,  the  dearl — *and,  if  I  corid,  I 
would  return  to  you  to-morrow.  I  am 
quite  sure  that  I  didl  never  be  so  happy 
anywhere  as  I  have  been  at  Oxford  I' 
Bedly  gratifying,  isn't  ht"  said  Mrs. 
Barliam  complacently.  "  I  did  not  know 
that  I  had  done  anytliing  to  make  the 
child's  visit  so  ddightftil  as  die  seems  to 
have  found  It" 

For  at  least  hdf  an  hoar  longer  the 
two  talked  of  Edith,  and  the  unraspeeting 
Mrs.  Barham  found  nothing  extraordinary 
in  the  fact  that  their  subject  of  converaatfon 
seemed  just  as  intereetittg  to  her  eompaaion 
as  to  herself.  When  Darcy  at  length  took 
his  leave,  it  was  with  a  renewed  determina- 
tion to  work  and  to  win. 

It  was  the  thirtieth  of  October;  The 
three  months  of  Edith's  absence  had 
dipped  rapidly  away,  and  Darcy  Thndaad 
sat  by  his  window,  idly  looking  down  into 
the  street,  and  trying  to  realiM  that  Miss 
Barham  would  be  in  Oxford  again  on  the 
morrow.  When  the  redisation  was  aooomr 
pUdied,  it  did  not  aff(»d  him  such  intense 
satisfaction  as  m%ht  have  been  expected, 
for  he  sighed  wemly,  and  exdaimed  with 
some  impatience  :  "  What  an  UUot  I  have 
been ! "    And  he  was  right,  on  the  whole. 

For  three  weeks  after  Edith's  departore 
he  had  worked  weU,  cheered  by  friendly 
messages  sent  to  Urn  through  Mra. 
Barham,  but  after  a  time  these  messages 
ceased,  and  then,  by  degrees,  Darcy's  vMfai 
to  tlie  M,  lady  became  much  less  frequenti 
and  somehow  he  did  not  work  quite  so 
hard  as  before. 

At  this  criticd  pofait  he  received  a 
pressing  invitation  from  an  artist  friend,  a 
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Bohomiui  of  BohAmians,  who  lived  in 
London.  After  nrach  heBitation  he  de- 
cided to  accept  itj  qnfetfaig  hie  comdence 
hf  making  an  Inward  tow  that  he  wonld 
read  at  leait  afac  hoora  a  day  during  the 
fortnight  he  shonld  spend  in  town,  and, 
with  this  object  in  yieW|  taking  with  him 
ftbont  a  third  part  of  his  library. 

Bat  tboogh  the  fortnight  lengthened 
itwif  oat  into  six  weeks,  he  did  no  r6adhi| 
to  speak  of  after  the  first  day  or  two,  and 
it  was  with  wnch  regret  that  he  retnmed 
to  Oxford  for  the  important  examination. 
The  merry,  hand-to-montii  exbtence  of  his 
friend  looked  very  pleasant  to  Darcy,  and 
one  day  he  was  surprised  and  a  little 
alanoed  to  find  himself  tbfaiking : 

*'li  it  were  not  for  Edith  BarhuD,  I 
wonU  go  to  Land<M),  earn  money  by 
wxitin^  and  lead  jast  such  a  life  as  he 
does.'' 

Once  admitted,  the  thought  returned 
affain  and  again,  until  the  sweet  memory 
of  these  happy  days  in  July  was  turned 
to  bitterness.  It  was  little  wonder  that  he 
failed  in  his  examination,  and  was  still, 
on  the  eve  of  Edith's  return,  as  poor  as 
when  she  went  away. 

"Do  I  love  herT'  he  asked  himself. 
"I  loved  her  when  she  was  here,  and  yet 
the  hope  of  winning  her  was  not  strong 
enough  to  keep  me  to  my  work.  Somehow 
sIm  doesn't  seem  to  be  the  kind  of  girl 
who  can  inspfae  an  affection  capable  of 
influendng  one  greatly  In  her  absence; 
and  I — ^weQ,  I  am  weak,  too.  I  wonder 
what  wfll  come  of  it  all.  I  am  not 
likely  to  be  in  a  position  to  marry  for 
years  to  come.  To  be  sure,  there  is  no 
engagement,  nor  even  what  could  be  called 
an  understanding ;  but  things  have  gone 
so  far  that  I  cannot  honourably  back  out 
of  It  Perhaps  she  has  completely  for- 
gotten me  by  this  time ;  at  any  rate,  she 
soon  ceased  to  send  messages  to  me.  But 
if  she  seems  disposed  to  begin  where  we 
left  o£P,  she  shall  find  no  change  in  me ; 
and  ff  she  chooses  to  forget  the  past^  I  will 
forget  it,  too.'' 

On  tiie  foDovrfng  morning  Edith  found 
herself  at  tilie  end  of  another  h^)py  visit, 
and  for  the  second  time  shed  tears  on 
leaving  a  place  which  had  become  dear  to 
her.  Uow  it  came  about  she  did  not 
quite  know,  but  by  the  end  of  her  first 
week  at  Staines,  aU  her  half-tender,  half- 
mdancholy  tiioughts  of  Oxford  began  to 
dbappettTi  and  she  suddenly  awoke  to  the 
fact  that  she  was  enjoying  herself  tho- 
rongidy.     How  could  she  be  all-engrossed 


by  the  distant,  shadowy  Darcv  Thurland, 
when  the  tsnglble,  substantial  Octavius 
Lilley  was  at  her  elbow  all  day  long  1 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  of  Edith 
Bariiam,  at  all  events.  Gay,  frivolous, 
and  money-loving,  the  Lilleys  speedily 
undid  all  the  good  that  had  been  wrought 
in  Edith's  nature  by  the  influence  of  her 
surroundings,  the  good  books  she  had 
read,  and  tiuKt  dawning  love  which  had 
made  the  days  so  bright.  Now  she  re- 
garded her  promised  two  days  at  Oxford 
as  a  tiresome  delay;  Worasworth  and 
Eeats  had  been  exchanged  for  a  series 
of  "*  Shilling  Shockers,"  and  she  had  begun 
to  think  of  settling  down  to  wealth,  ease, 
and— Octavius. 

As  she  left  Staines  behind,  however, 
her  thoughts  by  degrees  wandered  to 
Oxford.  She  could  not  help  recalling  some 
of  the  incidents  of  her  stay  there.  They 
came  back  to  her  in  a  dim,  confused  way, 
like  an  old  dream  which  other  dreams 
have  dispelledi  and  she  could  not  remember 
exactly  what  she  had  said  and  done.  Bat 
the  thought  of  Darcy  brought  a  faint 
blush  to  her  cheek,  and  she  began  to 
wonder  iriiat  had  become  of  him ;  if  he 
had  obtained  the  desired  appointment; 
and|  above  aU,  what  would  happen  when 
they  met  again.  What  would  he  say,  and 
what  must  she  do !  There  was  something 
very  charming  about  him,  she  owned,  and 
she  really  had  Uked  him ;  but  then  there 

was  Octavius,  and well,  it  was  very 

puzzlhig^  and  she  didn't  know  how  she 
should  behave.  Perhaps  she  might  like 
him  as  well  as  ever  when  she  saw  him 
again.  Aft^  considering  the  matter  tot 
some  time  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  would  be  best  to  take  the  safe  course  of 
regulating  her  conduct  by  Darcy's,  and 
then  disimased  the  matter  from  her  mind. 

Dar<sy,  in  a  sentimental  moment,  had 
likened  the  moon  to  love,  because,  as  he 
said,  *'the  darker  its  surroundings,  the 
brighter  it  becomes."  He  had  entirely 
forgotten  another  equally  strong  point  of 
resemblance — the  i^tness  of  each  to  ffrow 
dim  and  pale  in  the  glare  of  sunny  skies. 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 
Edith  sallied  forth  to  revisit  one  or  two 
of  her  favourite  haunts,  not  without  some 
curiosity  as  to  what  her  own  feelings 
would  be,  on  seeing  the  familiar  places 
again.  But  the  sentiments  she  had  more 
than  half  hoped  to  arouse  remained  dor- 
mant; there  was  nothing  in  the  scenes 
before    her  to  call    them  forth.     Qaiet 
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straets  and  peaeefnl  by-ways  were  a  dream 
of  the  past;  groves  ana  gardens  were 
damp  and  dreary;  the  river  looked  an- 
invitingly  cold,  and  mists  lay  thick  upon 
the  meadows.  In  the  withered  leaves 
that  lay  underfoot,  or  flattered  from  the 
wet  branches,  there  was  nothing  to  recall 
the  glorioos  greenery  of  sommer,  and  on 
Edith's  changefo),  impressible  spirit  there 
fell  a  sense  of  chiU  and  disappomtment 

As  she  was  walking  along  High  Street 
on  her  way  back,  the  wind  suddenly  rose, 
and  immediately  afberwards  there  came  a 
heavy  shower  of  blinding  rain.  Edith  ran 
into  the  nearest  shop  for  shelter,  and  in 
doing  so,  narrowly  escaped  a  collidon  with 
a  gentleman  who  stood  jast  indde  the 
doorway,  examining  some  books.  She 
tamed  qoickly  to  apologise,  bat  the  words 
died  on  ner  lips,  for  before  her  stood  Darcy 
Tharland ! 

Having  met  so  suddenly  that  neitlier 
had  time  for  preparation  or  disguise  of 
any  kind,  they  looked  at  one  another  for 
a  moment  in  startled  silence,  and  in  that 
moment  much  was  revealed.  Each  saw 
that  the  other  had  changed  for  the  worse, 
and  that  all  was  over  between  them. 
Darcy,  at  length  spoke,  very  coldly,  very 
politely : 

"  Grood  afternoon,  Miss  Barham ;  this  is 
an  unexpected  pleasure.  When  did  you 
arrive  f  ''^ 

'*  Only  this  morning,"  she  replied,  with 
equal  coldness,  but  less  composure. 

"  And  did  you  enjoy  your  visit  to — to — 
Staines  was  it,  or  Stamford  1 " 

This  implied  uncertainty  of  memory 
with  regard  to  her  movements  roused 
Edith's  ire,  and  with  an  affected  little 
laugh,  she  said  enthusiastically : 

"Yes,  indeed  1  Thank  you  so  much 
for  asking.  I  never  enjoyea  anything  so 
thoroughly  before,  and  Staines  is  quite  the 
most  delightful  place  in  the  world  1 " 

Darcy  bit  his  lip,  and  looked  uncomfort- 
able, but  Edith  went  on  in  a  sublimely 
patronising  tone : 

"  I  am  uraid  I  must  bid  you  good-bye, 
Mr.  Thurland,  as  the  shower  is  quite  over, 
and  my  aunt  wDl  be  expecting  me.  It  is 
improbable  that  we  shall  meet  again,  so 

!>ray  allow  me  to  wish  you  every  success 
n  your  future  work,"  and  with  her 
grandest  bow  and  most  condescending 
smile,  Edith  marched  out  into  the  rain, 
which  was  still  falling  heavily,  in  spite  of 
her  assertion  to  the  contrary. 

Thus  their  love  died  at  dawning,  and  its 
golden  noontide  glory  had  no  place,  save 


in  the  mournful  category  of  beautiful  things 
that  "might  have  been."  Love  of  a 
stronger,  nobler  character  would  have  been 
the  salvation  of  either,  but  they  had  loved 
each  other,  and  through  weakness  and 
inconstancy  lost  their  great  opportunity. 

On  Bank  Holiday,  last  August,  just  as 
the  sun  was  setting,  fat,  vulgar  Mrs. 
Octavius  Lilley  found  herself,  for  the  second 
time  in  her  life,  under  the  limes  in  Trinity 
Gardens.  Did  not  the  time  and  place 
awake  within  her  some  tender  thriU  of 
recollection!  Apparently  they  did,  for 
having  seated  herself  in  the  shade  of  the 
trees,  and  taken  a  little  refreshment  in  the 
shape  of  a  ham  sandwich,  she  presently 
remarked  to  her  husband,  who  stood  close 
by  with  open  month  and  guide-book  : 

"Only  think,  Ootavius,  I  once  came 
near  marrying  a  pennQess  young  tutor  who 
made  love  to  me  in  this  very  place.  What 
fools  girls  are,  to  be  sure  1 " 

And  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lilley  joined  in  a 
hearty  laugh.' 


BRIMSTONE    PETE. 

A  STORY   IN   NINE  CHAPTERa 


Unsaddle,  Willie,  and  let's  lie  down  in 
the  shade  of  these  aspena  Fve  kept  my 
story  till  you  were  old  enough  to  under- 
stand it,  so  now  make  yourself  easy  while 
I  trace  out  the  scenes  of  the  great  tragedy 
that  happened  down  there  in  the  meadows. 
We're  going  to  raise  some  ghosts. 

CHAPTER  I, 

Look,  my  lad,  I've  brought  out  my 
mother's  picture  for  you  to  see.     Yon 
remember  your  poor  old  grandma  t    She 
was  a  Virginian,  Willie,  brought  up  from 
her  childhood  to  believe  in  slavery  as  a 
divine    institution — taught     before    she 
could  walk  to   hate  the  devil    and  all 
abolitionists.    When  her  father  died  of 
^ebt  and  worry,  and  the  negroes  were  sold 
off  by  auction,  she  was  left  heiress  of  ail 
that  remained,  a  stony  farm  in  the  hills,  a 
tumble-down  homestead,  and  three  slaves. 
She  was  a  stern,  quiet  woman,  with  a 
danserous  temper,  not  the  kind  of  girl  one 
womd  have  expected  to  marry,  as  she  did, 
a  man  of  no  family,  a  northemer,and — what 
was  worse— an  abolitionist    They  could 
never  possibly  be  reconciled  on  the  subject 
of  slavery,  which  she  regarded  as  a  sacred 
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tnut,  a  divine  miasioD  of  the  strong  race 
to  look  after  niggers,  and  he  as  a 
deadly  sin  that  involved  the  reprobation 
of  Heaven. 

He  was  of  Puritan  stock,  a  strong, 
rongh,  handsome  man,  fond  of  fighting, 
drinking,  and  good  company,  a  patriot  who 
loved  the  Bepablic  and  detested  slavery,  a 
loving-hearted  boy  who  laughed  and  en- 
joyed life  like  a  giant,  ibid  mother  f 
Well,  perhaps  she  gradually  found  oat  that 
she  hated  the  loud  laughter  and  coarse 
strength  of  a  man  who  wouldn't  be  bossed. 

In  1855,  when  they  married,  nobody 
ever  thought  that  the  mere  discussion  of 
slavery  could  lead  to  civil  war,  yet  it  was 
only  six  years  later  that  the  whole  South 
declared  for  Secession,  and  the  North  took 
up  arms  to  maintain  the  unity  of  the 
Bepablic.  The  news  from  Harper's  Ferry 
came  like  the  lash  of  a  whip  that  roused 
both  sides  to  fury.  At  that  time,  being 
only  a  little  chap,  I  didn't  understand 
what  all  the  fuss  was  about ;  but  one  in- 
cident I  recall  quite  plainly — and  I  guess 
that  while  I'm  in  this  world  I  wont  have 
time  to  forget.  Mother  sat  spinning  late 
after  sundown,  but  loth  to  waste  candles ; 
while  I  rolled  on  the  hearthrug,  keeping 
mighty  still  for  fear  of  being  sent  off  to 
bed.  It  was  a  sound  that  first  scared  me, 
a  noise  that  swept  up  from  the  valley  like 
the  cheering  of  a  crowd;  then  suddenly 
the  door  was  flung  open  as  if  by  a  gust  of 
wind.  Father  stood  large  in  the  doorway, 
black  against  the  red  glare  beliind  him.  It 
must  have  been  a  bonfire  down  by  the 
creek,  but  I  took  the  light  to  be  flames 
breaUng  out  from  the  wotld's  inside. 
Father  came  in,  slamming  the  door  b^hind 
him,  stood  pale  and  stern  by  the  window 
and  looked  about.  Then  his  voice  rang 
out  masterful  and  almost  triumphant. 

"  They've  declared  war  i " 

Mother  rose,  clutching  at  the  table  to 
support  herself,  and  her  voice  sounded 
like  a  cry  away  off  in  the  hills :  '  Fete  I  Pete  1 
what  are  you  gobg  to  do  1 " 

He  walked  over  to  the  hearth,  took 
down  Ills  long  rifle  from  over  the  chimney- 
piece,  and  grounded  the  butt. 

"  To  help  save  the  Union,"  he  said,  "  and 
with  Heaven's  help  to  set  the  slaves  free  1 " 

Mother  stood  up  erect  and  very  white, 
her  eyes  glittering  with  anger.  Twice,  she 
tried  to  speak,  but  the  words  choked  her. 
Then  she  regained  her  self-command,  and 
with  all  her  strength  of  will  tried  to  compel 
his  obedienoa 

"Put  back  that  gun!" 


For  a  moment  I  thought  that  his  eyes 
would  drop  j  but  no,  he  only  leant  on  the 
barrel  wondering.    Mother  turned  to  me. 

"Johnny— call  in  the  slaves!"  As  I 
ran  out  she  went  over  to  the  bureau  where 
the  family  Bible  lay,  so  that  when  I  brought 
back  the  niggers  we  found  her  standing 
with  hands  on  the  open  book.  "Pete," 
she  cried,  "  put  back  that  gun  I  implore 
you — think  of  our  child  1 " 

There  was  a  glitter  of  tears  in  his  eyes, 
but  he  picked  up  the  riflQ  and  began 
cleaning  it. 

Then  she  cursed  him  over  the  book,  in 
life,  in  death,  and  in  eternity. 

Father  bowed  his  head,  gathered  up 
his  powder  and  lead,  and  left  the  house;  the 
slaves  went  grinning  to  their  quarters; 
and  afterwards,  when  the  door  closed 
creaking  behind  them,  I  heard  a  deep 
moan  in  the  room.    Mother  had  fainted. 

At  first  we  worked  the  old  farm  same  as 
usual,  but  when  the  soldiers  took  our  grey 
mare  and  the  slaves  ran  away,  the  place 
went  to  weeds  and  ruin.  We'd  little  to 
eat  except  poultry  and  potatoes,  for  our 
cow  was  shot  by  some  skirmishers  and 
there  was  no  beast  left  for  the  plough. 
As  for  clothes,  we  had  to  get  along  with 
some  old  things  of  father's,  so  that  when 
the  war  was  over  we'd  scarcely  a  rag  left. 
Mother  used  to  make  me  cry,  she  looked 
so  worn  and  sallow,  reading  the  great 
Bible  late  at  night,  and  moanins  for  father 
in  her  sleep.  She'd  stand  in  the  doorway 
for  hours  with  that  lonesome,  waiting  look 
in  her  eyes,  as  she  watched  the  high  road. 
He  never  came.  Often  I'd  get  mad,  for 
she  was  so  harsh-tempered  there  was  no 
bearing  it;  and  at  last,  when  I  was 
fourteen,  she  told  me  to  go  away,  for  she 
couldn't  abide  me  in  the  house.  Uncle 
Ned,  she  allowed,  had  promised  me  work 
on  his  farm.  I  took  it.  coolly  enough, 
leaving  her  without  so  much  as  a  kiss, 
though  my  heart  was  aching  fit  to  burst. 
That  night  when  I  unpacked  my  grip  in 
Uncle  Ned's  garret,  I  found  this  little 
picture  of  her  wrapped  up  carefully  in  a 
sock,  and  here  inside  the  case  a  slip  of 
paper  with  a  scrawl  in  pencil  across  it: 
"iDon't  forget  me,  Johnnie.  I  love  you 
still."    The  paper  was  damp. 

It  was  full  fifteen  miles  down  to  home, 
but  I  walked  there  that  night  through  the 
rain.  The  doors  were  open,  the  old  house 
was  empty,  the  rats  were  scampering  about 
the  floor.  The  cnrae  had  come  home  to 
rdost.  * 
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Uncle  Ned  pot  me  on  one  of  hit  fanns 
np  fai  the  hills,  let  me  go  to  nfght-eehool, 
and|  seeing  the  place  was  tUck  with  field 
yermin,  gave  me  a  gon.  To  hit  a&jthing 
with  that  old  weapon  was  a  matter  for 
honest  pride,  but  it  taaght  me  enoagh 
shooting  to  handle  the  worst  rifle  on  earth 
and  kill  at  sight  Time  passed.  I  grew  to 
be  a  man,  clean-limbed,  strong  as  a  colt. 
As  to  the  dear  old  deacon^  he'd  promised 
me  a  good  team  and  a  new  waggon  loaded 
for  travel  if  Td  serve  five  years.  When  the 
time  came  he  handed  me  as  fine  an  outfit 
as  you'd  see  in  all  Virginia.  "Take  that, 
my  lad,"  sud  he,  *'  but  if  yon've  a  mind  to 
stay,  I'll  throw  in  a  farm." 

At  that  time  I  wouldn't  have  hung  around 
Iiome  for  a  million  a  year.  I  was  nineteen, 
the  Mg  West  was  before  me,  and  out  theroi 
somewhere  towards  sunset,  maybe  my 
fafther.  I  gave  the  old  deacon  a  hcMrty 
handshake,  jumped  aboard  my  waggon, 
lashed  up  the  team,  and  started  out  without 
anotlier  thought  straight  towards  the  sun- 
down. To  my  shame,  WilHe,  I  knew  well 
enough  tiHBt  mother  was  working  herself 
to  death  as  cook  in  a  lumber  camp,  yet  I 
never  even  had  the  grace  to  say  good-bye. 

It  was  in  the  faO  of  1874  when  I  struek 
the  end  of  the  settlements.  In  those  days 
Bismarck,  Dakota,  was  the  last  town  up  the 
Missouri  Biver,  ^e  jnmptng-off  place  for 
the  Imffalo  plains  of  the  SIotx.  The  town 
was  wild  aaid  rough,  though  I  guess  that  I 
wasn't  much  better  myself;  for  since  I  left 
Virginia  Fd  learned  to  swear  pretty  hard, 
besides  drinking  and  gambling  as  though 
Fd  never  been  taught  decent  ways  to  home. 
If  I  tell  you  I  was  a  young  fool,  Willie,  it's 
only  jciet  to  warn  you  off  my  toall. 

There  was  a  man  in  town,  a  OaHfomia 
miner,  Brimstone  Pete  by  name,  who'd 
just  made  a  pretty  b%  strike  in  the  Black 
Hflls.  So  far  as  appearances  went,  a 
gentter  man  nsrra  Hved ;  but  people  used 
to  say  that  Fete  was  not  a  man  to  be 
fooled  with.  In  those  days  it  was  a  big 
compliment  for  an  old  frontiersman  to  talro 
notice  of  a  men  tenderfoot  like  me,  and  I 
naturally  expected  tiiat  such  a  man  would 
think  no  more  of  me  than  ff  I  wae  tending 
bar.  It  was  hearing  my  name  called  thnt 
first  drew  Pete's  attention ;  and  although 
Fd  no  idea  why  he  should  seek  me  out,  I 
was  mighty  proud  of  being  seen  that  ni^ 
in  his  oompany.  After  that  we  got  to  be 
quite  chummy,  so  that  he'd  tell  me  war 
yarns  by  the  hour,  or  put  me  up  to  all 


sorts  of  tips  in  prospecting,  woodcraft,  and 
dealing  with  the  triDea.  He  even  took  an 
interest  in  my  past  life,  getting  me  to  tell 
him  of  mother  and  the  farm  just  as  if  it 
was  worth  listening  to.  I  never  guessed 
why. 

Since  Fd  met  Pete  I  was  much  too 
proud  to  associate  with  boys  of  my  own 
age,  but  I'd  no  Idea  what  an  influenee  he 
was  gaining  over  ma  He  looked  as  rough 
as  a  bear,  yet  he  always  seemed  to  tiiink  it 
worth  his  while  to  be  kind  and  polite.  He 
knew  more  than  all  the  crowd  put  to- 
gether, yet  he  was  always  readier  to  listen 
than  to  talk.  He  slung  his  money  about 
with  both  hands ;  Fd  catch  him  do&g  little 
acts  of  kindness  just  as  if  they  were 
crimes ;  he  was  the  most  religious  man  at 
hoMrt  I  ever  knew,  yet  from  his  tidk  he 
might  have  been  the  devfl.  He  said 
swearing  was  foolish,  so  I  quit ;  whBe  as  to 
drinking,  I  was  ashamed  to  let  liim  think 
Fd  no  head  for  liquor,  so  I  kept  sober. 
Somehow  I  got  after  a  while  to  resent  his 
fathevly  manners,  sulked  because  I  thought 
he  was  treating  me  as  a  child,  and  took  to 
hating  him.  I  drank,  gambled,  and  swore 
harder  than  ever,  just  to  show  him  I  didn't 
care  for  his  mollycoddling — in  fact,  Willie, 
I  behaved  for  all  the  world  like  a  raging 
jackass.  So  it  happened  that  one  night, 
being  in  the  Black  Hills  Saloon  half  drunk| 
I  got  into  a  "  scrap"  with  the  bar-tender, 
and  just  out  of  my  own  foolishness  had  to 
fight.  My  revolver  missed  fire,  the  room 
swung  round  me  and  grew  black  as  I  stood 
with  my  head  bent  down  waiting  for  death. 
Then  I  heard  dear  old  Pete  laughing  at 
me.  I  looked  up  to  find  the  bar-tender 
sprawHng  on  tiie  floor,  wUSe  my  friend 
stood  rolling  him  about  with  one  foot,  and 
laughing  at  me.  Of  course,  every  one  coidd 
see  he'd  saved  my  life,  but  I  wasn't  going 
to  let  on  that  I  cared,  so  I  sauntered  up  to 
the  bar  and  called  drbiks  for  the  crcrwd. 
The  gin-slinger,  too  scared  to  speak,  went 
back  to  his  bottles;  and  wlien  all  the 
glasses  were  filled  Pete's  health  was  drunk 
with  cheers.  Pete  lifted  up  his  liquor 
when  I  did,  but  as  we  clinked  passes  the 
dear  old  man  stared  bud  into  my  eyes,  I 
felt  that  but  for  thdr  hoMing  me  I  Aould 
faS,  my  will  weakened,  my  pride  ebbed 
away,  then  I  awakened  to  find  Pete's 
glass  shattered  all  to  pieces  «t  my  foot.  SISI 
his  eyes  held  me,  but,  mine  drooped,  for  I 
couldn't  face  Irfm — down  want  mj  glass 
witiiaerash. 

*<  Bight  you  are,"  said  he.    **Steer  dear 
of  such  truck.    You're  too  good  a  lad  to 
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fiS  a  dnmkard's  grays."  Bat  for  him  I'd 
be  a  pooT|  broken-down  sot  to-day. 

Pale  wanted  feo  bireak  me  of  gambHng; 
but  ttiat's  a  hard  thing  to  do,  ior  when  a 
lad  once  starts  playing  a?ray  bis  savings 
it  takes  a  tremendous  stroke  of  fate  to 
bring  Mm  back  to  reason.  He  knew  that 
tSi  the  money  I  made  at  mv  fretting 
went  straight  to  the  fisro  tables ;  and  he 
bromht  me  np  sliort  tliat  very  idght. 

**  Come,  my  boy,"  said  he ;  ^  sit  down 
r^;fat  here  and  well  have  some  fan, 
Barkeep*,  a  deck  of  cards."  He  took  the 
TptA  and  slapped  it  down  between  us. 
'*  Now,"  said  TO,  "  the  stakes  is  my  three 
thousand  dollars  in  dnst  agin  your  waggon 
and  team." 

••Done,"  laid  I 

^  Make  out  the  order  on  your  team," 
said  he.  I  wrote  and  signed  on  a  leaf  of 
hfe  pocket-book,  he  doing  the  same. 
"  Highest  cot  wins,"  said  Pete. 

■"Hold  on«"  said  I,  ''the  stakes  ain't 
even.    Fm  not  patting  down  enough." 

**  What  have  yon  that  yon  set  value  on  1 " 

I  showed  Um  mother's  picture  and 
told  him  rd  stake  it  agdnst  notiiing  less 
Oan  Ufa  He  wfaiced.  ''Pat  it  by,  my 
boy."  said  he  very  gravely ;  then,  turning 
to  the  cards,  cried  :  '« Gat." 

<*  Highest  cut  goes,"  said  I,  and  cut  a 
deface. 

**  HMiest  goes,"  he  idiispered  as  he  cut 
ten.  Then  1m  glanced  up  in  my  face,  and 
I  thoi^ht  that  when  he  spoke  it  sounded 
more  like  a  cry.  ^  Boy,  you've  the  devil's 
own  grit.  I  love  you.  See,  lad,  I  was 
onlj  trying  yoni  mettle.  Take  back  that 
wageon  and  team  as  a  gift  from  me,  and 
jostlet  me  see  that  'ere  portndt  once  again." 

I  itock  my  revolver  to  his  head  and 
pointed  at  the  stakes. 

**  Take  iq>  that  paper,"  said  T,  **  or  I'll 
drop  yoo.  What  kind  of  sucking  infant 
d'ye  take  me  for  1" 

He  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

"Boy,"  he  whispered,  "you  have 
shamed  me." 

I  turned  on  my  heel  and  went  out 
into  the  open  air,  coied  of  dtinkkig  and 
gambling  m  one  evening.  Next  day  I  was 
told  dwt  Pete  wanted  me;  but  he  was  too 
late.    I'd  enlisted  fai  flie  Seventh  Cavaky. 

GHAITBR  ni. 

A  ORAND  regiment,  WHlie !  Caster  was 
our  idol|  our  hero;  one  of  the  most 
magaificeat  frontiersmen  that  ever  Kved. 
The  Sioux  used  to  call  him  San  Chad 
because  el  liis  long  golden  hair  and  baek- 


skin  dothes.  A  dandy,  you  see — a  fop — ^but 
a  great  Indian  fighter  for  aU  that.  We 
knew  wen  in  the  ranks  tiiat  with  bH  his 
dare-devil  courage  he  was  as  wary  as  a  ibx^ 
and  we  didn^  like  him  the  less  for  his 
sharp  disciplbe,  because  he  was  a  gentle- 
man, treatmg  all  afflce. 

There'd  got  to  be  a  war.  Every  time 
the  Grovemment  had  brolcen  hMi,  the 
Indians  had  given  us  a  thrashing.  Ibanks 
to  our  precious  Indian  Department,  the 
Sioux  were  better  armed  than  the  United 
States  troops ;  beddes,  if  they  got  worsted 
they  could  fall  back  on  the  Bad  Lands 
where  we  daresn't  follow — ^yes,  man  for 
man,  horse  for  horse,  wei^on  fbr  weapon, 
the  Sioux  were  almost  adiamed  to  be  seen 
fighting  with  us. 

General  Crook  got  sudi  a  thrashing  in 
March  that  he  couldnt  see  straight ;  but 
instead  of  sailmg  in  to  smash  up  the 
Indian  programme  we  just  did  nothing,  so 
that  when  we  took  the  field  in  July, 
Sitting  Ball  had  mani^ed  to  get  together 
the  very  biggest  force  of  savages  ever  seen 
on  the  Plains.  Well,  at  last  we  moved 
out  from  Bismarck,  General  Terry  in  com- 
mand, and,  marching  up  the  Yellowstone 
Valley,  the  main  body  camped  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Bighorn,  while  Caster  was 
sent  out  south  to  find  the  Indians.  A 
forced  march  of  three  days  brought  us  to 
the  banks  of  the  Little  Bighorn  Elver. 
At  noon  of  July  the  twenty-fifth,  1875, 
we  surprised  old  Sitting  Ball  in  camp. 
General  Caster  spHt  up  the  regiment  into 
three  battalion8--Jack«on's  and  his  own 
to  attack,  Bradshaw  to  bring  up  the  mule 
train.  As  for  me,  I  was  in  the  second 
battaBon  as  Major  Jackson's  trampetec 

Now,  Willie,  look — Pve  brought  you  to 
the  very  spot  from  which  we  first  saw  the 
great  Sioux  camp.  That  river  down  on 
the  left  is  the  L&tle  Bighorn,  running  off 
to  the  northward,  and  on  the  far  bank, 
straggling  along  the  meadow  for  nearly 
four  mfles^  was  Sitting  Ball's  encampment. 
The  plan  was  that  Caster  should  move 
down  behind  those  hills  on  the  right,  to 
attack  at  the  lower  fbrd,  whQe  our  battalion 
kept  tiie  enemy  amused  by  crossing  the 
river  here.  Well,  as  jEioon  as  Caster  had 
started  we  rode  down  fids  bank  at  a  sharp 
trot,  splashed  across  tlie  streamj  and 
scrambled  out  drippbg  on  the  other  sida 
Do  you  see  tiiat  dump  of  iimber  away  off 
aboat  two  mUes  across  the  meadows! 
Tes,  that's  wiiere  we  shelteied  omr  horses 
when  our  skirmish  line  met  Hie  Sioux. 
There  waa  a  Q»nf  about  thiee  hundred 
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yards  ahead  of  as,  and  above  the  tepees 
we  coald  see  the  dast-doud  of  thousands 
of  Indians  coming  np  at  fall  gallop  to 
charge.  Still  there  wasn't  much  to  keep 
as  interested  near  by,  except  a  little 
desaltory  shooting  from  under  the  tents. 
I  heard  one  of  our  scouts  call  out  that  it 
was  no  use  wasting  lead  at  long  range,  for 
we'd  get  a  better  chance  by-and-by. 

Wmle  he  spoke,  oat  came  the  Sioux 
from  behind  the  tepees.  They  came 
aJong  crouched  on  the  necks  of  their 
ponies,  flogging  away  with  their  whips, 
shooting  into  Uie  air,  yelling  like  demons. 
The  dust-doud  was  full  of  thundering 
hoofs,  gleaming  naked  men,  waving 
feathers,  flashing  guns,  and  the  scream  of 
a  cyclone.  The  Major  just  went  ofi^  his 
head  with  the  excitement.  "Prepare  to 
mount!"  he  yelled,  and  I  sounded  the 
order;  so  instead  of  firing  a  volley  we 
had  to  f iJl  back  Uke  a  lot  of  fools  into  the 
timber.  The  savages  were  surrounding  us 
by  thousands,  so  that  we  could  have  shot 
them  idl  to  bits  without  losing  a  man  if 
Jackson  hadn't  gone  crazy;  but  just  as 
our  boys  were  getting  the  feel  of  their 
rifles,  the  Major  yelled  out :  "  Mount ! " 

We  threw  ourselves  cursing  into  our 
saddles. 

" Dismount  1"  yelled  Jackson;  and  I 
had  to  sound  the  call. 

Ballets  were  whistling  in  from  our  rear, 
so  that  any  man  in  his  senses  would  have 
known  that  we  were  shut  in  on  every  side. 

"  Mount ! "  screamed  Jackson.  By  that 
time  the  whole  crowd  was  mad  enough  to 
kQl  him  —  and  it  would  have  been  a 
merciful  act  to  put  the  poor  creature  out  of 
his  misery.    An  officer  rode  up  to  him. 

''Shall  we  charge  through  them f" he 

said. 

**  Yes,"  wailed  Jackson.  So.  as  we  cleared 
the  timber,  I  sounded  the  "  Charge  1 " 

Men  were  reeling  dead  in  their  saddles, 
horses  floundering  over  thrown  riders,  the 
smoke  thick  as  a  fog,  the  roar  like  a  dozen 
earthquakes,  and  I  rode  at  the  head  of  the 
column  by  Jackson's  side.  My  revolver 
blazed  away  in  my  hand,  missing  horses, 
men,  earth,  and  heaven,  but  I  was  as 
happy  as  a  kitten,  feeling  my  horse  leap 
under  me,  glad  of  m]r  strength,  and  trying 
my  best  to  kill.  Then  the  girth  smashed, 
the  saddle  went  from  under,  my  charger 


floundered,  my  trumpet  flang  up  into  the 
sun — and  there  I  lay  in  the  trail  of  dead  and 
dying,  under  the  plunging  horses  as  the 
Indian  pursuit  swept  by.  Rifle  gone, 
horse  shot,  pistol  empty,  I  snatched  a  full 
revolver  from  the  stiffening  hand  of  a 
sergeant,  and  joined  a  dozen  more"  luck- 
less unhorsed  men  to  fight  nine  hundred 
mounted  Sioux  in  the  open.  Shoulder  to 
shoulder,  gaining  a  stride  at  a  time, 
stumbling  over  dead  bodies,  blinded  with 
smoke  and  dust,  we  worked  our  way  back 
to  the  timber.  It  was  only  a  little  way, 
and  Indians  too  impatient  for  good  targets, 
for  they  were  keen  to  be  off  at  a  gallop 
after  our  flying  command.  I  bowled  over 
a  yellfadg,  bragging  buck  Indian  who  tried 
to  ride  me  down ;  then,  within  a  second, 
it  seemed,  our  hie  fight  was  over,  and  we 
crawled  under  shdter  of  the  trees. 

Dead  tired,  we  all  lay  down  to  watch 
the  Indians  as  they  wheeled,  and  galloped 
after  Jackson.  The  shattered  column  was 
reeling  across  towards  the  ford,  the  Sioux, 
ten  to  one,  pouring  in  a  murderous  fire. 
When  they  floundered  down  at  last  behind 
the  river  bank  we  got  fairly  sick  with  sus- 
pense,for  it  seemed  as  if  they'd  never,  any  of 
them,  come  up  on  the  farther  side.  At 
last  we  saw  them,  panting  and  straining 
up  the  slope,  with  Indians  neck  and  neck 
abreast  on  either  side,  and  fairly  swarming 
in  the  rear.  It  didn't  look  much  like  our 
smart  battalion — that  broken,  frantic  mob, 
scrambling  up  yon  ridge  to  the  top.  Do 
yeu  see  the  brow  of  the  round^  hill  — 
there  where  it's  all  bare  gravel  1  *  That's 
where  they  turned  to  face  the  enemy.  Bat 
there  was  no  enemy ;  the  Indians  had  seen 
Bradshaw  coming  up  with  his  rear-guard 
and  the  mules,  thought  they  were  trapped 
in  an  ambush,  and  turned  tall  back  across 
the  river.  They'd  other  game  to  hunt,  for 
Caster  at  that  moment  was  forcing  the 
lower  ford,  so  that  the  Sioux  needed  every 
man  they  had  to  contest  his  passage. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 
THE  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-THiED. 
Asageneralrnlepsopleiaa  regiinent  make 
thflbeBtofeacbothBr.  Icia  the  wisest  ooarae. 
They  txe  placed  very  much  in  the  poiltion 
of  many  muried  conplei,  who,  not  being 
puticnlaily  enthiuiaatic  about  one  another, 
tftdtlf  agree  to  make  the  beat  of  things, 
just  became  wheterer  one  goes  the  other 
goea.  ¥'oa  may  faJl  out  with  ordinary 
acquaintances,  and  then — leaving  the  place 
where  their  domeatio  tents  ate  pitched — 
leave  them.  When  yon  fall  oat  with  any 
one  in  yonr  own  regiinent,  yon  take  the 
obaoztocB  person  with  yoa  when  yon 
change  stations,  The  route  coming  in 
does  not  rid  yon  of  yonr  burden.  It  has 
even  been  known  that  belligerent  ladiea, 
shot  up  in  the  same  eabin  on  board  ship, 
have  exchanged  saoh  missiles  as  sponges, 
hur-broshea,  and  powder-puffs  before  the 
termination  of  the  voyage. 

This  is  apt  to  be  nnpleaaant;  the 
faosbands  asnallr  being  drawn  in  at  a 
later  stage  of  the  battle,  and  official  rela- 
tions rendered  strained  and  painfnl. 

There  is,  boffever,  this  peculiarity  aboat 
regimental  ladies :  they  will  have  their 
great  or  little  differences  among  themselves, 
bnt  will  combine  to  hiss  like  a  flock  of 
geesB  on  a  common  againit  the  ontaider 
who  shall  assail  one  of  their  number,  much 
in  the  same  way  as  the  members  of  a  Scotch 
funity  will  oall  each  other  by  the  most  blood- 
onrdling  epithets,  but  are  bound  to  fall  foul, 


all  at  once,  of  the  person  who,  being  "  no 
kin,"  ventures  to  doubt  the  entire  sobriety 
or  virtue  of  any  member  of  the  circle. 

I  remember  on  one  occasion — a  nautioal 
one,  for  the  dramatis  person  se  were  grouped 
on  board  one  of  the  finest  of  Her  Majesty's 
(roopships — that  a  certun  lady,  high  in 
title  and  position,  but  not  mannered 
exactly  as  one  is  accustomed  to  find  the 
claesof  VeredeVere,  made  herself  peculiarly 
obnoxious  to  the  ladies  of  the  regiment, 
when  lo !  one  breezy  afcemoon,  with  a 
chopping  sea,  a  smart,  jaunty  little  woman, 
wife  of  a  boy  Easign  with  nothing  but  love 
and  his  pay  for  their  mutual  support, 
came  rushing  round  to  tell  of  the  common 
enemy's  fall : 

"  My  dear,  she's  dreadfully  sick,  and  her 
back  hair  is  hanging  on  a  hook  on  the  cabin 
waU.    I  saw  It  I " 

The  news  soon  spread ;  one  lady  being 
so  violently  exhilarated  by  it,  that  a  con- 
vivial glass  of  sherry  was  doled  out  to 
yarioDs  favoared  ones  in  her  cabin. 

What  could  be  limper,  or  more  abjectly 
fiaccid  than  the  condition  of  the  enemy  as 
described  by  the  Ensign's  wife )  If  the 
back  hair  in  question  had  been  a  sc^p, 
taken  by  her  own  pretty  hands,  that  little 
lady  could  not  have  been  more  radiant. 

'The  One  Hundred  and  Ninety-Tairdwere 
neither  better  nor  worse  than  other  com- 
munities of  the  same  kind,  and  presented 
the  usual  variety  of  character.  Old 
Musters,  as  the  much-loved  and  respected 
Surgeon-Major  of  the  corps  was  familiarly 
called,  hod  a  wife  with  a  tongue  of  flame. 
A  short,  sqaat  woman  was  she,  ever  eager 
to  tell  or  to  hear  some  ill-natured  thing  of 
somebody.  She  was  always  on  the  look-out 
for  grievances ;  always  imagining  herself 
slighted,  or — as  she  termed 'it — "  put  on  one 
side,"  and  spent  herself  In  vain  endeavours 
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to  get  Masters  to  see  thiDgs  in  the  same 
light  At  such  momentB  she  would  call 
him  by  all  his  names.   Hearken  to  her  now. 

"  Geoffrey  John  Masters,  will  you  stand 
calmly  by  and  see  yoar  wife  pat  apon  by 
an  upstart  1 '' 

"  No,  my  dear,  certainly  not,  I  couldn't 
think  of  such  a  thing ;  but  then,  you  know, 
I  didn't  see  it,"  Geoffrey  John  replied, 
yawning  behind  the  sheltering  pages  of 
the  <'  British  Medical.''  "  I  don't  think  the 
woman  meant  any  harm — deuced  pretty 
woman,  you  see,  Mrs.  M.,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing ;  and  fellows  will,  you  know 

"  It  was  a  Friar  of  orders  grey 
Walked  forth— to— tell— his— beads." 

It  was  a  constant  subterfuge  on  the 
part  of  Old  Musters  to  seek  cover  in 
song  when  pestered  by  his  spouse,  for 
Musters  was  a  musical  man,  and  took 
part  in  glees  on  various  festive  occasions, 
much  to  his  own  delight  and  the  edification 
of  his  hearers. 

'^  Tou  shall  not  put  me  off  with  wicked 
Popish  songs,  nor  yet  with  improper  mess- 
room  observations,"  retorted  Mrs.  M. 
sharply.  "We  do  not  make  ourselves, 
and  beauty  is  but  skin-deep.  It  will  be 
all  the  same  a  hundred  years  hence.  Dr. 
Masters " 

"Qaite  so,  quite  so,  my  dear,  but  it 
isn't  all  the  same  now,  \you  see,  and 
fellows  will,  you  know 

"  Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  love  ; 
Come  live  with  m — e " 

'^  Eeally,  Dr.  Masters,  at  your  time  of  life 
and  with  a  bald  place  beginning  to  show 
upon  the  top  of  your  head,  I  do  think  you 
might  hit  upon  a  more  suitable  song  than 
that." 

The  doctor,  who  had  laid  down  his 
medical  paper,  and  was  fidgeting  with  a 
lot  of  glees  that  lay  scattered  upon  the 
piano,  only  went  on  humming  and  trolling 
bits  of  this  music  or  that ;  being,  in  fact, 
mentally  engaged  in  selecting  suitable 
catches  and  trios  for  the  next  Soldiers' 
Evening.  He  found  temporary  deafness 
an  excellent  weapon  of  defence  on  such 
occasions  as  the  present  — a  relief  in 
throwing  his  absorbed  attention  into 
something  quite  apart  from  his  Amelia's 
discourse — that  stream  of  words  thbt  was 
w  ont  to  flow  on  like  the  river  in  the  song, 
'•  for  ever  and  for  ever." 

Bat  this  preoccupation  was  apt  to  fail 
him  as  a  shield,  to  be  swept  away,  as  it  were, 
before  the  tide  of  the  lady's  eloquence, 
leaving  him  stranded  high  and  dry. 

**  It's  no  use  telling  me  the  man  didn't 


mean  it,  because  he  did,"  said  Mrs.  Musters, 
swelling  out  like  a  pouter  pigeon,  as  she 
sat  in  a  round,  compact  heap  on  the  sofa. 

'^  Then  that  being  so,  there  is  no  use 
discussing  the  matter  any  further. 

'*Who—i8— Sylvia?  who— is— she, 
That— all— the— swains— adore— her  ?  " 

"I  expect  she  was  no  better  than  she 
ought  to  be,  whoever  she  was,"  said  Mrs. 
Musters,  speaking  as  might  a  snapping 
turtle  suddenly  endowed  with  speech. 

'Ye-ry  likely;  but  then  you  see,  my 
dear,  she  made  herself  agreeable." 

"Which  I  don't  1  Very  well,  Dr. 
Masters,  sneer  at  your  wife,  do,  and 
compare  her  to  improper  people  in  im- 
proper songs.  It's  only  what  I  expect  and 
look  for" — here  the  lady  became  gulpy 
and  tearf ul^ — "  and  I  tell  you  the  man  did 
mean  to  slight  me.  I  saw  it  in  his  eye  as 
he  crossed  the  room.  Tell  me  this  :  am  I, 
or  am  I  not,  your  wife  1 " 

"Certainly,  my  dear,  certainly,  there 
can  be  no  possible  doubt  on  the  subject, 
with  a  fal-lal-lal-lal-lay — with  a— ^ — ^" 

"Geoffrey  John  Musters,  you  are  not 
paying  the  sUghtest  attention  to  what  I 
say.    If  I  am  your  wife- " 

"  Of  which,  as  I  said  before,  there  can- 
not be  the  slightest  possible  doubt,"  put 
in  the  doctor,  now  wearing  a  penitential 
air,  and  turning  his  back  upon  the  music- 
strewn  piano. 

"Then  I  am  entitled  to  a  certain 
position,  and  I  contend  that  that  position 
ought  to  be  clearly  recognised.  That  is 
the  worst  fault  I  have  to  find  with  the 
Colonel,  as  I  was  saying  to  Mr.  Grimpex 
only  the  other  day ' 

''Now,  Amelia,"  said  the  doctor,  his 
moustache  bristling  and  his  eyes  full  of 
fire,  "  how  often  have  I  asked  you  not  to 
discuss  the  Chief  with  any  of  the  young- 
sters 1  It  is  such  bad  form,  my  dear,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  trouble  you  might  make 
for  me  if  these  things  came  round." 

"  We  live  in  a  free  country,  I  hope,  Dr. 
Musters.  This  is  not  Eussia,  I  believe, 
nor  yet  Prussia.  I  am  open  as  the  day ; 
I  say  what  I  mean,  and  mean  what  I  say 
— there  is  no  nonsense  about  me,  and  I  do 
say. " 

"Don't,  Amelia;  the  Chief  has  been 
most  kind  and  courteous  to  you  ever  since 
you — ever  since  I  brought  you  to  the  regi- 
ment. He  may  be  a  bit  stem,  but  he's  a 
jist  man,  and  strives  to  hold  the  scales 
evenly." 

"All  the  same,  I  tell  you  he  took  the 
Paymaster's  wife  into  the  room  where  the 
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lefreshmentB  were  laid  out,  and  left  me 
sittiDg  there — plain  to  be  seen,  too,  for  I'd 
got  my  new  black  mo!r^  on,  and  I  wasn't 
likely  to  hide  myself  in  a  comer.  Bat 
what's  the  use  of  me  wasting  breath  like 
this!  You're  not  one  to  take  up  the 
cudgels  for  me,  I  know." 

"  My  dear/'  said  ''  poor  old  Masters  " — 
he  wasn't  old  at  all,  but  the  fellows  used 
to  speak  of  him  like  that  for  pity's  sake — 
throwing  himself  into  a  chair,  stretching 
hb  legs  out  straight,  and  looking  the 
picture  of  abject  misery,  "what  do  you 
expect  me  to  do  ?  I  can't  go  and  speak  to 
the  Chief  about  this  thine.  You  don't 
want  me  to  make  myself  the  langhing-stock 
of  the  regiment,  do  you  1  The  Paymaster's 
wife  is  a  stranger  amongst  us ;  she  is  the 
daughter  of  an  old  friend  of  the  Colonel's  j 
she  is  a  deuced  pretty  woman "   ' 

Happily  —  it  may  be  almost  said 
providentially — at  this  moment  there  came 
a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Ensign  Green 
came  in. 

"  I  must  say,  doctor,"  he  began,  after 
greeting  the  lady  in  most  courteous 
manner,  *'I  must  say  this  nose  of  mine  is 
very  tiresome.  It  won't  go  down,  and 
there's  a  what-d'ye-call  at"— ^here  Mr. 
Green  fidgeted  with  his  carefuUy  pipe- 
clayed gloves — ^he  had  come  straight  cff  duty 
— ^and  coloured  up  to  the  eyes — '*  a  little 
flare-up,  as  you  may  say,  at  Bajor  Henneker's 
this  evening " 

Mrs.  Musters  bounced  about  like  a 
parched  pea  in  a  bladder, 

''What  did  you  say,"  she  put  in 
smartly — "a  little  'flare-up' — do  you 
mean  a  party  f  Jtff,"  turning  sharply  to 
her  husband,  ''did  you  know  of  this! 
If  It's  a  party,  my  dear  Mr.  Green,  why 
are  we  not  asked  t" 

Here  was  a  dilemma!  What  could 
Ensign  Green  say  f 

In  much  confusion  he  turned  his  forage- 
cap round  and  round,  his  bruised  and 
swollen  nose  blushing  deeply  red. 

"I  really  can't  say,"  he  stammered. 
**  The  fact  is,  Lindsay  bronght  me  a  message 
from  Mrs.  Henneker." 

"  Oh,"  said  Mrs.  Masters,  ''  if  you  are 
willing  to  jump  at  such  left-handed  invita- 
tions as  that,  it  is  no  business,  of  mine.  If 
there  had  been  regular  invitations  sent  out,  I 
think,  Jefl*,  you  will  fully  agree  with  me  that 
the  fact  of  our  names  being  omitted " 

The  doctor,  looking  like  some  baited 
animal,  put  his  hand  to  his  head,  as  if  his 
thoughts  needed  what  our  Celtic  neigh- 
bours cdl  *'  sorting." 


"My  dear,"  he  said,  "people  may  ask 
whom  they  like  to  their  own  parties.  This 
is  a  free  country."  Then,  with  a  little 
gesture  suggestive  of  dismissal  of  the 
subject,  he  turned  to  poor  Mr.  Green,  red 
and  rueful.  "My  dear  fellow,"  he  said, 
after  a  prolonged  and  yearning  gaze  at  that 
young  warrior's  countenance,  "you  will 
do  well  to  absent  yourself  from  Mrs. 
Henneker's  this  evening — that  is,"  with 
a  sly  twinkle  of  the  eye,  "  if  you  want  to 
make  an  Impression,  you  know." 

Mr.  Green  blushed  still  a  livelier  red ; 
Indeed,  he  glowed  all  over,  so  that  even 
his  tunic  ptded  its  ineffectaal  fires;  for 
was  not  the  eye  of  Mrs.  Musters  fixing  him 
like  a  bayonet  9 

"  You  must  have  your  joke,  doctor,"  he 
stammered  at  length.  Then,  with  a  certain 
duplicity,  it  must  be  confessed,  sad  to  see 
in  one  so  young  and  callow,  Mr,  Green 
expressed  an  ardent  hope  that  he  would 
be  *'fit"  for  the  Soldiers'  Evening.  The 
doctor  seized  the  bait  promptly. 

" Oh,  I  hope  so,"  he  said;  "  I  hope  so. 
We  can't  get  on  without  you  there ;  it  is 
not  to  be  thought  of." 

'*You  think  the  feUows  will  like  'My 
dabe  is  Dorval '  1 "  said  Mr.  Green,  much 
gratified,  though  indistinct. 

*'  I  should  think  they  couldn't  very  well 
help  themselves,"  said  the  doctor.  "  It  is 
a  most  Impressive  piece,  and  your  render- 
ing of  it  is  really  delightful" 

"It  allows  of  several  most  striking 
attitudes,"  put  in  Mr,  Green  reflectively. 
"  I  have  tried  them,  you  know,  in  Blizzard's 
room,  and  he  was  much  struck;  so  was 
his  fellow.  He  dropped  Blizzard's  boots, 
and  seemed  rooted  to  the  spot.  '  On  the 
Grampian  hills.'  Kow,  there's  a  point 
for  you.  You  wave  your  hand  90  —  an 
immense  distance  Is  indicated — a  far-ofif- 
edness,  so  to'speak.  They'll  rise  to  that, 
you'll  see.  Then:  *My  father  feeds  his 
sheep.'  You  look  round,  as  if  counting 
your  flocks  and  herds.  You're  quite  the 
gentle  shepherd,  you  know." 

'< Capital  1  Capital!"  said  the  doctor, 
with  enthusiasm.  "  They'll  see  the  whole 
thing  with  their  mind's  eye,  as  Shake- 
speare has  it — with  their  mind's  eye." 

"  I  fancy  our  next  evening  will  be  some- 
thing rather  choice,"  said  the  other,  with 
a  delightful  air  of  complacency ;  *'  there's 
Blizzard's  Dying  Gladiator,  you  know — by 
gad  1  that'll  fetch  'em." 

'*  He's  such  a  shrimp "  objected  the 

doctor. 

"  But  he  makes  up  for  it  in  noise  and 
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force/'  said  Mr.  Green.  '<Hia  groan  U 
tremendona  as  he  sinks  lifeless  to  the 
ground.  By  the  way,  have  you  heard  the 
man  Smith — Oolour-Sergeant,  number  one 
company,  you  know — have  you  heard  him 
sing)  There's  a  tenor  for  you!  Give 
you  my  word,  he  brought  the  tears  into  my 
eyes  with  '  Dear  Hearty  Good-bye  ! '  It 
was  immense,  you  know — there'll  be  a 
sensation.  I  could  see  Miss — er — Drew — 
was  astonished,  though,  as  we  all  know, 
she's  not  one  to  say  much.  We  shall  have 
a  grand  success,  doctor,  and  that's  all 
about  It.  By  the  way  " — Mr.  Green's  best 
remarks  were  generally  slipped  in,  as  it 
were — *'Aat  man  Smith,  he's  immense, 
you  know,  and  a  bit  puzzling,  ehl  He 
was  monstrous  good  to  me  this  morning 
when  I  got  knocked  over  with  the — ahem  1 
— heat  and  all  that,  and  I  felt  just  like 
saying :  '  Thank  you,  old  fellow.'  I  did, 
by  Jove ! " 

"  It's  just  as  well  you  didn't  act  upon 
the  idea/'  said  the  doctor  drily. 

<<  That's  what  Chubby  remarked.  Well, 
all  I  can  say  is,  the  man's  ripping  good 
form — down  to  the  ground." 

<|  The  men  call  him  <  Gentleman  Jack/  " 
said  the  doctor.  "Soldiers  have  such 
keen  intuitions;  they  feel  a  thing  in  a 
moment,  where  a  civilian  would  take  a 
month  to  puzzle  it  out. — You  have  come 
to  make  enquiries  1  Well,  I'm  sorry  to 
say  the  verdict  is  bad;  nothing  but  the 
healing  hand  of  time  can  restore  the 
manly  beauty  of  our  friend  here." 

This  was  addressed  to  two  men  in  mufti, 
that  moment  ushered  in  by  the  soldier- 
servant;  to  wit,  Bb'zzird,  and  Yerrinder 
— otherwise  Chubby. 

**  Poor  old  Green ! "  said  both  in  a 
breath. 

Now  Blizzard  was  Easign  Green's  alter 
ego,  and  Chubby  was  the  regimental  wag, 
so  both  are  interesting  to  us.  Of  the 
latter  many  delightful  stories  were  told, 
treasured  up,  became  regimental  chestnuts, 
were  occasionally  buried  for  a  while,  and 
then  again  unearthed  for  the  benefit  of 
some  outsider  or  regimental  guest.  Per- 
haps they  were  not  all  of  them  very  striking 
incidents,  but  a  regiment  is  like  a  big 
school  in  that  and  many  other  respects; 
that  which  is  said  or  done  by  any  member 
of  it  gathers  quite  a  fictitious  value,  and 
belonging  to  **  Oars,"  has  all  the  charm 
indicated  by  the  words,  a  poor  thing — but 
mine  own. 

Chabby,  then,  was  the  pride  and  delight 
of  the  Hundred  and  Ninety-Third,  a  very 


trap  and  snare  for  the  unwary  newly-joined, 
the  terror  of  those  with  painfully  apparent 
joints  in  their  armour,  the  adored  of  the 
men,  who  were  attracted  by  his  buoyant, 
breezy  nature  and  ready  kindness.  Let  it 
be  here  set  down — he  Is  a  sketch  from 
memory,  and  claims  to  be  justly  dealt  with 
— that  his  powers  of  drollery  were  never 
used  against  what  was  good  and  true; 
rather  did  he  make  a  weapon  of  ridicule 
and  caricature  to  turn  the  green  youngster 
from  the  evils  that  so  easily  beset  him. 
Anthony  Yerrinder,  gentleman.  Lieutenant 
inHer Majesty's  Hundred  and  Ninety-Tliird 
regiment  of  foot  —  otherwise  known  as 
"the  Boys  of  Tipperary" — ^was  what  is 
called  as  straight  as  a  die;  his  smile  was 
the  most  winnbg  you  can  imagine,  his 
laughter  the  very  essence  of  mirth.  With 
a  certain  jovial  fierceness  in  his  sturdy 
personality  at  times,  an  immense  and 
somewhat  pompous  gravity  over  the 
smallest  detaQs  of  regimental  life,  he 
mingled  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous — a  possible 
gentleness  In  time  of  trouble — a  tear  rising 
quickly  to  his  bright  blue  eye,  and  was 
as  bright,  jolly,  and  well-beloved  a  merry 
man  as  could  well  be  found  among  men. 

Who  had  not  heard  of  the  celebrated 
"  lost  wig  "  Incident — an  occurrence  that 
convulsed  the  regiment  for  weeks,  and 
was  told  and  re-told  in  ante-room, 
quarters,  barrack-room,  and  canteen,  tQl 
every  possible  phase  of  It  was  ezhaustod  1 

There  was  once  upon  a  time  a  certain 
officer  sent  to  do  temporary  duty  with  the 
Hundred  and  Ninety-Third.  He  made 
himself  intensely  objectionable  in  every 
way;  gave  himself  airs  that  made  the 
other  men  long  to  kick  him ;  tried  to  be 
free-and-easy  to  an  atrocious  extent  with 
people  who  didn't  want  him ;  also,  he  wore 
a  red  wig.  His  red  moustache  grew 
luxuriantly  enough,  but  heaven  had  dealt 
less  kindly  with  his  scalp.  In  spite  of 
this  defect  of  nature,  his  self-conceit  was 
paralj^filDg ;  he  went  in  for  being  a  lady- 
killer,  and  boasted — unpardonable  crime — 
of  his  "  bonnes  fortunes."  And  it  came  to 
pass  upon  a  certain  day,  the  regiment 
lying  at  anchor  In  a  troopship  in  beautiful 
Qaeenstown  Harbour,  that  the  Colonel  In- 
vited certain  sirens,  wives  and  daughters 
of  mighty  officials,  to  come  on  board  and 
listen  to  the  strains  of  the  Hundred  and 
Ninety-Third  string  band.  The  popping  of 
champagne  corks,  the  happy  laughter  of 
young  voices,  made  all  the  scene  bright  and 
glad ;  then  the  gay  companv  came  on 
deck,  leaning  over  the  rdl  to  listen  to  the 
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masic.  As  Blizzard  observed  to  a  friend, 
*'  The  Chief  was  in  great  form."  He,  too^ 
was  a  man  who  took  a  vast  pride  in  every- 
tiiing  concerning  the  battalion  he  com- 
manded ;  his  men,  with  forage-caps  slightly 
on  one  side,  dandy  canes  m  their  hands, 
and  pale  facings  so  dazzlingly  bright  that 
ihey  made  you  blink  again,  were  spoken  of 
as  a  *'  smart  lot " ;  his  German  bandmaster 
was  a  genius  j  to  be  a  proficient  on  any 
instrument  meant  to  creep  into  the  Chief's 
good  books ;  to  play  out  of  tane — '^  Ach  1 " 
would  cry  Herr  Schaffenhausser,  "it  is  to 
cut  my  livare  straight  in  two  pieces,  and 
for  the  Colonel,  the  big  words  will  make 
my  hair  to  fly  upwards." 

AH,  then,  were  assembled  to  listen  to  the 
band,  all  save  the  hero  of  the  red  wig,  and 
he  was  not  missed  until  afterwards.  A 
grand  overture  set  in,  Herr  Schaffen- 
hausser's  arm  worked  like  the  semaphore 
at  a  signal  station,  then  waved  softly,  as 
though  calling  down  benedictions  on  his 
men  collectively :  "  Piano,  piano,  hu-sh ! " 
Then  a  frantic  gesture,  as  though  calling 
down  vengeance  from  heaven — this  to  usher 
in  the  great  trumpet  obligato,  for  which 
bandsman  Dennis  O'Flanigan  was  so  cele- 
brated. A  pause,  a  wild  look  in  O'Flani- 
gan's  eye ;  a  mad  effort  to  blow  forth  mighty 
sounds  from  the  brazen-throated  trumpet ; 
a  dull,  muffled  murmur  that  made  Herr 
Schaffenhausser  skip  like  one  of  the  young 
lambs  of  old;  a  big  word  muttered  into 
the  Chiefs  tawny  moustache ;  more  frantic 
efforts  from  bandsman  O'Flanigan,  who 
grew  rapidly  red,  crimson,  blue,  and  purple 
in  the  face,  putting  the  chameleon  quite  to 
shame  in  the  matter  of  changes  of  com- 
plexion; then,  "It's  the  divil  himself 's 
got  into  me  instrument,  sor,"  from  poor 
O'Flanigan;  an  arm  thrust  down  the 
brazen  throat;  and,  bahold,  the  ginge^ 
coloured  wig  raised  on  high,  clenched  in 
the  bandsman's  indignant  fist. 

Chubby,  looking  as  innocent  and  infan-. 
tile  as  a  cherub  on  a  tombstone,  stood 
calmly  watching  the  course  of  events; 
heard  the  Colonel  give  a  resounding  order 
that  the  perpetrator  of  this  outrage  should 
be  instantly  detected  and  brought  before 
him  at  orderly-room  next  morning ;  then 
plunged  into  a  deep  and  desperate  flirta- 
tion, and  was  blind  to  all  the  significant 
looks  of  his  brother  officers,  and  deaf  to 
the  remonstrance  of  Blizzard,  delivered  in 
a  whisper  at  a  convenient  moment.  This 
was  the  great  lost  wig  incident,  for  it 
crept  out  subsequently  that  the  owner  of 
that  appendage,  with  his  head  tied  round 


with  a  bandana  handkerchief,  had  been 
deliriously  seeking  his  wig  up  and  down 
and  round  and  about,  raging  at  not  being 
able  to  join  the  company  and  make  an 
impression  upon  Erin's  fair  daughters. 
Next  morning  no  allusion  was  made  to 
the  mishap  of  the  day  before,  nor  yet  on 
any  other  morning.  The  Chief  wore  a 
grim  smile  at  mess,  and  the  obnoxious 
person  reported  himself  sick,  applied  for 
sick-leave,  and — ^was  seen  no  more. 

But  we  are  keeping  our  friends  too  long 
waiting  in  the  doctor's  snug  study,  whither 
the  men  had  adjourned  for  a  smoke  and 
a  chat 

"  I  expect  the  men  will  be  confined  to 
barracks  before  we're  done,"  said  Blizzard, 
holding  his  head  far  back  and  watching 
the  grey  rings  of  smoke  from  his  cigarette 
float  upwards. 

"  The  Chief's  wide  awake,  trust  him  for 
that,"  said  the  doctor.  <'And  I'll  back 
the  old  regiment  to  be  sound  to  the  core — 
sound  as  a  bell,  sir,  sound  as  a  bell.  Still, 
one  cannot  be  too  wary." 

"When  Lindsay  and  Carbonel  were 
driving  back  from  that  dinner  at  old 
What's-his-name's,  they  were  ready  to  take 
their  solemn  oath  they  heard  the  ring  of 
feet  marching  —  mind  you,  drilling,  not 
walking  —  and  Lindsaiy  vowed  he  saw 
shadows." 

At  this  point  Yerrinder — it  hardly 
seems  fitting  to  call  him  Chubby  in 
these  supreme  moments  of  his — rose  to 
his  feet,  full  of  a  monstrous  importance 
and  gravity;  his  moustache  bristled,  his 
eyes  were  round  and  fierce.  He  stepped 
to  the  window  cautiously,  as  if  upon  eggs, 
and  softly  closed  a  couple  of  inches  of 
aperture. 

**  Pardon  the  liberty,!  take,  doctor,"  he 
said,  "but  you  cannot  tell  who  may  be 
within  earshot.  Blizzard,  I  always  tell 
you,  you  are  an  incautious  beggar." 

"What  have  I  done)"  said  Blizzard, 
greatly  discomposed.  "I  appeal  to  you, 
doctor " 

"Ob,  don't  appeal  to  me,"  said  the 
doctor,  secretly  delighted  with  the 
whole  affair,  but  looking  as  grave  as  a 
judge.  "Chubby  is  right;  one  cannot  be 
too  careful." 

"  By  gad !  I  should  think  not,  indeed ! " 
said  Chubby,  speaking  in  a  blood-curdling 
whisper.  **  Treachery  is  in  the  very  air. 
How  do  you  know  that  Mrs.  Musters's 
maid  is  not  a  paid  spy  in  the  employ 
of  the — ahem  !  I  tell  you  I  trust  no  one. 
There  was  a  fellow  brought  my  boots  home 
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this  morniDg  from  being  mended — I 
thought  I  caught  him  taking  a  bird's-eye 
view  of  my  room.  I  fixed  him  with  my 
eye — you  know  what  I  can  do  in  that 
Ibie,  I  hope — give  you  my  word,  he  shrank 
np,  he  cowered,  he  got  white  about  the 
guls — bet  you  any  money  he  was  one  of-^ 
ahem ! " 

*' Bless  my  soul!"  said  poor  Blizzard. 
"  Are  things  as  bad  as  that  t " 

''Poohl  That's  nothing,"  said  the 
doughty  warrior  on  his  left.  *'We  live 
on  a  Yolcana  H-u-s-h  1  I  am  afraid  even 
of  the  echo  of  my  oirn  words.  Mum's  the 
word — but,  take  my  word  for  it,  those  who 
live  longest  will  see  most" 

Green  and  Blizzard  were  deeply  im- 
pressed by  this  view  of  the  case. 

The  doctor  stroked  his  moustache 
vigorously,  but  his  kindly  blue  eyes  were 
as  grave  as  an  owl's. 

As  the  three  men  went  out,  BHzzard 
hung  back  to  say  mysteriously,  and,  as  it 
were,  behind  his  hand : 

"He'll  make  a  diplomat  and  general 
both  in  one,  will  Chubby,  one  of  these 
days.  He's  immense,  you  know — simply 
inunense ! " 

Then  the  doctor  went  in,  and  might 
have  been  heard  in  the  verandah,  carolling 
like  a  cheery  old  bird : 


K 


Who  is  Sylvia,  who — is — she, 

That  all  the  swains — commend  her  ?  ** 


EQUINOCTIALS  AND  OTHER 
STORMS. 


Thebe  is  not  much  to  choose  between  a 
gale  from  the  south-west  and  a  gale  from 
the  north-east.  They  are  both  lusty 
quarters,  and  it  depends  upon  the  lie  of 
the  land  whether  you  prefer  the  one  or  the 
other.  Here  in  England  it  seems  as  U  the 
south-westers  visited  us  in  the  greater 
force;  yet  the  coasts  of  Yorkshire  and 
Northumberland  have  their  tales  to  tell 
which  might  make  even  the  coasts  of 
Cornwall  acknowledge  that  the  genius  of 
the  noxth-eaat  wind  is  a  very  wild  sprite. 

The  writer  has  in  his  memory  various 
experiences  of  rough  weather  from  both 
these  quarters.  He  has  slept  at  Cape 
Wrath,  with  a  storm  from  the  north-east 
raging  outside  the  lighthouse  and  makbig 
such  infernal  music  as  he  does  not  wish  to 
hear  again.  The  wonder  was  that  he 
slept  at  all.  Yet  after  a  while  the  screech- 
ing of  the  voice  of  the  wind  acted  as  a 
luuaby.    To  be  sure  it  entered  into  the 


composition  of  the  dreams  which  ensued, 
and  made  them  anything  but  pastoral  and 
tranquillising.  Nevertheless,  it  was  sleep 
of  a  sorti  for  wUch  gratitude  was  distinctly 
due. 

More  sensational  than  this  was  a  long- 
protracted  storm  in  the  Faroes  a  few  years 
ago.  It  blew  up  in  the  tidl  of  a  thick  fog 
¥rhich  had  mantled  those  bleak  hyperborean 
isles  for  two  or  three  days,  and  made  navi- 
gation niuch  more  of  a  peril  than  it  is  even 
in  moderate  weather  in  their  rough  lati- 
tudes. There  are  no  signal  stations  here 
studded  about  the  basalt  cliffs  to  warn 
local  mariners.  Consequently  the  Faroese 
have  to  depend  upon  instinct  and  their 
own  judgement  in  avoiding  the  sudden 
squalls  of  their  seas.  Bat  on  this  occasion 
the  storm  came  without  warning,  and  took 
toll  of  lives  that  could  ill  be  spared  in  the 
small  community.  The  little  Iiarbour  of 
Thorshavn  was  in  furious  turmoil  for  about 
fifty  hours.  The  vessels  from  Norway 
and  Spain  that  were  unloading  timber 
and  taking  in  salt  fish  needed  all  their 
cables  to  keep  them  from  breaking  loose 
and  being  dashed  on  the  rugged  strand, 
where  the  black-faced  little  houses  are 
built  almost  in  the  surf  of  the  North 
Atlantic.  As  for  life  in  Thorshavn  during 
this  riot,  it  was  about  as  severe  a  test  for 
the  nerves  as  can  be  imagined.  The  roar 
of  the  sea  was  unintermittent.  The  waves 
tossed  themselves  upon  the  little  town  in 
broad  masses  of  spray,  and  the  nether 
streets  ran  sea -water  as  if  they  were 
brook-beds.  At  night,  too,  it  was  decidedly 
noisy.  The  writer's  little  window  received 
wave  after  wave  against  its  shutters,  and 
each  shock  made  the  house  seem  to  reel 
It  was  like  being  at  sea,  only  with, 
perhaps,  rather  less  sense  of  security. 
If  the  Thorshavn  house  had  really  given 
way,  it  would  have  been  a  bad  business  for 
the  residents.  The  reflux  of  the  waves 
would  probably  have  carried  the  inreckage, 
and  men,  women,  and  children  into  the 
midst  of  the  seething  bay,  where  destruction 
would  have  been  inevitable. 

Such  autumnal  experiences  as  this  are 
not  uncommon  in  Faroe,  but  it  is^  rare 
that  an  Englishman  is  to  be  found  in  the 
archipelago  at  the  time.  The  prudent 
tourist  has  by  then  withdrawn  to  the 
South  with  his  gun,  fishing-rod,  and 
portmanteau.  The  long  winter  of  the 
North  is  not  inviting  to  the  stranger, 
whether  in  prospect  or  in  reality. 

In  contrast  with  this  particular  north- 
easter, a  certain  storm  from  the  south-west 
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laat  year  in  the  Mediterranean  may  be 
mentumed.  At  this  time  of  day  one  need 
not  inform  the  world  that  extremely  wild 
weather  often  comes  to  this  inland  sea. 
In  faety  the  writer  has  been  in  as  much 
peril  in  the  ^'mare  calmam"  as  in  the 
North  Atlantic  The  storm  in  question 
stole  upon  ns  when  we  were  off  the  west 
coast  of  Sitfdinia,  bound  from  Algeria  to 
Corsica.  It  was  surprising  how  soon  the 
sea  changed  from  the  placidity  of  the 
morning  to  a  roughness  that  made  eyen 
hardened  travellers  uneasy.  All  through 
the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon  the  wind 
seemed  to  worsen.  We  pitched  tremen- 
dously. It  was  as  much  as  a  novice's 
bones  were  worth  to  attempt  to  move 
without  holding  on  to  something.  And 
it  was  under  ^ese  conditions,  with  the 
squall  still  tearing  about  us,  and  in  a 
blinding  downpour  of  rain,  that  we 
buffeted  our  way  with  extreme  caution 
into  the  exposed  port  of  Ajaccio,  where 
the  waves  were  breaking  magnificently 
over  the  road  which  curves  with  the  bay 
towards  the  red-roofed  railway  station. 

Though  nearly  midnight  when  we  were 
got  ashore,  drenched  with  sea-water  and 
rain,  and  with  splitting  headaches,  it  was 
hard  to  resist  the  temptation  to  join 
a  number  of  the  Ajacciots  who  were 
enjoying,  in  their  own  somewhat  grim, 
taciturn  manner,  the  grandeur  of  the  sea. 
The  spray  flew  dozens  of  feet  into  the  air 
against  the  granite  pier,  even  where  this 
was  protected  from  the  full  force  of  the 
storm.  The  noise  was  like  that  of  the 
firfaig  of  a  succession  of  big  cannon. 

Here,  too,  the  storm  did  not  rage  itself 
into  extinction  very  quickly.  The  follow- 
ing day  was  ondnous  all  through.  The 
clouds  lay  low  down  the  mountain-sides. 
Inky  blade  save  where  they  dung  to  the 
verdure  near  the  town.  The  whole  of  the 
great  gulf  was  in  the  wildest  agitation  ; 
huge  waves  chasing  each  other  towards  the 
land,  against  whi<£  their  strength  seemed 
united.  On  the  north  shore  of  the  gulf  in 
particular  the  surf  was  superb.  It  swept 
over  the  white  tombs  which  diversify  the 
road  to  the  Bloody  Isles  at  the  extremity 
of  the  headland ;  and  a  man  had  to  hold 
his  breath  at  times  to  fight  his  way  from 
Ajacdo  in  thefr  direction.  Corsica  is  not 
upon  the  whole  a  cheerful  country;  its 
traditions  and  its  people  are,  in  fact,  steeped 
in  dolour.  But  there  never  was  a  day 
which  seemed  more  thoroughly  in  harmony 
with  the  Idand  and  its  Iimabitants.  The 
statue  of  Napoleon  in  one  of  Ajacdo's  public 


places,  facing  the  Mediterranean,  though  in 
ever  so  commanding  an  attitude,  had  no 
effect  upon  the  self-willed  sea.  It  received 
its  volleys  of  spray  like  the  rest  of  the 
town  in  its  vicinity. 

Only  the  other  day,  too,  the  vnriter 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  south-westerly 
storm  in  those  bold  litUe  Islands  of  Scilly 
which  have  seen  such  sad  havoc  done  upon 
shipping  by  the  AtianUc  winds.  At  no 
time  are  the  Sclllles  supremely  fascinating. 
They  lie  low  and  they  boast  of  but  scant 
vegetation,  save.  In  one  or  two  notoriously 
sheltered  nooks.  The  narcissi  and  daffodils 
they  send  to  Covent  Garden  in  spring  are 
grown  behind  tall  screens  of  the  Scilly 
elm,  matting,'or  wreck  timber.  Without 
these  allies  the  Atlantic  gales  would  give 
the  flowers  no  chance.  But  under  a  spell 
of  wild  weather  the  isles  get  very  de- 
pressing. The  harbour  of  St.  Mary's, 
the  capital,  is  then  likely  to  be  crowded 
with  luggers  from  Penzance,  and  Sennen, 
and  St.  Ives,  which  have  run  hither 
in  refiponse  to  the  admonitions  of  the 
local  meteorological  station.  The  fisher- 
men and  lads  idle  about  the  streets  in 
top-boots  and  oilskins,  freely  declaring  their 
impatience  at  the  detention.  The  wind 
howls  as  unmercifully  here  as  elsewhere, 
and  with  as  large  a  compass  of  sound. 
And  upon  the  cruel,  gnarled  granite  rocks 
of  the  archipdago  the  sea  lashes  itself  into 
foam  with  unfeigned  fury.  Off  Peninnis 
Head,  on  the  south  side  of  St.  Mary's, 
under  such  conditions  there  is  dways 
something  grand  to  see.  One  does  not 
need  to  be  reminded  that  it  was  here- 
abouts that  Sir  Cloudesley  Shovel  came 
drowned  to  shore  nearly  two  centuries  ago, 
and  that  it  was  in  just  such  a  gde  that 
many  another  eood  man  has  gone  beneath 
the  Atiantic  m  sight  of  these  dreadful 
littie  islands.  The  words  ''drowned  at 
sea  "  are  on  many  of  the  tombstones  in  the 
Scilly  churchyards;  and  the  south-west 
wind  is  accountable  for  not  a  few  of  these 
{ascriptions. 

Chief  of  .dl,  however,  we  remember  a 
squall  from  this  same  strong  quarter  when 
steaming  from  Savannah  to  New  York  one 
winter's  day.  The  ship  was  lightiy  laden, 
and  the  ship's  officers  seemed  to  have  for- 
gotten to  look  at  the  barometer.  This  fell 
with  remarkable  suddenness.  We  were 
steaming  quietiy  northwards,  with  two  or 
three  sails  set,  when,  almost  without  a 
sound  of  warning,  the  squdl  hissed  from 
the  land  agdnst  us.  It  would  tax  the 
most  accomplished  of  pens  adequately -to 
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describe  the  acene  that  enraed  in  the  next 
two  or  three  minateB.  We  were  nearly 
broadside  over  apon  the  sea  in  an  instant, 
what  with  the  force  of  the  gust  and  our 
lack  of  ballast.  lb  seemed  doabtfol  if  the 
ship  woold  recover  its  poise.  However,  it 
did  so ;  and  with  all  speed  the  men  were 
sent  to  the  saQs.  Yet  once  again  we  were 
driven  with  sickening  precision  towards 
the  horizon  level  Those  of  ns  who  had 
nothing  to  grip  were  of  coarse  laid  flat, 
and  were  lacky  to  have  their  slide  sea- 
wards arrested  in  any  way.  And  this  time 
it  seemed  even  more  doabtfol  if  we  should 
regain  our  vertical  attitude.  But  fortune 
favoured  us,  and  afterwards,  the  saila 
having  been  reefed,  we  could  talk  lightly 
enough  of  what  was  really  something  a 
good  deal  graver  than  a  joke. 

It  is  not  only  at  sea  that  one  can  estimate 
fairly  the  force  of  these  storms  that  rush 
across  the  oceans.  At  any  of  our  coast 
towns  some  strong  experiences  may  be  en- 
joyed—  though  often  the  enjoyment  is 
much  tempered  by  the  realisation  of  peril 
for  those  who  are  more  exposed  to  Nature's 
mad  moods  than  we  ourselves. 

You  will  find  few  places  in  Eogland 
more  suggestive  on  this  count  in  times  of 
gale  than  the  island  of  Anglesey.  Its 
western  shore  line  is  broken  into  a  number 
of  sequestered  caves  and  ravines,  the  steep 
rocks  of  which  are  draped  for  hundreds  of 
feet  with  a  tapestry  of  ivy  interwoven  with 
honeysuckle,  gorse,  foxgloves,  and  brambles. 
On  a  mild  sunny  day  the  buzzing  of  the 
bees  will  out-shout  the  summer  babble  of 
the  sea  on  the  near  sands  or  shingle,  and 
from  the  glowing  heather  and  high  bracken 
stretching  between  the  cliffiB  inland,  dozens 
of  white-taQed  rabbits  may  be  sent  scam- 
pering forth  at  a  cry.  But  in  the  depths  of 
this  or  that  golly,  which  looks  as  if  it  had 
never  before  been  visited  by  man,  you  shall 
see  entire  masts  of  ships,  bronzed  and 
barnacled,  lying  among  a  wreck  of  barrels, 
bits  of  figure-heads,  casks,  corks,  and  bones. 
The  lighthouse  of  the  Skerries  five  or  six 
miles  out  at  sea  stands  on  guard  night  and 
day,  and  these  fragments  of  ruin  are  blown 
past  it  as  if  they  laughed  at  It. 

With  a  south-west  storm  one  may  do 
worse  than  battle  one's  way  to  Aberffraw, 
on  this  island,  and  taste  the  spray  in  the 
air.  It  is  an  unassomine  hamlet  on  the 
coasti  between  Bangor  and  Holyhead,  and 
exists  with  difGiculty  in  the  face  of  the 
whirlwinds  of  sand  which  the  gales  blow 
against  it  from  the  sea.  The  ^ew  of  the 
Welsh  mountains  from  the  oat-fields  above 


this  village  cannot  be  matched  anywhere. 
The  Cambrian  hills  are,  indeed,  the  chief 
grace  of  Anglesey.  Though  they  are 
not  on  it  they  distinctly  animate,  as  they 
domineer  over,  the  island.  InvoluntarDy 
one  wonders  why  such  a  glorious  spot  as 
Aberfiraw  is  so  benighted  and  forsaken. 
Under  the  hands  of  a  body  of  spirited 
capitalists,  it  seems  as  if  it  might  be  made 
a  watering-place  of  unique  attraction.  Bat 
the  south-west  wind  is  its  ruiu.  The  all- 
suffusing,  encroaching  sand  would  have  to 
bemetwithan  energy  as  persistent  asitsowa 

Here  at  Aberffraw  for  centuries  the  old 
kings  of  Wales  had  their  residence.  Their 
title,  '*  Princeps  de  Aberffrau  et  Dominus 
de  Snaudun,"  had  peculiar  force,  situated, 
as  they  were,  where  Snowdon  seems  to 
encompass  the  whole  land  with  its  look. 
But  when  Llewellyn  died  in  1282,  Aber- 
ffraw's  good  days  were  over,  and  ever  since 
it  has  languished  towards  decay.  The 
railway  has  no  need  of  it,  and  leaves  it  to 
die  a  death  it  will  not  help  to  delay.  The 
name  "  Palace  Gardens,''  still  appUed  to  a 
part  of  it,  and  an  inn  called  **  The  Prince 
Llewellyn,"  are  all  that  keep  it  in  mind 
of  its  vanished  greatness. 

A  pedestrian  going  from  Aberffraw  ^0 
Newborough  may  flatter  himself  that  he  is 
having  a  taste  of  the  trials  of  life  in  the 
Sahara.  The  track  is  feebly  indicated  for 
a  space  by  the  presence  on  either  side  of 
some  sand  hillocks;  but  every  foot-mark 
or  wheel-rut  is  surely  iriped  out,  half  an 
hour  after  it  is  made,  by  the  shifting 
molecules  which  rise  before  the  gentlest 
laephjrs,  and  in  a  breeze  fill  the  air  and 
gyrate  with  a  pretty  though  somewhat 
frantic  affectation  of  an  African  sand- 
storm. If  less  sand  were  whisked  from 
the  shore  into  the  interior,  one  might  say 
many  words  in  praise  of  the  Bay  of  Aber- 
ffraw and  its  neigiibour,  Malldraeth  Bay. 
But  a  walk  of  a  few  mOes  on  such  unstable 
material  reduces  one's  enthusiasm  about 
fine  open  sandy  expanses,  methodically 
lapped  by  the  waves  of  the  sea.  It  is 
surmised  that  the  Welsh  king  who  first 
made  Aberffraw  a  royal  residence  was 
attracted  by  these  very  sands.  He  held 
them  to  be  a  bulwark,  landwards  and  sea- 
wards, strong  enough  to  baffle  any  human 
enemy.  The  very  river  whence  Aberffraw 
gets  its  name  (ffraw,  *'  the  rushing,"  Aber, 
"  river  ")  has  had  its  characteristic  choked 
out  of  it 

There  is  one  noticeable  feature  about 
high  winds.  They  seem  to  carry  with 
them  a  most  undeniable  censure  upon  our 
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methods  of  clothing  ourselves.  Can  any- 
thing, for  instance,  be  more  ridiculous  than 
the  Brighton  Esplanade  under  a  spell  of 
the  ''equinoctials"]  We  mortiJs  do  not 
seem  endowed  with  much  of  that  dignity 
and  grace  we  claim  to  have,  when  we  are 
clutching  at  our  hats  and  bonnets,  and 
our  garments  are  bellied  this  way  and 
that  to  our  most  manifest  discomposure. 
At  such  times  Dame  Nature  lifts  up  her 
hand  against  civilisation  and  gives  it  a 
smart  humiliating  buffet 

Look  at  an  uncultured  savage — he  may 
still  be  found  in  the  East — under  the  like 
visitation.  He  holds  himself  erect,  and  is 
the  more  majestic  for  the  strain  to 
wliich  his  mother,  Nature — more  of  a 
stepdam  to  us — is  subjecting  him.  He 
breathes  the  more  sturdily,  and  his  muscles 
are  invigorated  by  the  unwonted  call  upon 
them.  Like  as  not,  the  wail  of  the  tempest 
sets  him  singing.  He  has  no  anxieties 
about  Ids  legs  and  head-gear,  and  quaffs 
the  storm  as  we  quaff  champagne. 

The  ordinary  landsman  commonly  gets 
his  storm  at  second-hand.  He  is  not,  as 
the  mariner  often  is,  in  the  very  circle 
of  its  brewing.  For  him  the  first  note 
of  it  fa  the  whistling  in  his  chimney 
in  the  night,  and  perhaps  the  banging 
of  a  door  inconsiderately  left  open.  If 
he  is  in  the  country,  he  does  get  a  taste 
of  its  effects  at  sea,  in  the  orchestra  of 
the  wind  in  the  trees.  That  is  a  fine 
stimulatingmusic  denied  to  most  townsmen. 
But  landsmen  of  boUi  kinds  learn  more 
about  storms  from  the  newspapers  than 
from  actual  experience.  They  may  see 
a  tree  uprooted  once  in  a  way,  or  be 
within  a  hair's  breadth  of  injury  from  a  fall- 
ing slate.  For  the  rest,  they  turn  to  the 
''casualty"  column  in  the  journal,  and 
read  ef  shipwrecks  vdUi  as  impersonal 
a  feeling  as  if  the  events  happened  in  the 
planet  of  Mars. 

We  landsmen  in  our  temperate  latitudes 
are  fortunate  in  being  able  to  regard  a 
storm  as  an  agreeable  interlude  of  com- 
mon e^dstence  rather  than  aught  else. 
Elsewhere,  people  fly  to  their  storm  cellars, 
and  cannot  tell  whether  in  half  an  hour 
they  will  be  still  living  or  dead. 

"THERE'S  RUE  FOR  YOU." 


Not  very  long  ago*  we  examined  the 
magic  properties  of  Rosemary,  the  snper- 

*  All   the    Ybar    Bound,    December,    1891, 
"About  Rosemary." 


stitions  attaching  to  it,  and  the  references 
both  to  plant  and  customs  to  be  found  in 
the  old  poets  and  writers.  In  the  course 
of  our  enquiry  we  came  upon  certain 
references  to  Rue,  which  we  propose  now 
to  follow  up,  as  much  interest  attaches  to 
thfa  pretty  garden  shrub,  otherwise  known 
in  olden  times  as  Herb-of-Grace. 

Now,  why  did  Ophelia  say  :  "  There's 
rue  for  you,  and  here's  some  for  me ;  we 
may  call  it  herb  grace  o*  Sundays,  for 
you  must  wear  your  rue  with  a  difference"! 
For  the  same  reason  that  Perdita  says,  in 
"The  Winter's  Tale,"  when  welcoming 
the  guests  of  her  reputed  father  and  the 
shepherd : 

Beverend  Sirs, 
For  you  there's  rosemary  and  rue ;  these  keep 
deeming  and  savour  all  the  winter  long ; 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  to  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  shearing. 

Remembrance,  as  we  have  already  seen, 
was  symbolised  by  the  rosemary,  and  by 
both  Ophelia  and  Perdita  the  rue  is 
teJcen  as  tiie  symbol  of  grace.  How  this 
came  to  be  we  shall  presently  see;  but 
perhaps  Mr.  Ellacombe — "Plant-Lore  of 
Shakespeare"  —  is  stretching  rather  far 
when  he  explains  that  the  rue  was  implied 
by  Antony,  when  he  said  to  the  weeping 
followers— "  Antony  and  Cleopatra,"  Act 
IV.  Scene  2 : 

Grace  grow  where  these  drops  fall. 

What  Ophelia  said  was:  "There's  rose- 
mary, ttiat's  for  remembrance,  pray, 
love,  remember;  and  there  is  pansies, 
that's  for  thought.  There's  fennel  for 
you,  and  columbines.  There's  rue  for 
you,  and  here's  some  for  me.  We  may 
call  it  herb-grace  o'  Sundays;  0  you 
may  wear  your  rue  with  a  difference." 

There  was  a  method  in  her  madness, 
and  she  was  diatributbg  her  flowers 
according  to  the  characters  and  moods  of 
the  recipients.  Fennel^  for  instance,  em- 
blemised  flattery,  and  columbine  ingrati- 
tude. Rue  emblemised  either  remorse  or 
repentance — either  sorrow  or  grace  —  so 
"you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  difference." 

So  we  find  the  gardener  in  '^Richard  II." 
saying,  after  the  departure  of  the  Queen : 

Here  she  did  fall  a  tear  ;  here  in  this  place 
I'll  set  a  bank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace ; 
Rue  even  for  ruth,  here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

The  herb  was  believed  to  be  endowed 
with  high  moral  and  medicinal  properties, 
yet  was  supposed  to  prosper  better  in  one's 
garden  if  stolen  from  that  of  a  neighbour. 
But    originally  it    was    associated    with 
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sorrow  and  pity.  The  word  rue  is  doabt- 
lesB  of  the  same  root  as  "rath,"  and  to 
me  is  to  be  sorry  for,  to  have  remorse. 
Sath  is  the  English  equivalent  of  the 
Latin  ''rata,"  and  in  early  English  ap- 
peared as  ''rude."  As  regret  is  always 
more  or  less  a  mark  of  repentance,  it  was 
the  most  natdral  thing  in  the  world  for 
the  herb  oi  rath,  or  sorrow,  to  become  the 
herb  of  repentance ;  and  as  repentance  is 
a  sign  of  grace,  so  "rae"  became  known 
as  *<herb  of  grace."  This,  in  brief,  is 
the  connection,  bat  so  far  as  we  know, 
rae  is  only  once  mentioned  in  the  Bible, 
and  then  only  along  with  a  number  of 
other  bitter  herbs,  and  without  any  special 
significance. 

There  is  this  association  between  rue 
and  rosemary,  that  both  are  natives  of 
some  of  the  more  barren  coasts  of  the 
Mediterranean,  and  that  both  were  very 
early  admitted  to  the  English  herb-gardea 
The  old  herbalists  make  frequent  mention 
of  rue,  and  even  in  Anglo-Saxon  times  it 
seems  to  have  been  extensively  used  in 
medicine.  Three  peculiarities — a  strongs 
aromatic  smell,  a  bitter  taste,  and  a  blister- 
ing quality  in  the  leaves  —  were  quite 
sufficient  to  establish  it  in  the  pharma- 
copoeia of  the  herb-doctors. 

The  curative  quaUties  of  what  Spenser 
calls  the  " ranke-smelling  rue"  were  re- 
putedly of  a  very  varied  sort.  Most  people 
will  remember  the  reference  in  *'  Paradise 
Lost "  : 

Michael  from  Adam's  eyes  the  film  removed 
Which  the  false  fruit  which  promised  clearer  sight 
Had  bred ;  then  purged  with  euphrasie  and  rue 
The  visual  nerve,  for  he  had  much  to  see. 

And  perhaps  its  most  popular  use  was  as  an 
eye-wash.  The  old  writers  have  recorded 
some  hidden  virtues  known  only  to  the 
animal  world,  such  as  that  weasels  prepared 
themselves  for  a  rat-fight  by  a  diet  of  rae. 
Old  Parkinson,  the  herbalist,  says  that 
''without  doubt  it  is  a  most  wholesome 
herb,  although  bitter  and  strong."  He 
speaks  of  a  "  bead-rowl ''  of  the  vbtues  of 
rue,  but  warns  people  of  the  "  too  frequent 
or  over-much  use  ttiereof." 

Asboth  a  stimulant  and  narcotic  the  plant 
has  even  now  recognised  virtuesy  although 
we  are  not  aware  that  it  is  much  used  in 
modem  medicine.  The  Italians  are  sidd  to 
eat  the  leaves  in  salad,  but  hardly  of  that 
species — *  'Euta  montana" — whichbotanists 
say  it  is  dangerous  to  handle  without 
gloves.  Our  garden  species  is  *'Eata 
graveolens,"  and  is  used  by  the  French 
perfumers  in  the  manufacture  of  ''  Thieves' 


Vinegar,"  or  ''Marseilles  Vinegar,"  once 
accounted  an  effective  protection  against 
fevers  and  all  infectious  diseases. 

A  curious  instance  of  the  value  of  the 
herb  in  this  respect  occurred  in  1760.  In 
the  summer  of  that  year  a  rumour  arose, 
and  rapidly  spread  in  London,  that  the 
plague  had  broken  out  in  Sti.  Thomas's 
Hospital.  Immediately  there  was  what 
would  nowadays  be  called  a  "  boom "  in 
rue,  the  price  of  which  rose  forty  per 
cent  in  a  single  day  in  Covent  Garden. 
To  allay  the  popular  alarm  a  manifesto 
was  issued,  signed  by  the  physicians, 
surgeons,  and  apothecaries  of  the  hospital, 
certifying  that  there  were  no  other  than 
the  *'  usual "  diseases  among  the  patients 
in  the  wards. 

Another  explanation  of  the  origin  of  tiie 
name  '' herb-of-grace "  has  been  given 
than  that  referred  to  above.  Warburton, 
among  others,  tldnks  that  the  name  was 
adopted  because  the  old  Bomanists  used 
the  plant  on  Sundays  in  their  "exorcisms. '^ 
However  this  may  be,  rae,  or  the  herb  of 
grace,  has  been  in  this  country  long 
accounted  an  antidote  of  witchcraft.  But 
then,  if  Hone  is  right,  so  it  was  in  the 
days  of  Aristotie,  before  it  became  "  herb 
of  grace,"  and  when  it  was  hung  round 
the  neck  as  an  amulet. 

Through  its  numerous  reputed  properties, 
rae  early  found  its  way  into  the  magic 
cauldron. 

Then  sprinkles  she  the~  juice  of  rue. 
With  nine  drops  of  the  midnight  dew, 
^rom  lunary  distilling, 

as  Drayton  has  it.  In  this  incantation, 
again,  we  have  the  association  with  moon- 
wort — lunary «— and  the  connection  is  further 
illustrated  in  an  old  oracle  ascribed  to 
Hecate  :  "  From  a  root  of  wild  rue  fashion 
and  polish  a  statue ;  adorn  it  with  house- 
hold lizards ;  grind  myrrh,  gum,  and  frank- 
incense with  the  same  reptiles,  and  let  the 
mixture  stand  in  the  air  during  the  waning 
of  a  moon ;  then  address  your  words." 

With  regard  to  the  association  with 
moonwort,  it  is  interesting  to  recall  that 
this  is  one  of  the  plants  supposed  to  be 
employed  by  birds  for  opening  nests 
and  removing  impediments.  Thus  in  an 
anecdote  gravely  related  by  Aubrey,  we  find 
this  virtue  mentioned:  ''Sir  Bennet 
Hoskins  told  me  that  his  keeper  at  his 
parke  at  Morebampton,  in  Herefordshire, 
did  for  experiment's  sake  drive  an  iron 
naile  thwart  the  hole  of  a  woodpecker's 
nest,  there  being  a  tradition  that  the  dam 
will  bring  some  leafe  to  open  it.  Helayedat 
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the  bottom  of  the  tree  a  cleane  sheet,and  be- 
fore many  hoares  pa88ed,the  naile  came  oat, 
and  he  found  a  leafe  lying  by  it  on  the 
sheete.  They  say  the  Moonwort  will  doe 
such  things." 

On  the  same  sabject  Coles  the  botanist 
writes:  "It  is  said,  yea,  and  believed, 
that  Moonwort  will  open  the  locks  where- 
with dwelling-houses  are  made  fast,  if 
it  be  put  into  the  keyhole."  And 
Culpepper,  the  herbalist,  writes  thus: 
''Moonwort  is  a  herb  which — they  say — 
will  open  locks  and  unshoe  such  horses  as 
tread  upon  it  This  some  laugh  to  scorn, 
and  these  no  small  fools  neither;  but 
country  people  that  I  know  call  it  Unshoe- 
the-horse.  Besides,  I  have  heard  comman- 
ders say  that  on  White  Down  in  Davon- 
shire,  near  Tiverton,  there  were  found 
thirty  horseshoes  pulled  off  from  the  feet  of 
the  Earl  of  Essex's  horses,  being  there 
drawn  up  in  a  body,  many  of  them  being 
newly  shod,  and  no  reason  known,  which 
caused  much  admiration."  As  well  it 
might !  This  power  of  the  moonwort  is 
said  by  Mr,  Hflderic  Friend  to  be  still  be- 
lieved in  in  Normandy,  and  a  similar  virtue 
was  also  allotted  to  the  vervain  and  the 
mandrake,  both  associated  with  rue. 

This  curious  property  of  moonwort  it  is 
wtdch  is  referred  to  in  ''  Diving  Weekes  " 
thus: 

Horses  that,  feeding  on  the  grassy  hills. 
Tread  upon  moonwort  with  their  hollow  heels, 
Thongh  lately  shod,  at  night  go  bare-foot  home, 
Their  maister  musing  where  their  shoes  become. 
O  moonwort  1  tell  me  where  thou  hid'st  the  smith, 
Hammer  and  pinchers,  thou  unshodd'st  them  with. 
Alas  1  what  lock  or  iron  engine  is't 
That  can  the  subtle  secret  strength  resist  ? 
Still  the  best  farrier  cannot  set  a  shoe 
So  sure  but  thou,  so  shortly,  canst  undo* 

The  old  alchemists,  however,  had  a 
more  profitable  use  for  moonwort  than 
the  unshoeing  of  horses ;  they  employed  it 
for  converting  quicksilver  into  pure  silver 
— at  a  time  when  that  metal  was  neither 
'' degraded"  nor  ''depreciated." 

There  is  an  old  and  pleasant  belief,  of 

'which  John  Buskin  makes  efiective  use  in 

driving  home    one    of  his  morals,  that 

flowers  always  bloom  best  in  the  gardens 

of    those   who   love   them.      One  could 

easily  find  a  rationalistic  explanation  of 

this  sentiment,  of  course,  but  we  have  seen 

somewhere  mentioned  a  superstition    to 

the  effect  that  wherever  the  moonwort 

flourishes  the  owner   of  the  garden    is 

honest.      Whether    this    superstition   is 

'widespread  or  of  andent  date,  we  have 

been  unable  to  ascertain. 

The  ingredienta  thrown  into  the  mystic 


cauldron  by  European  sorcerers  were  in 
close  imitation  of  those  of  the  ancient 
alchemists.  Moncure  Conway  has  pointed 
out  that  among  the  ingredients  used  by 
Eaglish  and  Scotch  witches  were  plants 
gathered,  as  in  Egypt,  at  certain  seasons 
or  phases  of  the  moon.  Chief  among  such 
plants  were  rue  and  vervain.  The 
Druids  called  vervain  the  ''Holy  herb," 
and  gathered  it  when  the  dog-star  rose, 
placing  a  sacrifice  of  honey  in  the  earth 
from  which  they  removed  it. 

In  old  Greece  and  Some  vervain  was 
sacred  to  the  god  of  war,  and  in  Scandinavia 
it  was  also  sacred  to  Thor.  It  was,  moreover, 
carried  by  ambassadors  of  peace,  and  was 
supposed  to  preserve  from  lightning  any 
house  decorated  vrlth  it.  In  later  times 
we  find  that  a  decoction  of  vervain  and 
rue,  mixed,  had  such  a  remarkable  effect 
on  gun-metal  that  any  one  using  a  gun 
over  which  the  liquid  had  been  poured 
would  shoot  as  straight  as  a  die. 

Had  this  belief,  one  may  wonder,  anv- 
thing  to  do  with  the  special  effect  on  the 
eye  always  supposed  to  be  possessed  by 
rue  f  Its  virtue  as  an  eye-salve,  at  any  rate, 
may  explain  how  it  came  to  be  regarded 
as  capable  of  bestowing  the  ''second 
sight.''  To  this  day,  in  the  Tyrol  it  is  still 
believed  to  confer  fine  vision.  If  halluci- 
nations were,  as  Moncure  Conway  assumes, 
the  basis  of  belief  in  second  sight,  then  we 
can  understand  the  reputed  virtues  of 
rue  in  its  narcotic  quaUties.  We  have 
explained  how  it  came  to  be  called  "  herb 
of  grace,"  but  some  think  it  got  this  name 
through  being  used  in  witchcraft  by 
exorcists  to  try  the  devil. 

Speculating  on  why  herbs  and  roots 
should  have  been  esteemed  magical,  Mr. 
Andrew  Lang  concludes  that  it  is  enough 
to  remember  that  herbs  really  have  medi- 
cinal properties,  and  that  untutored  people 
invariably  confound  medicine  with  magic. 
Thus  it  was  easy  to  suppose  that  a  plant 
possessed  virtue  not  only  when  swallowed, 
but  when  carried  in  the  hand.  The  same 
writer  examines  the  theory  that  rue  was 
the  Homeric  moly  —  which  in  a  former 
article  we  identified  with  the  mandrake. 
Bat  Lang  rejects  the  theory,  and  says  that 
rue  was  called  "  herb  of  grace  "  and  was 
used  for  sprinkling  holy  water  because  hi 
pre-Christian  times  it  had  been  supposed 
to  have  effect  against  the  powers  of  evil. 
The  early  Christians  were  thus  just  en- 
deavouring to  combine  the  old  charm  of 
rue  with  the  new  potency  of  holy  water. 

"  Euphrasy  ana  nte,''  says  Lang,  '*  were 
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employed  to  purge  and  purify  moital  eye& 
Pliny  is  very  learned  about  the  magical 
virtues  of  rue.  Just  as  the  stolen  potato 
is  sovran  for  rheumatism,  so  '  rue  stolen 
thriveth  the  best.'  The  Samoans  think 
that  their  most  valued  vegetables  were 
stolen  from  heaven  by  a  Samoan  visitor. 
It  is  remarkable  that  rue,  according  to 
Pliny,  is  killed  by  the  touch  of  a  woman, 
in  the  same  way  as,  according  to  Josephus, 
the  mandrake  is  tamed." 

Although  we  find  me  in  the  witches' 
cauldron,  we  also  find  it  as  a  popular 
specific  against  the  blight  of  witchcraft 
Concernbg  this,  however,  Moncure  Con- 
way says  that  ^^the  only  region  on  the 
Continent  where  any  superstition  concern- 
ing rue  is  found  resembling  the  form  it 
assumed  in  England  as  a£Fecting  the  eye,  is 
in  the  Tyrol,  where  it  is  one  of  five  plants — 
the  others  being  broom-straw,  agrimony, 
maidenhair,  and  ground-ivy — which  are 
bound  together,  and  believed,  if  carried 
about,  to  enable  the  bearer  to  see  witches, 
or  if  laid  over  the  door,  to  keep  any  witch 
who  shall  seek  to  enter  fastened  on  the 
threshold."  In  Scandinavia  and  North 
Germany,  St.  John's  wort  was  used  in 
much  the  same  way  for  the  same  purpose. 

As  to  the  vervain,  which  we  have 
seen  associated  with  rue,  this  is  a  plant 
the  use  of  which  against  witchcraft  was 
more  widely  distributed,  just  as  its  medical 
virtues  were  also  more  extensively  known. 
The  vervain,  indeed,  was  a  sacred  plant 
among  the  Greeks,  as  well  as  among  the 
Druids,  who  gathered  it  with  solemn 
religious  ceremonies,  as  they  did  the  sacred 
mistletoe.  Vervain  was  most  esteemed, 
however,  as  a  love  potion,  but  the  con- 
nection between  its  virtues  in  this  respect, 
and  its  power  over  witches  and  spirits  of 
evil,  we  must  not  attempt  to  trace  here. 

We  speak  of  vervain  in  connection  with 
rue,  because  it  was  the  "holy  herb," 
just  as  rue  was  the  ''herb  of  grace."  Not 
only  was  the  vervain  sacred  among  the 
early  Druids,  but  it  acquired  an  early 
sanctity  among  Christians.  Thus  the 
legend  runs : 

All  hail,  thou  holy  herb,  vervain, 

Growing  on  the  ground  ; 
On  the  Mount  of  Calvary 

There  wast  thou  found ; 
Thou  helpest  many  a  grief, 

And  staunchest  many  a  wound ; 
In  the  name  of  sweet  tfesu 

I  lift  thee  from  the  ground. 

Mr.  Thistleton  Dyer  says  that  a  wreath 
of  vervain  is  now  presented  to  nev^ly- 
married  brides  in  Germany,  but  whether 


this  is  a  survival  of  the  sanctity  of  the 
plant  or  of  its  ancient  reputation  as  a  love 
philtre  and  charm,  we  are  unable  to  say. 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  vervain  has  sadly 
fallen  out  of  favour  in  this  country, 
although  not  many  years  ago  a  pamphlet 
was  written  to  recommend  the  wearing 
of  vervain,  tied  by  white  satin  ribbon 
round  the  neck,  as  preservative  against 
evil  influences  and  infection. 

''On  the  Continent" — rather  a  wide 
term — Mr.  Hilderic  Friend  says,  "the 
three  essential  plants  for  composing  a 
magic  wreath  are  rue,  crane's-bill,  and 
willow."  The  crane's-bill  is  the  Herb 
Bobert,  or  Robin  Hood,  and  the  willow 
has  always  been  connected  with  lovers. 
Such  a  wreath,  then,  is  made  by  lovers 
when  they  wish  to  see  their  "  fate."  Love- 
sick maidens  will  employ  such  a  wreath 
to  find  out  how  long  they  have  yet  to 
remain  single.  They  walk  backwards 
towards  some  selected  tree,  and  as  they 
walk  throw  the  wreath  over  their  heads 
until  it  fastens  on  one  of  the  branches. 
Failure  to  "catch  on"  reqfutres  another 
backward  walk,  and  so  on — each  failure 
to  buckle  the  tree  counting  as  a  year  of 
spinsterhood.  It  seems  rather  an  awkward 
way  of  getting  at  the  future,  but  if  not 
more  blind  than  other  processes  of  love 
divination,  would  at  least  require  the 
guarantee  of  the  absence  of  tight-lacing 
among  the  maidens  practising  it. 

Aristotle  mentions  the  use  made  by 
the  Greeks  of  rue,  as  a  charm  against  evil 
spirits,  and  he  accounts  for  it,  somewhat 
singularly,  by  the  habit  of  the  Greeks  iiv 
not  sitting  down  to  table  with  strangers. 
The  explanation  is  that  when  they  ate 
with  strangers  they  were  apt  to  become 
excited  and  nervous,  and  so  to  eat  too 
rapidly,  with  the  result  of  flatulence  and 
indigestion.  These  effects  were  equivalent 
to  bewitchment,  as,  indeed,  disorders  of 
the  digestive  organs  are  frequently  re- 
garded by  many  Eastern  peoples  even  to 
this  day.  As  rue  was  found  to  be  an 
effectual  antidote  to  theae  distressing 
symptoms,  it  became  a  charm  against 
enchantment. 

Among  many  old-wife  recipes  for  the 
cure  of  warts  is  the  use  of  rue.  Most 
people  know  the  old  folk-jingle : 

Ashen  tree,  ashen  tree, 
Fray  bury  these  warts  of  me. 

which  has  to  be  accompanied  by  the 
thrust  of  a  pin  into  the  bark  of  the  tree. 
The  idea  was  doubtless  to  extract  the  sap, 
for  the  application  of  thistle- juice  and  the 
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jafce  of  the  ranuncnlas  are  said  to  prove 
efficacious  in  removing  warts.  In  Devon- 
shire they  use  the  jalee  of  an  apple,  but  in 
some  parts  of  the  country  rue  is  preferred. 
Other  wart-curing  plants  are  the  spurge, 
the  poppy,  the  celandine,  ihe  mangold, 
the  briony,  and  the  crowfoot. 
As  old  Michael  Drayton  remarked  : 

In  medicine,  simples  had  the  power 

That  none  need  then  the  planetary  hour 

To  helpe  their  workinge,  they  so  juiceful  were. 

To  this  day  the  French  peasants  believe 
that  the  curative  properties  of  vervain  are 
most  pronounced  when  the  plant  is 
gathered,  with  proper  invocations,  at  a 
certain  phase  of  the  moon. 

The  notion  that  animals  are  acquainted 
with  the  medical  properties  of  plants  is  an 
old  one — probably  older  than  either  Pliny 
or  Aristotle.  Our  own  Gerarde,  the 
herbalist,  tells  that  the  name  celandine 
was  given  to  that  flower,  which  Wordsworth 
loved,  from  a  word  meaning  swallow, 
because  it  is  used  by  swallows  to  *'  restore 
sight  to  their  young  ones  when  thefr  eyes 
be  put  out."  Then  Coles,  the  old  botanist, 
also  writes  :  "  lb  is  known  to  such  as  have 
skill  of  nature,  what  wonderful  care  she 
hath  of  the  smallest  creatures,  giving  to 
them  a  knowledge  of  medicine  to  help 
themselves,  if  haply  diseases  are  among 
them.  The  swallow  cureth  her  dim  eyes 
with  Celandine :  the  wesell  knoweth  well 
the  virtue  of  Herb  Grace :  the  dove  the 
verven :  the  dogge  dischargeth  his  ma  we 
with  a  kind  of  grass  :  and  too  long  it  were 
to  reckon  up  all  the  medicines  which  the 
beasts  are  known  to  use  by  nature's 
direction  only." 

A  Warwickshire  proverb  runs : 

Plant  your  sage  and  rue  together, 
The  sage  will  grow  in  any  weather, 

the  meaning  of  which  is  not  very  clear. 
But  that  is  a  common  complaint  with 
rhymed  proverbs.  Another  rhyme,  how- 
ever, in  which  rue  appears,  has  a  more 
practical  note : 

What  savour  is  better,  if  physicke  be  true. 
For  places  infected  than  wormwood  and  rue  ? 

!Rae,  indeed,  seems  to  have  been  in  special 
request  as  a  disinfectant  long  before 
'' Carbolic"  was  invented,  or  "Condy" 
beard  of,  yet,  perhaps,  containing  the  germ 
of  the  idea  contained  in  ''Sanitas."  For  dis- 
infecting purposes  wormwood  snd  me 
were  used  sometimes  together,  and  some- 
times separately. 

The  connection  between  plants  and 
heraldic  badges  is  often  close,  and  although 
we  do  not  find  rue  frequent  in  heraldry, 


one  curious  instance  of  it  is  interesting. 
In  809  an  Order  was  created  whereof 
the  collar  was  made  of  a  design  in  thistles 
and  rue — the  thistle  because  "  being  full 
of  prickles  is  not  to  be  touched  without 
hurting  the  skin,"  rue  because  it  *'  is  good 
against  serpents  and  poison." 

Here  we  have  a  suggestion  of  the  lizards 
of  the  old  oracle  quoted  above. 

A  RUBBEE  OR  TWO. 


*<  The  man's  only  a  visitor — a  complete 
stranger  to  the  club ! " 

"It's  to  be  hoped  he'll  remain  a 
stranger.'' 

**To  my  mind  his  conduct  looks  un- 
commonly like  insolence." 

"It  is  certainly  presumptuous.  I  sup- 
pose it  will  be  allowed  that  we  have 
played  whist  before  Mr.  Cramp  arrived." 

''Played  whist!  Good  Heavens!  I 
played  whist,  sir,  before  I  was  breeched  1 
The  Penfolds  have  been  a  whfst-playing 
family  for  generations.  My  mother  played 
whist,  and  her  mother!  I  myself  am 
sixty-three  years  old,  and  I  beg  leave  to 
state  that  I  have  lost  as  much  money  and 
made  as  much  money,  at  whist^  as  any 
man  of  my  means  in  England ! " 

"I  don't  pretend  to  have  had  your 
experience.  General,  but  I  have  always 
been  under  the  impression  that  I  have 
some  rudimentary  notions  of  the  gaipe." 

'<0f  course  you  have!  And  sos  the 
Admiral !"  General  Penfold  turned  towards 
Admiral  Glover.  He  raised  his  voice  to  a 
roar.     *'  Haven't  you,  Admiral  1 " 

The  Admiral  was  sitting  in  an  attitude 
indicative  of  dejection.    He  rubbed  his 
hands  together. 
''  I  should  like  to  have  a  rubber." 
Mr.  Bowman  leaned  over  towards  the 
Admiral,  and  explained,  in  a  crescendo  scale. 
''The  General  was  asking  if  you  had 
any  idea  of  the  rudiments  of  whist." 

'<Yes,  a  rubber  at  whist.  But  there 
are  only  three  of  us." 

The  Admiral  looked  round  flie  room,  as 
if  he  were  searching  for  a  fourtti.  The 
General  glared  at  him. 

"  The  old  beggar  gets  deafer  every  day." 
He  thrust  his  hands  into  his  trouser 
pockets.  "It's  the  craze  of  the  day,  the 
desire  to  teach  your  grandmother.  But, 
hang  me  if  I  ever  thought  it  was  going 
to  come  to  whist ! " 
"  Only  a  visitor,  too  1 " 
"  I've  played  whist  in  this  club  for  over 
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fifteen  years,  and  I've  never  been  so  aat 
npon  before.  Why,  if  there's  any  mlea  in 
whist  which  erery  tyro  knows,  it  is  the 
role  which  tells  yon  that  you're  to  return 
your  partner's  lead.  When,  the  other  night, 
I  had  this  man  Cramp  for  a  partner,  he 
never  returned  my  lead  except  once  1  And 
then,  why  on  earth  he  did  it  I  don't  know." 
*'When  I  was  playing  with  him," 
plaintively  commented  Mr.  Bowman,  "he 
trumped  my  trick.  I  have  always  under- 
stood that  to  trump  your  partner's  trick  is 
not  a  commendable  thing  to  do.  Yet, 
when  at  the  end  of  the  hand  I  pointed 
out  to  him  what  he  had  done,  he  appeared 
to  be  quite  surprised  to  find  that  I  thought 
he  had  done  anything  wrong." 

"And  then  the  way  in  which  he  plays 
his  trumps  1  When  you're  strong  in  trumps, 
play  'em.  Why,  I've  seen  him  lead  trumps 
when  he  had  a  singleton,  and  stick  to 
them  like  glue  when  he  had  six  in  hand." 
"Have  you  noticed  how  the  man's  a 
walking  book-case  1 " 

"  I  should  think  he's  in  the  trade.  Con- 
found him,  he's  got  a  book  in  every  pocket. 
I've  played  whist  all  my  life,  and  I  never 
so  much  as  looked  at.  a  book.  I  don't  go 
in  for  theory,  but  practice" 
"  Of  course  1 " 

"  His  long-winded  words  and  scientific 
balderdash  stick  in  my  throat  I  play  good 
old-fashioned  English  whist !  Fve  played 
good  old-fashioned  English  whist  all  my  life  1 
I  mean  to  play  good  old-fashioned  English 
whist  until  I  die  i  It's  good  enough  for  me. 
Youean  takeyour twiddiy-twaddly  new  theo- 
ries, and  your  American  bunkum,  to  some- 
body who  likes  that  kind  of  thbg.  I  don't." 
*'  Just  so."  A  voice  was  heard  on  the 
stairs.    "Here's  Mills." 

"  Confound  Mills  I  The  man  doesn't 
know  a  club  from  a  spade."  The  door 
opened.  Mr.  Mills  came  in.  *' Hollo, 
Mills,  you're  just  the  man  we  want 
Come  and  make  up  the  rubber." 
Mr.  Mills  declmed. 

"  Iliank  you.  General.    You  know  I'm 
no  player.    But  here  is  Mr.  Cramp." 
Mr.  Cramp  eame  in.    He  was  willing. 
"  I  shaU  be  delighted." 
Silence  followed.    The  General  and  Mr. 
Bowman  looked  at  each  other.    Then  they 
looked  at  Mr.  Cramp.    Mr.  Cramp  seemed 
to  be  quite  unconscious  of  their  scrutiny. 
He  seated  himself  at  a  table.    He  said  : 
"  I  am  spoiling  for  a  game." 
The  General  and  Mr.  Bowman  advanced 
towards  the  table.      As  they  went,  the 
General  whispered  into  Mr,  Bowman's  ear : 


••  In  for  it,  by  gad  1 " 

They  seated  themselves.  The  Admiral 
brought  up  the  rear.  They  cut  for 
partners.  The  General  and  "MLt.  Bowman 
cut  together. 

''As  we  sit,"  the  General  chuckled. 

"You  remember,  General,"  remarked 
Mr.  Cramp,  "that  discussion  I  hid  with 
yon  on  leading  from  five,  headed  by  a 
series  of  four.  I  have  here  '  Bane  on  the 
Penultimate 


u 


Mr.  Cramp  produced  a  little  book  firom 
an  inner  pocket  of  his  coat. 

"  It  is  my  deal,"  interposed  Mr.  Bow- 
man.    "  I  think  I  cut  the  lowest." 

The  General  assented  without  so  much 
as  a  siga.    Mr.  Cramp  went  on  : 

"  It  is  a  valuable  little  work.  He  says 
here,  on  page  eleven,  referring  to  the  leads 
from  fives,  not  trumps ** 

"  WUl  you  cut  to  me,  Mr.  Cramp  f  " 

Mr.  Cramp  cut  to  Mr.  Bowman,  and 
then  continued : 

"Here  is  the  hand.  Hearts  trumps. 
Kins,  ten,  five  of  hearts.  Ten,  seven  of 
spades.  Ace,  queen,  knave  of  diamonds. 
Qaeen,  knave,  ten,  nine,  and  four  of  clubs." 

"  Knave  of  clubs."  Mr.  Bowman  faced 
the  trump.  "  Would  you  mind  taking  up 
your  cards,  Mr.  Cramp  f " 

"Eh— one — one  moment.  I — ^I  should 
like  just  to  tell  you  what  Bane  says." 

"  Couldn't  you  tell  us  what  Bane  says 
after  the  rubber  f " 

"I  should  very  much  like  to  get  you 
one  of  these  little  works.  General  Or 
perhaps  I  might  be  able  to  get  one  for  the 
club.  They  are  rather  expendvei  but  I 
think  if  I  were  to  try " 

"Are  you  in  tlie  book  trade,  Mr. 
Cramp  f " 

"  The  book  trade  I  What  makes  you 
think  that ) " 

"  You  seem  so  anxious,  sir,  that  I  should 
purchase  books  which  are  absolutely  devoid 
of  interest  to  me." 

"  It's  your  lead.  Admiral ! "  roared  Mr. 
Bowman  behind  his  hand. 

The  Admiral  led.  The  game  progressed. 
Some  rather  peculiar  play  was  seen.  Mr. 
Cramp  and  his  partner  were  a  little  at 
loggerheads.  Mr.  Cramp  played  his  game, 
the  Admiral  played  his.  The  result  was 
that,  though  they  had  a  little  the  best  of 
the  cards,  their  adversaries  scored  two  by 
tricks.  Mr.  Cramp  endeavoured  to  observe 
on  this  as  the  Admiral  began  to  deal 

"  Didn't  you  notice  my  call?"  he  enquired 
of  his  partner. 

The  Admiral  dealt  calmly  on. 
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"  Didn't  yon  notice  my  call  I ''  he  repeated 
a  little  loader. 

Still  the  Admiral  dealt  Mr.  Bowman's 
countenance  wore  a  bland  endle. 

"  Toall  have  to  shout  if  you  want  to 
make  him  hear,"  he  said. 

«  Didn't  you  notice  my  call ) "  yelled  Mr. 
Gramp. 

The  Admiral,  suddenly  alive  to  the  fact 
that  some  one  was  addressing  him,  fumbled 
with  the  cards  as  he  turned  his  attention 
to  liis  partner. 

<<FaUt  No,  I  heard  nothing  about 
your  fall.    Did  you  hurt  yourself  ? " 

Every  one  smiled— but  Mr.  Cramp. 
That  gentleman  realised  what  it  is  to  be 
afflicted. 

"  He — ^he  seems  very  deaf,"  he  said. 

No  one  took  the  remark  as  addressed  to 
himself.  The  Admiral  went  on  dealing. 
The  tum-np  fell  to  Mr.  Bowman. 

"Misdeal,"  that  gentleman  remarked. 
"  You  put  the  Admiral  out  by  shouting  at 
him,  Mr.  Oramp." 

Mr.  Cramp  looked  a  little  green. 

"  A  man  is  rather  handicapped  who  has 
a  partner  who  is  as  deaf  as  a  post." 

The  Admiral,  who  seemed  nonplussed 
at  the  result  of  his  labours,  was  staring  at 
the  cards  as  they  lay  on  the  table.  The 
General  was  preparing  to  take  his  turn. 

*'  You  see,  Mr.  Cramp,"  continued  Mr. 
Bowman,  '<  the  Admiral  has  played  whist 
all  his  life^  and,  perhaps,  thinks  he  knows 
a  Uttle  about  it.  Possibly  he  does,  if  he  is 
left  alone." 

Mr.  Cramp  put  up  his  eyebrows.  He 
smiled. 

«  Don't  you  think  that  it  is  possible  for 
a  man  to  have  played  whist  all  his  life,  and 
yet  to  know  very  little  about  it  after  all  % " 

"  Scarcely,  if  he  |s  an  educated  man,  and 
has  played  with  educated  men." 

"  But  suppose  those  educated  men  have 
been  educated  in  everything  else  but 
whist  1 " 

Mr.  Bowman  shrugged  Ids  shoulders. 
The  General  laid  down  the  pack  of  cards 
with  which  he  was  about  to  deal 

"Excuse  me.  Bowman,  but  if  we're 
going  to  have  a  discussion  on  first  prin- 
ciples I  propose  that  we  adjourn.  If  we're 
going  to  play  whist,  let's  play  whist." 

"Yes,"  sighed  Mr.  Cramp,  "let's  play 
whist" 

The  result  of  the  hand  was  even  more 
disastrous  to  himself  and  his  partner  than 
the  first  had  been.  By  scoring  the  three 
odd  tricks  their  opponents  were  enabled 
to  announce  a  treble.  This  dire  catastrophe 


seemed  to  cause  the  Admiral  some  search- 
ings  of  heart 

«  Why,"  he  asked  of  Mr.  Cramp,  "didn't 
you  return  my  lead  ? " 

"  What  lead  1 " 

For  once  the  Admiral  seemed  keen  of 
hearing. 

"I  led  a  club." 

"I  wished  to  establish  my  spades.  I 
had  seven.  If  you  had  acted  on  my  eignal 
we  should  have  had  the  game  at  our  mercy." 

The  Admiral  turned  to  the  General. 

"  What's  he  say  f  If  he'd  returned  my 
lead  I  should  have  made  my  ace  and  queen 
of  dubs." 

Mr.  Cramp  leaned  over  the  table. 

'^  I  wish  you'd  let  me  persuade  you  to 
get  •  Cole  on  Whist' " 

"  Books  again  1 "  growled  the  General. 

"  My  dear  General,  when  a  man  tells  me 
that  he  cares  nothing  for  what  he  calls 
'book  whist,'  I  ask  myself — and  I  some- 
times ask  him — if  he  thinks  it  possible 
to  acquire  a  science  by  merely  getting 
by  heart,  parrot  fashion,  a  number  of 
obsolete  and  actually  erroneous  traditions." 

The  General  seemed  to  choke  bad: 
something  which  was  in  his  throat 

"  Whose  deal  1 "  he  demanded. 

"Mine,"  said  Mr.  Cramp. 

"Then  deal" 

Mr.  Cramp  dealt  When  the  hand  had 
been  played,  it  was  found  that  Pelion  had 
been  piled  upon  Ossa.  With  three  by 
tricks  and  the  honours  the  General  and  his 
associate  scored  another  treble  o£f  the  reel. 
Two  trebles  and  the  rub  was  a  pleasant 
commencement  of  the  evening's  play.  Nor 
was  the  pleasure  lessened,  from  the  loser's 
point  of  view,  by  the  fact  that  the  cards 
had  not  been  by  any  means  so  one-sided  as 
the  result  suggested. 

By  this  time  several  other  persons  had 
entered  the  room.  No  one  attempted  to 
start  another  rubber,  but  quite  a  little 
crowd  clustered  round  the  table  to  watch 
the  one  which  was  already  in  progress. 
The  process  of  cutting  for  partners  was 
followed  with  interest,  interest  which  was 
not  lessened  when  it  was  observed  that 
the  order  of  pky  was  disarranged,  and 
that  Mr.  Cramp  was  cast  with  the  General. 

"  Have  you  been  thinking  about  what  I 
said  to  you  the  other  night  about  the  caU  t " 
enquired  Mr.  Cramp  of  Us  partner,  as  he  took 
the  seat  which  Mr.  Bowman  had  vacated. 

"About  what)" 

As  he  put  the  question  the  General's 
bearing  was  that  of  a  broomstick,  with  a 
head  on  top. 


' 
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"  The  call  I  have  here  a  very  admirable 
little  work,  by  an  AmericaD.  It  is  called 
<  The  Call  for  TrampB,  with  some  Kemarks 
upon  the  Echo.'"  Mr.  Cramp  drew  a 
little  paper -covered  pamphlet  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket  The  General  watched 
its  appearance  in  a  state  of  apparent 
speechlessness.  '^It  may  seem  a  little 
officious  on  my  part  to  be  so  continually 
referring  to  anthorities,  bat  the  tmth  is 
that  whisti  as  a  game^  has  entirely  altered 
during  the  last  few  years.  I  find  here,  at 
Pendleton,  such  a  seeming  unconsciousness 
of  this  fact,  ihat  I  hope  I  may  be  excused 
if  I  venture  to  call  attention  to  the  funda- 
mental difference  which  exists  between 
whist  as  it  is  and  as  it  was." 

"  Will  some  one  ring  the  bell  for  me," 
observed  the  General,  "and  order  some 
brandy  neat  t " 

Mr.  Cramp  went  placidly  on,  apparently 
not  observing  the  peculiarity  of  the 
Gkneral's  manner. 

"  Whist,  as  it  is,  has  attained  to  the 
dignity  of  an  exact  science.  A  whi^t 
player  is  able,  by  a  series  of  prearranged 
signals,  to  inform  his  partner  of  every  card 
in  his  hand.  After  two  or  three  rounds  he 
should  know  where  every  card  is  lying. 
So  completely  is  every  detail  arranged, 
that  it  is  scarcely  an  exaggeration  to  say 
that  he  should  know  exactly  what  card  to 
play  under  every  possible  combination  of 
circumstances.  In  other  words,  he  should 
be  as  entirely  at  his  ease  as  if  the  cards 
were  lying  face  upwards  on  the  table." 

"Aren't  you  going  to  have  any  more 
whist  t"  enquired,  in  the  innocence  of  his 
heart,  the  Admiral  of  the  General. 

The  General  exploded. 

"  Good  Heavens,  sir !  How  the  some- 
tblnged  something  should  I  knowl  The 
man's  talking  to  us  as  though  we  were  an 
awkward  squad." 

"  Really,  General,  you  mistake  me." 

Mr.  Cramp's  manner  was  mild.  The 
General's  manner,  as  he  replied,  was  any- 
thing but  mild. 

"I  would  have  you  not  to  mistake  me, 
sir!  This  is  the  Pendleton  Club.  We 
are  members  of  the  Pendleton  Club.  You 
have  done  us  the  honour,  while  enjoying 
the  Pendleton  breezes,  to  become  a  visitor 
at  the  Pendleton  Club.  We  desire  to  treat 
you  as  our  guest.  We  don't  force  you  to 
play  whist,  but  for  goodnees'  sake  don't  try 
to  teach  your  grandmother  if  you  do." 

Mr.  Cramp  bowed,  seemingly  in  quiet 
acquiescence.  A  rather  acid  smile  was  on 
his  face.    Perhaps  he  found  the  General, 


if  a  little  vulgar,  hard  to  answer.  He  re- 
turned the  pamphlet  to  his  waistcoat 
pocket.  Mr.  Bowman  dealt  the  cards. 
The  nine  of  hearts  was  turned. 

Mr.  Cramp  and  his  partner  ought  to 
have  won  the  odd,  but  they  didn't.  Ttds 
was  owinff  to  the  difference  between  their 
styles  of  play.  Possibly  Mr.  Cramp  wouldn'c 
understand  his  partner's  method,  and  it 
was  quite  evident  that  his  partner  couldn't 
understand  his.  In  consequence  of  which 
slight  misunderstanding,  although  they 
had  the  honours,  their  opponents  took 
three  tricks. 

"  I  think.  General,"  observed  Mr.  Bow- 
man, with  malicious  intent,  *'that  you 
ought  to  have  had  the  odd." 

"  The  odd,  shr  1  We  ought  to  have  won 
the  gamel" 

He  looked  at  his  partner  as  if  he  had  a 
mind  to  eat  him. 

"  Have  you  studied  the  American  leads  f" 

Mr.  Cramp  put  the  question  to  his 
partner  gently. 

''The  what,  sir  V" 

"  The  American  leads.  I  have  here " 

Mr.  Cramp's  hand  stole  towards  the  tails 
of  his  coat. 

"Good  gad,  sir,  leave  your  books  in 
your  pocket  1 " 

Mr.  Cramp  accepted  the  rebuke. 

"  It  is  a  little  work  I  have  which  deals 
with  the  American  leads.  I  don't  l^ink 
you  have  paid  much  attention  to  the 
question  wluch  is  now  so  prominent  In  the 
circles  of  pure  whist,  the  question  of  the 
penultimate." 

"  The  what,  sir » " 

"  The  penultimate." 

"  I  tell  you  to  what  you  don't  seem  to 
have  paid  much  attention,  sir.  You  don't 
seem  to  have  paid  much  attention  to  the 
fact  that  you  put  your  ace  upon  my  king." 

"  I  thought  you  wished  me  to." 

"  Wished  you  to  take  my  trick  f " 

"In  order  that  I  might  give  you 
spades." 

"Why  the — something — did  I  want 
spades  % " 

''  Now  that  is  the  question  which  I  put 
to  myself.  At  the  time  I  could  only  draw 
my  inferences  from  your  play." 

The  General  took  out  his  bandanna.  He 
wiped  his  brow. 

"  Hasn't  that  brandy  of  mine  come  yet  1 " 

Daring  the  next  hand  play  progressed 
smoothly — in  a  sense — and  to  a  certain 
point  At  that  point  Mr.  Bowman  picked 
up  a  card  ftrom  the  tabla 

<'  General,  you  have  revoked." 
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The  General,  who  had  been  playing  as 
though  he  were  sittbig  on  hot  bricks,  turned 
a  beantifal  peony  colour. 

"  Never  did  saeh  a  thing  in  my  life  1 " 

"  Yon  have  done  it  now.  You  played  a 
ipade  when  a  heart  was  led,  and  now  you 
play  a  heart." 

The  thing  was  undeniable.  Every  one 
saw  it  at  once,  except  the  delinquent. 
He  saw  it  by  degrees.  Mr.  Bowman  put 
up  the  double. 

"  That  was  an  unfortunate  accident  of 
yours,  Greneral."  Mr.  Oramp  said  this 
quite  sweetly.  ''  We  had  the  honours,  and 
the  trumps,  and  the  cards.  We  might 
have  made  the  odd  trick,  with  luck.  I 
have  seen  a  treble  scored  with  a  much 
worse  hand.  But  that,  of  course,  under 
present  circumstances,  we  can't  expect." 

The  (General  leaned  upon  the  table. 
By  ittretching  out  his  hand  he  might  have 
caught  his  partner  by  the  nose. 

*'  Are  you  playing  with  me  or  against 
me,  dr  t  If  you  are  playing  with  me,  why 
do  you  take  all  my  tricks  % '' 

"  I  own.  General,  that  I  find  your  lead — 
no  pun  intended — misleading  1 " 

The  General  drew  his  breath. 

"  I — I  don't  want  to  insult  you,  sir,  but 
I  have  played  whist  for  fifty  years,  and  I 
have  never  before  sat  down  at  a  table  with 
a  man  like  yon." 

"So  I  should  imagine — judging  from 
your  play." 

The  Gleneral  sat  back  in  his  chair.  He 
looked  wildly  round  the  room.  Again  he 
drew  the  bandanna  across  his  brow. 

"  Deal,  some  one  1  Let's — let's  get  it 
over!  I — I  don't  want  to  make  a  brute 
of  myself  i " 

The  Admiral  dealt.  And  there  was 
peace  for  a  time.  A  short  time,  and 
then  there  was  a  storm.  The  General 
brought  his  fist  down  upon  the  table  with 
a  crash  which  appeared  to  be  even  audible 
to  the  Admiral. 

« Why  the  devil  did  you  put  your  ace 
upon  my  queen  % " 

Mr.  Cramp  seemed  surprised. 

"I  don't  know  if  it  is  the  custom  at 
Pendleton  to  criticise  the  play  while  a 
game  is  in  process." 

"I'm  not  going  to  sit  still  and  be  shot 
at  by  my  own  partner!  Why  the  devil 
did  you  put  your  ace  upon  my  queen ) " 

''  May  I  explain  % "  Mr.  Oramp  turned 
to  Mr.  Bowman.  That  gentleman  nodded. 
"  I  thought  it  was  an  urgent  call." 

"  What  the  something  do  you  mean  by 

urgent  call ) " 


"  You  put  your  king  upon  my  knave." 

'*  I  was  third  player ! " 

Mr.  Bowman  interposed. 

"  You  were  wrong.  General." 

"  Wrong  1"  The  General  gasped. 
"  Wrone  1  Upon  my  soul,  I  never  thought 
I  should  come  to  this.  Let's  get  on !  After 
this  I  suppose  it  doesn't  matter  what  I  do." 

Whether  it  mattered  or  not,  he  did  it. 
And  it  did  matter,  for  the  result  was  that 
Mr.  Bowman  had  the  satisfaction — ^from  his 
point  of  view — of  putting  up  another  treble 
off  the  reel     Mr.  Cramp  smiled  bitterly. 

"  I  think,  General,  all  things  considered, 
that  you  ought  to  pay  my  losses." 

The  General  glared.  He  clutched  the 
Admiral  by  the  arm. 

"Gome  along,  Admiral.  Let's  get  out 
of  this.  I — I  don't  want  to  misbehave 
myself  in  a  public  room.  A  room  " — the 
General  stood  up  —  "  in  which  I  have 
played  whist  for  over  fifteen  years,  and  in 
which  I  have  never  been  insulted  till 
to-nfght." 

He  tore  the  Admiral  from  his  seat.  He 
dragged  him  with  him  from  the  room, 
which  was  rather  hard  upon  the  Admiral, 
for  he  had  no  cause  to  find  fault  with  the 
way  in  which  the  game  had  gone. 

"  Might  I  offer  my  friend  and  myself  as 
substitutes  for  the  players  who  are  gone  1 
— that  is,  if  no  other  gentleman  cares  to 
play." 

The  speaker  was  a  tall,  slight  man,  with 
a  long,  drooping  moustache.  Mr.  Bowman 
glanced  up  at  him.  He  was  a  stranger  to 
him ;  but,  at  that  season  of  the  year,  there 
are  so  many  strangers  in  Pendleton  that, 
at  the  club,  one  finds  almost  as  many 
visitors  as  residents.  Mr.  Bowman  had  no 
reason  to  be  dis&greeable — ^he  had  won. 

"  I  am  wOling." 

He  glanced  at  Mr.  Cramp.  Mr.  Cramp 
made  a  littJe  gesture  with  his  hands. 

"I  am  at  an;p body's  service.  All  I  ask 
is— whist ! " 

The  stranger  and  his  friend  came  for- 
ward. They  fell  together  in  the  cut  for 
partners.  The  stranger,  having  cut  the 
lowest,  prepared  to  deal.  As  he  dealt  he 
addressed  himself  to  Mr.  Cramp. 

<»Like  you,  my  friend  and  myself  are 
students  of  whist  as  it  is ;  I  might  almost 
say  of  whist  as  it  might  be." 

Mr.  Cramp  rubbed  his  hands  softly  one 
against  the  other ;  it  was  a  little  trick  he 
had. 

"  Disciples  of  Cole  ? " 

"  In  a  degree.  In  our  systems  of  signals 
we  go  further  ttian  Cole." 


282      [S«ptembar  16, 18»8.] 


ALL  THE  YEAE  ROUND. 


[Conducted  by 


"  I  scarcely  see  how  that  can  be,  unless 
yon  have  even  improved  upon  the  American 
leads." 

"Nol  Well,  I  shaU  be  happy  to 
explain  to  yon  after  the  mbber  is  over," 

If  the  new-comers  were  not  exactly  dis- 
ciples of  Cole,  they  at  least  appeared  to  be 
dbeiples  of  the  extremely  difficult  art  of 
getting  hold  of  the  eards;  and  it  was 
charming  to  see  the  way  in  which  they 
handled  them.  They  took  trick  after  trick 
in  the  serenest  style. 

"Book  already  1"  murmured  Mr.  Cramp. 

With  a  little  laugh  the  stranger  shut  up 
the  pack.  The  laugh  was  not  echoed  on 
the  expressive  features  of  Mr.  Cramp, 
nor  on  those  of  his  partner.  As  yet  they 
had  not  scored  a  trick.  The  new-comers 
went  gaQy  on.  They  took  Ae  odd  trick, 
and  all  the  rest  bissidesl  Or,  rather, 
they  stopped  at  five,  since  it  was  scarcely 
necessary  to  go  further.  But  there  was 
nothing  to  show  that  they  could  not  have 
taken  the  whole  thirteen  had  they  been 
BO  inclined.  Silence  followed  this  sur- 
prising result ;  that  is,  so  far  as  the  main 
company  was  concerned.  The  stranger 
remained  quite  at  his  ease. 

"  Tou  see,"  he  said,  <*  that  is  what  I  call 
whist  as  it  is,  or  perhaps  you  -  would  call 
it  whist  as  it  might  be.'' 

"  It  ought  to  be  sent  to  the  '  Field,' " 
murmured  Mr.  Cramp.  He  seemed  troubled 
in  his  mind. 

*'  Whist,"  pursued  the  stranger,  *'  in  its 
more  recent  developements,  as  I  understand 
the  thing,  becomes  simply  a  question  of 
signals.  The  most  perfeot  system  of 
signals  results  in  the  most  perfect  game  1 
My  friend  and  I  have  arranged  between 
ourselves  a  system  of  signaJling  which, 
I  think  I  may  say,  is  almost  perfect." 

'*  It  may  be  made  too  perfect,"  said  Mr. 
Cramp. 

"  How  so  9  You  yourself  said  that  whist 
has  been  raised  to  the  dignity  of  an  exact 
science.  You  can't  be  too  exact.  Let's 
carry  the  thing  to  its  logical  conclusion." 

Mr.  Cramp  was  stiU.  Mr.  Bowman 
smiled  a  ghastly  smDe. 

*'  I  don't  like  this  kind  of  whist" 

"  No  1 "  laughed  the  stranger.  *'  I  am 
sorry  1 " 

*'  You  look  sorry,"  said  Mr.  Bowman. 

One  does  not  mind  not  making  a  trick 
once  in  a  way,  though  one  would  prefer 
to  be  playing  for  love  even  on  that  solitary 
occasion ;  but  when  the  experience  is  re- 
peated— and  in  the  following  hand — ^a  man 
has  fidgets.    That  is  what  happened  that 


evening  at  the  Pendleton  Club.  The  new- 
comers again  walked  off  with  the  whole  of 
the  tricks,  and  Mr.  Cramp  had  fidgets,  and 
so  had  his  partner !  As  for  the  stranger, 
he,  it  possible,  was  more  at  his  ease  than 
ever. 

"  You  see,"  he  cried,  "  to  what  perfection 
a  system  of  signals  may  be  carried  I  How 
completely  mowledge  may  eliminate 
chance  1 " 

<a  do,'^  said  Mr.  Bowman.  '*I  see  it 
plaiiJy.  I  see  it  much  too  plainly.  Gentle- 
men, if  this  is  whist  as  it.  is,  in  future  I 
shall  turn  my  attention  to  somes  other 
game." 

He  rose  from  his  seat.  Immediately 
another  person,  a  dapper  little  man,  with 
shaven  cheeks  and  big  black  eyes,  had  his 
hand  on  the  back  of  the  vacant  diair.- 

"Gentlemen,  with  your  permission,  may 
I  complete  the  four  t " 

JNiO  one  offered  an  objeetion.  The  man 
sat  down.  He  out  Mr.  Cramp  as  his 
partner.  The  two  friends  were  i^ahi 
together.    The  latest  comer  had  the  deal. 

'  Gentlemen,"  he  observed,  as  he  dealt 
out  the  cards,  '^  I  too  am  a  student  of 
whist,  in  its  ktest  phase.  This  fa  as  it 
appears  to  me.  That  a  man  is  bound  to 
acquire  a  special  and  peculiar  knowledge, 
either  on  hb  own  account,  or  in  concert 
with  other  men,  and  that  he  b  entitled  to 
take  every  possible  advantage  of  a  man 
who  knows  less  than  he.  As  .has  been 
sftld,  whist,  in  a  sense,  has  become  a  science. 
Science,  in  the  sense  in  which  in  this 
connection  the  word  is  used,  eliminatea 
the  element  of  chance.  Now,  partner,  let 
us  see  if  we  cannot  command  Ae  fortune 
of  war," 

He  turned  the  ace  of  hearts.  He  took 
the  first  trick  with  a  trump — ^the  denee. 
He  led  the  ace  of  trumps  in  the  seocmd 
trick,  the  king  in  the  third,  the  queen  in 
his  fourth.  At  this  point  the  ptoyer  on 
his  right  laid  down  his  hand. 

"  ^1  trumps,"  he  murmured. 

"All  trumps,"  admitted  the  dealer. 
With  a  charming  frankness  he  faced  hia 
hand. 

"  The  deuce  1 "  There  was  an  interval 
for  refiection.  Then  that  player  delivered 
himself  again.  "You're  a  conjurer/'  he 
said. 

"  I  am.    So  are  you,  and  your  friend." 

"  Not  coBJurers ;  merely  *  amateurs. 
Dabblers  by  the  way." 

"Oh,  tlutt  expldns  it.  I'm  a  profes- 
sional And  of  course  in  whist,  in  its 
latest  phase,  the  amateur  is  done." 


Charles  Dickens.] 


BRIMSTONE  PETE. 


[September  16, 1893.]       283 


1 


He  addressed  himself  to  Mr.  Cramp. 

"  Take  my  advice.  Throw  some  of  those 
books  of  yours  upon  the  fire.  If  their 
teachiiifi;8  are  to  be  pushed  to  their  logical 
conduuon,  whist  wQl  become  a  game  only 
fit  for— coDJorers." 

BRIMSTONE   PETE. 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 

^ — - 

CHAPTER  IV. 

There  were  thirteen  of  us  left  in  the 
timber,  including  a  wounded  offiser,  who 
presently  detailed  five  men  to  watch  for 
the  Indians,  so  that  the  rest  should  get  a 
spell  of  sleep.  My  orders  were  to  proceed 
to  the  extreme  right,  and  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  down  the  viJley ;  so,  when  I'd  lit 
my  pipOi  I  started  off  through  the  brush. 
At  first  it  was  all  cut  up  with  horse  tracks, 
but  fDirther  on  the  branches  hung  heavy 
with  service  berries,  so  that  I  had  to  force 
my  way.  Presently  as  I  worried  along — 
ugh  !  I  can't  bear  to  think  of  it — I  found 
an  op^n  space  of  grass  by  the  edge  of  the 
wood,  and  there,  right  at  my  feet,  a  wUte 
man's  body,  burned.  Itumedaway  cold  with 
horror,  to  find  my  gaze  rooted  on  another 
body,  that  of  a  grizzled  old  man.  As  I 
turned  back  I  heard  a  low  crackling  sound, 
a  hiss  and  rush  of  fire.  I  looked.  There, 
right  in  front  of  me,  was  a  live  man  bound 
to  a  burning  woodpDe,  struggling  in  his 
torment  while  the  flames  spread  through 
the  heap ;  and  I  knew  him,  lad — my  one 
true  friend  in  all  the  world,  the  Calif ornian 
miner.  Brimstone  Pete ! 

I  hacked  at  his  ropes  with  my  sword, 
I  loosened  the  knots  idth  teeth  and  nails, 
and  desperate  slashes  at  the  wood.  I 
dragged  him  off  that  bed  of  fire,  wrenched 
the  gag  from  his  mouth,  then  flung  myself 
down  on  his  breast,  and  thinking  that  his 
fainting  fit  was  death,  lay  with  my  ear  at 
hifl  heart,  praying  as  I'd  never  prayed  be- 
fore. At  last,  when  I  felt  him  stir,  I  lifted 
his  head  to  let  him  see  my  face  and  know 
that  he  was  really  saved.  His  eyes  widened 
and  leapt  at  the  sight  of  me.' 

"  My  son ! "  he  cried,  "  my  own  son ! " 

There — there  was — a  bit  of  wet  ground 
further  on,  and  out  near  the  very  edge  of 
the  bnsh|  so  that  I  could  keep  my  eyes 
peeled  for  Indians.  I  hidf  dragged,  half 
carried  him  to  the  spot,  laid  my  wet 
handkerohief  on  his  scorched  side,  and  did 
all  I  knew  to  ease  the  bruises  that  had 
been  made  all  over  him  by  the  ropes. 
Then  he  asked  me  how  I'd  found  him.    I 


told  the  old  man  how  we'd  attacked  the 
Sioux  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  rifles  and 
got  thrashed. 

"  And  your  supports  1 "  said  he. 

I  told  him  how  Ouster  depended  on  us  to 
keep  half  the  Indians  busy  while  he  forced 
the  lower  ford  with  his  four  hundred  men. 

*'  And  the  rear  guard )  " 

'<  Entrenched  with  Jackson,"  said  I. 

"  What,  not  moving  to  Custer's  support ! 
Johnny,  Sitting  Bull  Is  running  this  show 
with  Spotted  Tail  for  his  war  chlel  This 
day's  going  to  bring  the  worst  kind  of 
disgrace  on  your  uniform,  my  lad." 

Presently  he  spoke  again : 

"Say,  go  over  to  old  man  Brown's 
body  and  mark  how  the  right  hand  points 
to  a  cranberry  bush.  March  five  paces 
from  the  hand  straight  towards  that  bush ; 
you'll  find  a  cleft  leaf  wilting  in  the 
grass.  Bun  your  sabre  through  it  and 
down  as  far  as  it  wi!l  go,  then  dig." 

I  found  the  leaf,  ran  in  my  sword  and 
struck  hollow  metal  It  turned  out  to  be 
an  old  tomato  can,  heavy  as  so  much  lead, 
which  I  opened,  and  found  to  be  full  of  gold. 

'<  Shove  it  in  your  haversack,"  said 
father;  then  Instantly  staggering  to  his 
feet,  "  What's  that  i " 

It  was  the  sound  of  musketry. 

CHAPTER  V. 

As  father  reeled  out  Into  the  strong  sun- 
light,  I  thought  I'd  never  seen  any  figure 
of  a  man  tluit  was  half  so  grand.  His 
grey  hair  and  black  grizzled  beard  were 
matted  with  blood,  his  body  all  streaked 
over  with  scarlet  wounds;  but  hissunbamt 
skin  had  the  glow  of  bronze,  while  the 
great  muscles  on  his  chest  and  thighs  had 
a  look  of  gigantic  strength.  With  hands 
sheltering  Us  eyes  he  was  taking  in 
Jackson's  position  at  the  hilL  All  the 
weakness  seemed  to  have  left  him,  his  eyes 
were  alight  with  anger. 

"Johnny,"  he  called,  "give  me  your 
shooting  Irons;  I'm  going  to  take  those 
cowards  yonder  to  Custer's  help  1 " 

I  heard  the  Lieutenant  yelling  at  us 
from  the  bush,  but  father  had  started  off 
down  the  line  of  Jackson's  dead  towards 
the  river,  and  I  wasn't  going  to  stay  be- 
hind. The  old  man  ran  lUce  a  deer,  so  that, 
loaded  with  my  clothes  and  the  gold,  it 
was  all  I  could  do  to  follow.  Half-way 
across  the  meadow,  I  came  up  abreast  of 
him  with  my  second  wind,  gave  him  my 
sword,  and  remarked  that  we'd  fighting 
ahead  of  us.  Away  off  down  the  valley  there 
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weid  five  dots  travelliog,  and  by  the  time 
we  Btnick  the  river  they  had  changed  into 
Indians  coming  down  on  us  at  fall  gallop. 
The  ballets  were  playing  merrily  all  roond 
as  as  father  led  down  among  dead  men 
and  mired  horses  into  the  ford.  When  we 
were  half-way  across  a  ballet  ploughed 
through  my  hair. 

"  Spoilt  yoar  scalp  1 "  said  the  old  man, 
laaghing  back  at  me.  At  that  moment  I 
foaled  my  spurs  in  the  tail  of  a  dead  horse, 
tripped,  went  headlong  into  a  hole,  and 
was  anchored  to  the  bottom  by  the  can  of 
gold  in  my  haversack;  my  senses  were 
going,  and  I  hadn't  a  ki<^  left  before  father 
was  able  to  get  at  the  scruff  of  my  neck. 
Dad  hauled  me  up  like  a  drowned  puppy, 
wrung  me  out,  got  the  revolver  from  my 
holster,  and  turned  to  fight  the  five 
Indians  as  if  he  were  potting  glass  balls 
for  a  wager.  Down  came  the  leading 
brave ;  a  second  bullet  struck  the  gun 
from  a  man's  shoulder;  and  the  young 
chief  had  just  time  to  tickle  father's  ear 
before  his  feathers  were  sent  flying, 
together  with  most  of  his  skulL  The 
fourth  bullet  was  dodged,  so  that  I  got  a 
slight  flesh  wound,  but  father's  fif  !ih  and 
sixth  left  only  one  Indian  in  condition  to 
run  away.  I  began  to  understand  the 
tradition  that  Brimstone  Pete  was  hardly 
a  safe  man  to  fool  with. 

Of  course  the  boys  up  on  the  hill  had 
been  enjoying  the  whole  entertainment,  so 
when  dad  turned  to  climb  up  Uie  bank  we 
were  met  with  a  ringing  cheer.  A  relief 
party  helped  us  up  the  rest  of  the  way, 
which  father  needed  badly  for  his  strength 
was  gone.  He  rallied  at  the  lines,  shook 
off  the  men  who  were  holding  him,  and 
climbed  up  on  top  of  the  en&enchment. 
<•  Who's  in  command ) "  he  called.  Major 
Jackson  came  forward.    '<  Well,  my  man  1 " 

"  Tour  man  1 "  sneered  Brimstone  Pete. 
'<Boys,  Coster  is  fighting  four  thousand 
Sioux  at  the  lower  ford.  Ain't  you  going 
down  to  help  t " 

There  was  no  answer,  except  that  a 
company  which  had  been  sent  to  open 
communications  came  straggling  back  out 
of  the  woods  leading  their  wounded  men. 
The  whole  crowd,  burning  with  shame,  was 
waiting  for  the  order  to  fall  ia  Down  the 
valley  we  could  hear  the  rattle  of  musketry 
in  the  distance,  gradually  fainter  and  fainter 
till  it  died  away.  Father  was  standing 
with  head  bent  down,  and  hands  clasped, 
while  the  whole  crowd  watched  him.  *'  Too 
late,"  he  muttered,  ''  I  am  too  late  1 "  A 
moment  later  I  heard  a  queer  groan,  and 


. 


before  I  could  move  he  pitched  forward, 
falling  heavily  on  his  face. 

Scarcely  a  man  moved,  but  far  off  we 
heard  a  few  more  scattered  shots,  then 
there  was  silence. 

CHAPTER   VI. 

As  soon  as  the  surgeon  had  got  father 
awakened  from  his  swoon  I  set  to  work 
under  his  orders,  helping  to  wash  and 
dress  the  wounds.  We  put  on  bandages 
and  straps  till  he  looked  like  a  mummy, 
wrapped  him  in  a  warm  quilt,  and  gave 
him  opiates  to  ease  the  pain.  The  sun 
was  going  down  in  glory,  the  supper 
fires  looked  bright  all  over  the  hill,  the 
air  just  breathing  about  us.  He  seemed 
as  though  he  woiUd  like  to  get  some  deep. 

"  Gdt  me  a  pipe,  sonny,"  he  whispered ; 
"  I've  not  had  a  smoke  for  three  days." 

I  borrowed  a  corncob  and  a  plug  of 
myrtle-navy,  glad  that  at  last  he'd  begun 
to  think  of  himself;  but  he  put  them  aside 
before  I  could  strike  a  match. 

"No,  Johnny,  there's  no  time  now;  I 
hear  them  creeping  through  the  bush 
yonder.  H.irk  1  that  cheep  of  squirrels  is 
a  signal.  Quick,  get  a  trumpet,  lad^  and 
sound  '  to  quarters  ! ' " 

Even  before  I  could  report  the  facts  a 
yell  rang  down  the  woods,  the  ab  was 
biasing  with  bullets,  the  Sioux  charging  up 
the  hill.  I  ran  back  as  soon  as  I  coald  to 
father,  to  find  that  he  had  actually  got  up 
to  drag  his  bed  to  the  trenches. 

"  Get  me  a  rifle,"  he  said,  <'  and  sixty 
rounds." 

It  was  a  magnificent  fight,  the  Indians 
charging  again  and  again,  till  sometimes 
we  had  to  fight  them  hand  to  hand.  As 
for  father,  I  guess  the  Indians  thought  that 
there  were  twenty  of  him,  for  he  lay  cool 
and  comfortable  in  his  bed  while  he  piled 
up  a  regular  heap  of  Sioux  warriors.  They 
drew  off  at  last,  leaving  us  eighteen  bodies 
to  bury,  besides  forty  or  fifty  wounded  to 
be  tended  by  the  hospital  sergeants.  The 
rest  of  us,  pretty  tired  after  our  three  hours' 
fighting,  curled  up  and  went  to  sleep  where 
we  lay. 

CHAPTER    VII. 

It  must  have  been  about  midnight  when 
father  woke  me  up,  wanting  me  to  get 
him  some  coffee. 

'^  Thankye,  Johnny,"  said  the  old  man, 
when  I  brought  him  his  drink.  "  Now,  I 
guess  you  want  to  be  off  to  sleep  agafai,  eht" 

Yes,  I  did  want  a  night's  rest,  sure; 
but  when  I  thought  of  him  lying  there  all 
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alone  in  his  pab,  I  concluded  it  would  be 
selfish  to  leave  him. 

<' We'll  have  a  quiet  smoke  together/' 
said  I,  "and  yon  can  tell  me  how  yon 
came  to  be  in  Sitting  Ball's  Camp." 

His  eyes  brightened. 

''Give  me  your  hands,"  he  said.  "I 
want  to  grip  them  hard ;  it  eases  me." 

''Well,  I  suppose  you  want  to  know 
what's  happened  since  we  parted  in  Bis- 
marck. Wintered  in  the  Biack  Hills,  took 
on  in  llUith  as  a  scout  with  General 
Crook.  He  got^  thrashed,  so  I  concluded 
I'd  had  enough  of  soldiers.  Old  man 
Brown  and  his  son  much  of  the  same  mind. 
Specially  the  kid,  who  was  always  cocksure 
unless  he  jast  happened  to  be  right. 
'I was  him  as  suggested  prospecting  the 
Big  Horn  Mounta&s  for  gold,  which  was 
a  good  proposition,  seeing  that  the  range 
ain't  much  visited,  and  the  Sioux  were 
too  busy  fighting  to  trouble  us. 

''  Up  to  June  we  found  nary  a  colour, 
whereas  the  Indians  were  a  continual 
nuisance,  hunting  us  down  for  our  scalps. 
Besides  that,  the  kid  had  a  mania  for 
wasting  powder,  particularly  on  stray  red- 
skinsi  and  every  time  he  fired  we'd  one 
round  less  to  carry  us  out  through  the 
Sioux  country.  Finally  powder  got  so 
scarce  that  Brown  and  me  concluded  we'd 
head^  him  quietly  off  on  the  home  stretch, 
and  it  was  only  when  we  actually  camped  to 
build  our  raft  for  the  river  that  the  kid 
caught  on.  At  daybreak  I  woke  up  first. 
The  east  was  like  the  breast  of  a  wild 
canary,  with  one  big  star  coming  up  out  of 
it  to  Ught  the  sun's  way.  The  mountains, 
I  guess,  must  have  been  saying  their 
prayenii  with  the  valleys  listening,  which 
made  me  think  of  my  old  woman  down  in 
Virginia  and  how  the  summer's  work  was 
wasted,  seeing  it  had  brought  me  no  nearer 
home.  A  black  thing  seemed  to  be  crawl- 
ing towards  our  camp ;  maybe  a  coyote,  I 
thought,  or  perhaps  an  Indian ;  but  any- 
ways, I  reached  for  my  gun,  covered  it, 
and  had  nearly  pulled  the  trigger,  when 
fiuddenly  it  turned  out  to  be  a  man.  He 
leapt  up  with  a  howl— a  little  beggar, 
nearly  bare  pelt,  and  wild  as  a  loon, 
holding  out  to  me  a  great  gold  nugget  as 
the  price  he'd  give  for  his  life. 

'*  Of  course,  we  did  all  we  could  for  him, 
but  it  was  quite  a  time  before  we  could 
boil  any  coffee,  his  throat  being  too  dry 
for  food.  He  wasn't  an  Indian,  neither 
exactly  white,  but  a  jabbering  French 
critter  from  the  Hadson's  B^y  country, 
and  dying  of  thirst  and  starvation.   Biscuit 


wouldn't  stay  down  his  tliroat,  coffee  not 
ready ;  we  just  had  to  sit  and  watch  while 
his  life  flickered  out  of  him  like  a  spent 
candle.  He  shook  back  his  snaky  hair, 
glared  with  them  great  crazy  eyes,  and 
pointed  to  the  hills  while  he  jabbered  at 
old  man  Brown.  Even  when  he  could 
jabber  no  more,  he  lay  straining  his  glazing 
eyes  towards  them  mountains,  tapping  with 
his  claws  on  the  nugget  and  pointing  at  the 
mouth  of  a  gully.  The  snow  fields  were 
rose-red  in  the  sunrise  when  he  reached 
out  his  lean  arms  towards  that  gulch, 
gazed  into  Brown's  kind  old  face,  and  fell 
back  dead. 

«  We  could  pretty  well  guess  what  must 
have  happened ;  the  finding  of  a  big  gold 
placer,  a  summer's  work  with  the  '  rocker,' 
the  game  further  and  further  up  the  slopes 
at  the  skirts  of  the  snow,  the  last  charge 
of  powder  that  had  missed,  the  old  flfait- 
lock  fiang  away,  then  a  run  for  the  settle- 
ments, with  Death  like  the  timber  wolves 
at  his  heels. 

"  We  buried  the  poor  critter  as  he  lay, 
with  the  nugget  in  his  hands,  and  liis  arms 
reached  out  to  the  liills.  The  kid,  being 
fresh  from  school,  remembered  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  so  we'd  even  have  made  shift  for 
a  service  but  that  he  couldn't  say  the 
words. 

''After  that,  what  with  Indians  and  want 
of  ammunition,  Brown  and  I  allowed  that 
we'd  no  right  to  risk  the  kid's  life  with 
further  prospecting;  but  the  youngster 
merely  remarked  that  we  were  a  couple 
of  idiots,  slung  into  the  saddle,  and  led 
for  the  Frenchman's  gulch.    We  followed. 

'*The  canyon  was  choked  with  sand 
drift,  hot  as  flames ;  but  instead  of  ending 
with  a  mere  draw  in  the  foothills  it  kept 
growing  deeper,  till  at  the  twentieth 
mile,  still  as  near  as  we  could  judge  on 
a  level,  we  found  hardened  mud ;  a  salty, 
green  puddle;  then  a  lake.  The  canyon 
had  doubled  in  width,  the  mountains  rose 
tremendous  overhead,  while  in  front  of  us 
deep  blue  water  reached  away  out  of 
sight  behind  a  bend.  We  camped,  and  at 
daybreak,  when  we  moved  on  to  the  end 
of  the  lake,  we  found  that  the  desert 
canyon  was  all  left  behind.  We  were  in 
a  beautiful  park  studded  with  timber,  the 
whole  place  bright  with  flowers,  and 
watered  by  a  sparkling  mountain  creek. 

"You  see  this  water  must  once  have 
flowed  right  on  down 'the  gulch,  but  the 
sand  drifting  in  from  the  plains  had 
dammed  it  back,  spreading  the  water  out 
into  a  lake  where  it  sucked  down  to  SLow 
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nndergioaiid  along  bed  rock.  No  wonder 
thb  LoBt  Biver  had  never  been  foond 
before  1 

**  On  the  lake  shore  we  washed  out  a  pan 
of  'dirt'  and  found  'colours';  at  the 
river  mouth  we  panned,  and  got  two  bits' 
wwth  of  fine  gold;  a  little  up  stream  it 
ran  nearly  three  bits  to  the  pan  *  coarse ' ; 
and  where  we  camped  at  about  the  fifth 
mile  we  got  fifty  dollars  a  day  to  the  hand. 
We'd  struck  the  richest  diggings  in  the 
"Rocky  Mountains  1  Man,  how  we  worked! 
Night  and  day  we  dandled  the  Frenchman's 
old  'rocker/  heaping  up  the  coarse  gold, 
scarcely  taking  time  to  bolt  our  meals. 
Kid  would  knock  o£f  first  to  bake  bread 
and  boil  coffee,  then  after  supper  we'd 
have  just  one  pipe  before  turning  in.  One 
evening  the  young  fool  staggered  into 
camp  with  a  deer  on  his  shocdders  which 
had  cost  one  of  our  last  ten  cartridges. 
Brown  and  I  were  on  the  bar  at  work,  but 
seeing  something  in  the  dusk  that  might 
have  been  one  of  us,  he  slung  the  carcase 
to  a  pine-tree,  chucked  a  friendly  biscuit 
by  way  of  greeting,  and  found  that  he  was 
fooling  with  a  full-grown  grizzly  bear.  Of 
course  he  shrieked  out,  but  before  Brown 
and  I  sailed  in  there  was  a  lively  '  scrap ' 
ia  the  camp.  The  kid  lay  across  his 
broken  gun,  left  arm  smashed,  clothes  in 
ribbons,  and  was  grubbing  around  that 
bear  with  his  sheath  knife.  We  peppered 
the  brute  till  it'  fell ;  but  by  the  time  we 
hauled  the  carcase  away,  the  kid  was  un- 
conscious. Old  man  Brown  tore  up  his 
last  shirt  to  bandage  that  precious  boy,  but 
I  loaded  the  mules.  We'd  spent  our  last 
shot  on  the  grizzly,  and  I'd  have  given  our 
packload  of  gold  for  a  safe  conduct  to  the 
nearest  white  man's  house.  The  kid  woke 
up  bright  as  a  cricket,  but  pulled  a  long 
face  when  he  found  we  must  travel  that 
night.  He'd  seen  the  poor  Frenchman  die, 
he'd  lost  his  own  mother  in  the  Minnesota 
massacres,  he  knew  as  well  as  I  did  that 
we  was  in  mortal  danger ;  but  in  spite  of 
his  broken  arm  and  all  sorts  of  death  lurk- 
ing around,  he  chattered  and  sang  songs 
tbe  whole  of  that  hard  night  march,  just 
making  us  two  old  fools  ashamed  that  he'd 
caught  us  afraid. 

'*  I  must  cut  it  short,  Johnny,  this  pain's 
driving  me  mad !  We  found  a  punt, 
travelled  by  night  down  the  Little  Bighorn, 
second  evening  thought  we  was  out  of 
danger  when  we  came  out  from  under  the 
bushes  here  by  the  upper  ford,  and  found 
ourselves  without  a  shot  to  fire  in  the 
middle  of  Sitting  Bull's  camp.  Indians  saw 


us,'  yelled  the  war-cry,  and  fired ;  but  the 
chief  accepted  Brown's  peace  sign,  so  we 
surrendered  on  condition  that  he  should 
let  the  kid  go  free.  They  carried  us  over 
to  the  clump  of  timber,  roped  us  down, 
and  by  way  of  keeping  promises  tortured 
the  kid  first.  As  to  our  gold,  they  ground 
most  of  it  up  with  grease  to  use  for  war- 
pidnt,  but  one  buck  seemed  to  know  more 
than  the  rest,  for  I  saw  him  cache  tliat 
tomato  can  under  the  cleft  leaf.  I — ^I 
can't  tell  you  the  rest  They  died  game, 
Johnny — they  died  game*— but  yon  came, 
my  son,  to  lift  me  up  out  of  the  valley  of 
the  shadow.  Don't  cry,  lad,  it  ain't  be- 
coming in  a  man.  It  was  all  for  your 
mother's  sake.  The  gold  would  have  made 
her  a  rich  woman.  You  see,  I  thought 
perhaps  after  a  while  she'd  go  back  on  her 
curse  and  make  friends,  as  we  were  once. 

*' Johnny,  that  'ere  punt  is  under  the 
dead  tree  just  below  the  ford.  I  want  yon 
to  go  to  that  fellow  you've  got  in  com- 
mand, tell  him  you  have  a  boat— don't 
mind  me,  the  boys  will  see  I  don't  want 
for  anything — ^tell  him  you'll  get  through 
Sitting  Bull's  lines  before  daybreak,  so  as 
to  carry  word  to  General  Terry.  When 
you  come  back  with  the  reliefs  I'll  tell  you 
where  to  find  that  gold,  and  your  motiier 
shall  know  after  all. 

"  Now  go,  be  brave,  lad.  'Fore  heaven, 
there's  nothing  else  on  earth  that  can 
possibly  save  this  command  i " 

Not  a  man  to  be  loved  by  halves,  Willie, 
lying  there  with  his  eyes  closed.  When  ha 
looked  up  again  he'd  think  I  was  scared  if 
he  found  me  still  at  his  side.  I  kissed  him 
on  the  forehead  and  stole  away. 

"  You've  a  boat  % "  said  Jackson,  when  I 
aroused  him.  "  Then  why  didn't  you  say 
so  before  1  Here,  I'll  scribble  a  few  words. 
Now  go,  my  lad,  and  if  yon  get  through 
alive  I'll  see  that  you're  not  forgotten." 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

I  TOOK  the  gold  and  two  revolvers,  put 
on  a  civilian  shbt  and  overalls,  drank  a 
cup  of  hot  coffee,  grabbed  a  handful  of 
biscuit,  and  left  the  camp.  It  was  still 
very  dark,  but  I  wasn't  long  in  finding  the 
punt,  which  was  hauled  up  on  a  mudbank 
under  the  trees.  I  swam  across,  shoved 
off,  dropped  down  the  current  quick  and 
quiet  as  a  water  rat ;  but  I'd  little  to  fear, 
for  the  camp  was  empty  along  the  river 
bank.  Off  across  the  meadow  fires  were 
burning,  where  thousands  of  Indians  were 
gathered  at  the  sc&lp  dance,  or  Ustenbg 
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to  the  vaunting  of  the  chiefs;  but  not  a 
sentry  had  been  posted  to  guard  the  camp. 
The  trees  hung  overhead  still  as  in  a 
dream ;  my  heait  was  pumping  away  like 
a  river  steamer;  every  stb  of  a  leaf  made 
me  start.  I  looked  about,  thinking  some 
awful  thing  would  spring  out  at  me  from 
the  tree  roots.  There  was  nothing  to  fear. 
Soon  I  was  out  in  the  starlight  where  a 
great  wide  trail  seemed  to  come  down  to 
Uie  river,  and  all  around  I  could  see  signs 
of  Custer's  great  fight  when  he  tried  to 
attack  the  camp.  The  risk  was  fearful, 
but  I  couldn't  so  on  until  I  knew  his  fate. 
Some  of  our  fdlows  might  be  alive  in  the 
woods,  perhaps  wounded  men  were  calling 
aloud  for  help.  Hiding  the  scow  under  a 
bush,  I  crept  ashore,  and  followed  up  the 
line  of  the  retreat  In  one  place  a  whole 
oompany  of  our  men  lay  in  rank  where 
they  had  fallen,  the  two  officers  in  place, 
and  not  a  sign  that  any  had  shirked  their 
fate.  A  little  further  on  the  trail  led  up  a 
bank,  where  on  the  ridge  lay  old  Eeogh 
and  all  his  troop,  just  where  they,  too,  had 
given  their  lives  to  cover  the  retreat. 
Again  a  little  further  on  I  came  to  a  scene 
tlubt  made  me  cry.  Here  had  fallen  Yates' 
Company,  and  in  the  midst,  a  broken 
sword  in  his  hand,  his  white  face  lifted  to 
the  sky,  lay  General  Caster. 

The  line  reached  on,  but  there  was  no 
need  to  follow.  Of  four  hundred  men,  the 
one  surviving  troop,  under  Caster's  brother, 
had  made  a  frantic  attempt  to  regain  the 
river.  It  was  so  silent.  Not  a  breath — 
not  a  cry.  Suppose  I  were  late  in  bringing 
news  to  Terry  t  I  ran  for  life,  haunted 
with  sickening  fear  as  I  thought  of  father's 
danger.  The  darkness  was  full  of  unearthly 
horror,  straDge,  frightful  sounds — soft  foot- 
falls in  the  turf  behind,  sniffing,  deep 
breathing,  a  snarl,  then  red  eyes  glaring 
out  of  the  bush,  and  the  wolves  were  upon 
me! 

Ahead  there  were  Indians,  now  robbing 
the  dead  and  barring  my  way  to  the  ford. 
What  could  I  do  1  Dash  into  cover  and 
take  my  chance  up  a  tree)  Join  the 
savagea  in  a  wolf  fight )  No,  for  between 
my  two  enemies  I  might  be  saved.  Grasp- 
ing my  revolvers  clubwise,  I  dashed  down 
upon  the  Indians  with  my  wolves,  struck 
like  a  thunderbolt,  yelled  like  the  fiend, 
then,  as  they  broke  away,  dashed  through 
the  midst  of  them  straight  to  my  boat, 
leaving  wolves  and  savages  to  settle 
matters  at  their  own  convenience.  As  I 
glided  like  a  grey  ghost  down  stream,  I 
heard  the  rousing  of  the  alarm  on  the  one 


side,  yelping  and  death  shrieks  on  the 
other,  then  faintly  in  the  rear  what  seemed 
like  a  general  panic  of  the  whole  Sioux 
nation. 

CHAPTER  IX, 

Td  been  pretty  badly  scared,  Willie,  but 
I  guess  that  run  through  Sitting  Bull's 
camp  is  the  one  considerable  act  of  my  life 
for  which  I  never  needed  to  kick  myself 
af  terwarda  The  rest  of  the  trip  was  plain 
sailing^  so  that  in  due  course  my  despatch 
from  Major  Jackson  brought  up  General 
Terry  to  the  rescue.  By  that  time  I 
hadn't  much  interest  left  in  the  war,  the 
Indians  being  in  fall  retreat  for  the  British 
Possessions.  What  I  wanted  was  to  get 
back  to  my  father  as  quick  as  old  Terry 
would  let  me.  Thanks  to  a  month's  fur- 
lough and  the  gold  dust,  I  wasn't  long 
before  I  was  on  the  way  to  Missouri  Biver, 
following  the  trail  of  the  ambulance  Uiat 
was  taking  down  wounded  men  to  hospital 

At  first  I'd  been  inclined  to  think  that 
father'syam  was  jostawildfreakof  delirium; 
but  now  I  began  to  remember  how  I'd  seen 
Spotted  Tail's  warriors  gilded  like  so  many 
picture  frames,  I  sized  up  the  fact  that  I'd 
gotten  fifteen  silver  dollars  for  every  ounce 
of  my  gold  dust  I  felt  the  pace  of  my  fine 
black  gelding,  flicked  up  the  pack  horse 
ahead,  and  looked  myself  over  in  an  outfit 
fine  enough  for  a  duke.  The  story  was 
true,  the  gold  of  Lost  Blver  was  real,  I'd 
only  to  hold  out  my  hands  to  grasp  wealth 
unbounded.  The  old  Virginia  house  was 
to  be  a  palace,  the  stony  farm  a  paradise 
with  orchards,  gardens,  and  blooded 
stock,  where  father  and  mother  should  live 
their  remaining  years  in  luxury,  while  as 
for  me — well,  I'd  breed  race  horses,  hunt 
big  game,  and  perhaps  run  for  Congress. 

When  I  overtook  the  ambulance  at  dusk, 
the  canvas-hooded  waggons  were  drawn  up 
in  a  square,  the  fires  lit,  the  cooks  swing- 
ing their  kettles,  the  boys  grooming  tlieir 
horses  along  the  picket  line.  It  seemed 
years  since  I'd  left  the  regiment  as  they  all 
came  crowding  round  me  to  shake  luoids, 
wanting  to  know  where  I'd  stolen  the  fine 
horse,  the  buffalo  "shaps,"  the  silver- 
homed  saddle,  and  white  sombrera  I  was 
so  happy  I  could  have  rolled  in  the  grass 
and  kicked.  And  now  to  the  old  man's 
side,  to  hear  him  praise  my  fine  outfit,  to 
sit  smoking  cigars  while  he  told  me  how 
to  find  Lost  Eiver,  to  buy  my  discharge 
from  the  army,  to  work  the  great  gold-' 
field  for  his  and  mother's  sake  I  But  when 
I  asked  which  waggon  Pete  was  in  there 
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was  a  hush,  the  boya  let  on  that  they  were 
biuyi  then  went  aside  whispering  together 
as  they  glanced  at  the  farthest  waggon, 
and  shook  theb  heads.  I  rode  up  to  the 
tailboard,  ripped  the  canvas  aside,  and 
looked  in.  The  flickering  light  oif  the 
camp  was  on  his  face,  his  sunken,  wasted 
face,  and  hair  that  had  all  tamed  white. 
In  his  hands  he  held  a  pack  of  cards  which 
one  by  one  he  dealt  out,  looking  np  at  me 
with  the  smile  of  a  tired  child. 

"  Three  spot,"  he  whispered,  ''  ace,  and 
a  qaeen,  bat  the  qaeen  corsed  me.  Now, 
it's  your  play  ! " 

I  flong  the  canvas  down,  struck  deep 
with  the  spars,  and  raced  oat  headlong 
across  the  plains.  All  night  I  rode,  while 
the  stars  reeled  across  the  sky,  and  the 
twilight  swirled  into  dawn.  The  san  came 
np,  the  harsh  blazing  day  rolled  across  the 
heaven  into  night  They  said  I  was  found 
lying  across  the  body  of  the  horse — ^let  it 
pass,  Willie,  let  it  pass. 

I_I  went  back— to  the  army.  For  his 
sake  I  rose  stop  by  step  till  I  was  riding 
master,  and  they  gave  me  a  commiasioD. 
All  I  cared  aboat  was  to  get  away  from  it 
all,  to  go  away  on  pass,  and  stay  at  the 
asylum  to  nurse  him.  He  would  get 
violent,  with  the  strength  of  a  tiger,  bat 
even  when  he  sprang  on  the  guards  to 
strangle  them,  a  word,  a  touch  from  me 
would  make  him  gentle  again.  We  used 
to  play  cards,  but  u  he  found  a  queen  in 
the  pack,  he'd  hold  it  to  his  heart  saying 
that  she'd  cursed  him,  and  he  loved  her 
always.  Sometimes  he  made  me  pretend 
I  was  his  own  son. 

One  day  I  was  in  riding  school  breaking 
a  squad  of  recruits,  when  a  telegram  came 
urging  me  to  make  haste  if  I  wanted  to 
see  him  alive.  I  never  slept  until  I  reached 
his  bedside,  then  three  days  watched  by 
his  pillow,  longing  for  just  one  glance  of 
recognition  before  he  died.  It  was  in  the 
peace  of  evening  when  he  awoke  from  a 
long  sleep.  I'd  been  reading,  but  had 
fallen  into  a  doze,  when  his  eyes  aroused 
me  and  I  found  his  gaza  fastened  lovingly 
upon  my  face. 

*'  Johnny,"  said  he,  •'  was  I  long  asleep  1 
Is  Jackson  relieved  1  He  is  1  Then  thank 
Heaven  I  Why,  Johnny,  boy,  how  old 
you've  grown  these  days  1  Yes,  I've  been 
ill,  very  ill ;  but  never  mind,  old  chap,  give 


me  a  week  to  get  strong  again.  Off  my 
head  for  a  while,  eh  1  Fever,  yes,  it  must 
have  been  brain  fever.  We'll  be  off  in  a 
few  days.  Tain't  far  to  Lost  River — easy 
enough  trip  with  horses,  just  the  third 
gulch  south  from  Bull  Creek.  What  a  rush 
there'll  be  when  news  gets  around  of  the 
strike  !  Tour  mother  shall  wear  diamonds 
— but  you  and  I — well,  we  two  will  sit  in 
the  stoop  and  smoke  over  old  times,  eh  t 

'<  Awful  weak,  Johnny,  'sif  I'd  been  in 
bed  for  years — ^kinder  Uiink  I  have  any- 
ways. Bat  the  pain's  gone.  Bums  &U 
healed  up,  eh)  Tes,  the  pain's  all  gone 
and  I  don't  care  a  cuss.  Sonny,  come, 
hold  my  hands,  I  feel  as  if  I  was  sinking 
away.    Hold  tight,  lad,  it's  as  though  I 

were   falling — down — down — down 

Remember — for  her  sake.  Hold  hard,  man 
— as — you  love  me,  for  it's  the  Valley — of 
the  Shadow--of— Death." 

Why  it's  sundown  !  We'll  just  have  to 
lay  our  ghosts,  and  get  down  to  some  ranche 
before  dark.  The  goldl  Well,  Willie, 
you  ought  to  know  Lost  River  by  this 
time,  considering  that  yon  were  born  and 
brought  up  there.  The  third  gulch  south 
from  Ball  Creek — easy  enough  to  find  that ! 
Our  City  Hall  stands  jast  about  where  the 
kid  had  his  fight  with  the  bear.  That 
*'  dirt "  which  father  and  old  man  Brown 
were  working  on  was  "drift"  from  the 
Sitting  Bull  "  ledge."  As  to  the  >ke,  it's 
gone,  drained  off  to  make  room  for  the 
Giant  Concentrator.  Therivert  We  turned 
it  loose  on  the  desert  to  make  Sioux 
county  one  of  the  very  richest  settlements 
in  the  United  States. 

Remember  your  poor  old  grandmother  % 
she  used  to  nurse  you,  Willie,  spank  you, 
love  you,  cry  over  you  until  you  went  to 
school  They  lie,  Pete  and  the  dear  old 
mother,  side  by  side,  not  parted  now — for 
the  curse  has  passed  away,  and  they  have 
found  their  rest. 
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CHAPTER  IV.     THE  BELLS  OF  SHAI4D0N. 

Where  ue  theifl  to  be  fooud  aweeter 
bella  than  thoBe  whose  lilreiy  roicea 
drop  Into  the  valley  fit  the  Lea  I 

Hot  msaj  a  time  and  oft  have  I  atood 
b;  the  loir  stone  wall  on  Patrick's  HiU, 
and  listened  to  their  motic  I 

Below  yoa  lies  the  wide  -  spreading 
valley ;  in  the  distance  green,  nndnlatlng, 
beantiifnl;  bnt  immediately  roond  the 
aqnare-towered  old  cfaorcfa,  all  is  thick 
with  narrow  streets  and  .poyerty-stricken 
little  cottBgea — some  mere  hovels.  An 
aaay-going,  happy-hearted  race,  theae 
denliens  of  this  oatlying  settlement ;  the 
woman  nnkempt,  the  children  very  scantily 
dowered  as  to  clothing,  bat  showing  anch 
wonderfully  beaatifal  faces  here  and  there, 
that  you  long  for  the  pen  of  an  artist  to 
give  them  life,  and  a  youth  that  cannot 
fade,  on  canvas.  In  a  anmmer'a  evening 
t^y  Bwarm  ronnd  the  doors  and  on  the 
high,  narrow  aide-walha  like  so  many 
beea,  and  keep  np  quite  as  eeaseleBs  a 
hnmming ;  while,  by  way  of  variety,  a  pink- 
skiDDed  young  pig  may  now  and  again  be 
seen  taking  a  bath  in  the  white  dnst  of 
the  road,  then  springing  up  with  a  snc- 
cesafon  of  little  shrill  squeaks,  and  rushing 
about  hither  and  tliither  pursued  by  young 
Ireland  on  bare  feet,  ntteting  equally  slirilt 
cries  of  delight ;  wiiile  the  matrons  at  the 
doors  Bay  admiringly  to  one  another : 

"Ah,  now,  the  erathnr — but  he'a  a 
■irate  little  glntleman  entoirely,  and  one 
day  he'll  be  tinder  as  a  chicken.     See  how 


Micky  hers  smoiles  at  him  already  now  I " 
and  Mick,  a  very  tiny  specimen,  is  held  np 
In  his  mother's  arms,  and  smiles  and  orowa 
at  the  pink  pig's  antics.  An  easy-going, 
lazy  sort  of  folk  these  Irish,  much  given  to 
baling  In  the  sun ;  finding  happiness,  in 
a  way,  even  tmid  poverty,  squalor,  and 
oveiciowding,  that  strike  the  stranger  as 
so  appaUing ;  people  who  would  pine  and 
die  In  one  of  our  model  lodging-bouses,  and 
infinitely  prefer  the  shelter  of  a  peat-cabin, 
where  yon  conid  not  see  yoarself  for 
smoke,  to  that  of  the  well-ordered  and 
eminebtly  respectable  realdenee  In  qnsBtion. 
So  quick  fn  sympathy  are  these  people 
that  your  sorrow  becomes  as  their  own; 
the  tear  in  yonr  own  eye  shines  reflected 
in  theirs;  yet  they  have  dangerons  passions 
slumbering  under  this  readily  stirred  nature, 
and,  once  conscious  of  wrong,  real  or  imagi- 
nary, know  no  hounds  in  the  lust  of 
revenge — such  are  your  true  Southerners, 
a  loveable,  faulty  race,  whose  family  ties 
are  a  passion,  and  whose  religion  is  a 
colossal  superstition. 

The  number  of  people  who  were  able  to 
£nd  place  in  one  of  the  small  cottages  that 
clustered  round  the  cburoh  of  Sweet  Chimes 
in  Shandon  Valley  was,  in  truth,  a  marvel. 
The  whole  place  was  like  a  rabbit-warren ; 
ragged  nrshins  running  In  and  out  of  doors, 
and  squatting  on  steps  or  on  the  curb- 
stone ;  veritable  children  of  nature,  frank 
and  free,  not  easily  made  afraid,  gay  and 
sprightly,  yet  never  Insolent  to  the  stranger 
who  found  himself  In  their  midst 

"Share,  and  it's  Fatsey's  own  ladyt" 
cried  one  of  these  gamina. 

"  Ah,  whist  now,  can't  ye,  Tim,  and  don't 
be  af tbet  makin'  too  free,  you  bold  gossoon," 
said  his  mother  severely;  at  which  the  bold 
gossoon  straightway  hid  his  head  In  her 
petticoats,  squinting  ddewaya  at  the  tall 
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svelte  figure  oif  a  yoang  English  lady,  who, 
with  a  basket  in  her  hand,  came  slowly 
down  the  sunlit  road.  He  kicked  his 
heels  in  an  agony  of  delight  and  shyness 
as  the  said  lady  stopped  and  spoke  to  him, 
all  shrouded  as  he  was.  Then  he  showed  a 
face  with  no  nose  to  speak  of,  and  the  widest 
of  mouths  fall  of  tiny,  pearl-white -teeth. 

"Patsey's  own  lady,"  he  said  again, 
evidently  convinced  that  he  had  made  a 
social  success  and  anxious  to  repeat  it 

"He's  the  boldest  boy  as  stands  in 
county  Cork,  is  our  Tim,"  said  the  mother, 
fondling  the  rough  unkempt  head  with 
one  hand  while  she  held  the  baby  over 
her  shoulder  with  the  other,  "  If  he  met 
dnr  Lady  herself  coming  over  the  hills,  he'd 
just  be  af  ther  passin'  the  tioie  o'  day  to 

her.     Glory  be " 

<•  Never  mind,  Tim,  you'll  make  a  grand 
soldier  one  of  these  days,"  said  the  lady, 
irith  a  smile  so  passing  sweet  It  might 
well  have  made  the  sunshine  blither  stii], 
and  behold  in  Tim  a  mighty  transformation  1 
He  was  out  of  his  mother's  gown  in  a  jiffy, 
out  on  the  side-walk,  a  very  soldier,  though 
a  sorry  tatterdemalion.  No  trussed  chicken 
could  have  been  straighter  and  stifier  than 
Tim ;  elbows  well  back,  bare  legs  keeping 
perfect  step  and  time,  while  the  shrill 
little  voice  rang  out  a  piping  clarion : 
"  Tan-ta-ra-ra,  rub-a*dnb-dnb-dub  • 
An  admiring  audience  seemed  to  rise 
from  the  ground;  Tim's  mother  by  no 
means  the  least  delighted  of  the  crew. 
One  little  fellow  beat  upon  a  saucepan  he 
had  purloined,  keeping  time  to  Tim's  song 
and  march.  It  was  quite  a  little  military 
parade  in  its  way. 

Suddenly  Tim  stopped  short,  and  looked 
up  into  the  lady's  face. 

*' That's  like  the  men  step  up  on  the 
hill,  but"— with  a  sigh— «^ they've  no 
drums  to  be  after  bating,  the  crathurs  ! " 

The  lady  turned  with  a  look  of  surprise 
to  the  lad's  mother. 

''  What  does  he  mean  t "  she  said.  "  Do 
our  men  drill  up  on  the  hills )  I  never 
heard  of  them  doing  so:" 

*'What  does  he  manet"  cried  the 
other,  much  disturbed,  and  shaking  the 
baby  up  wildly;  "what  is  he  manin', 
my  lady  ;  is  it  the  holy  saints  themselves 
could  tell  the  manin'  of  a  little  misfortnit 
villain,  same  as  thati  Be  off  wfd  ye, 
Tim,  now,  or  I'll  be  gettin'  ye  by  the  scruff 
o'  the  neck,  and  bringin'  the  divil's 
fantigues  out  o'  ye  by  shakin',  so  I  will." 

Tim  turned  one  somersault,  then  another, 
then  walked  a  few  steps  on  his  hands,  then 


II 


set  himself  right  end  uppermost,  and 
grinned.  Evidently  some  .new  "divil's 
fantigues  "  had  got  possession  of  him. 

**  There'll  be  a  tar-barril  shinin'  out  one 
o'  these  nights — ocb,  mnrther  1  but  it  'ill 
be  the  best  iver  seen." 

Tim  kept  well  out  of  reach  of  the 
maternal  wrath,  and  kept  edging  up  to- 
wards a  certain  low  door  leading  into  a 
carpenter's  shed,  and  much  affected  by  the 
youth  of  that  neighbourhood.  Yet  from 
this  very  quarter  came  vengeance  unlooked 
for  and  complete.  A  sinewy  arm — one 
not,  indeed,  entirely  unsuggestive  of  simian 
origin,  so  lean  and  hairy  did  it  show  in 
the  sunlight,  was  stretched  through  the 
dark  openipg  above,  and  Tim,  squeaking 
like  a  rat,  was  lifted  by  the  seat  of  his 
breeches  high  in  air,  and  so  conveyed  out 
of  sight.  It  was  a  wonder  that  those 
patched  and  fragmentary  garments  stood 
the  strain ;  the  simian  hand  must,  indeed, 
have  taken  a  firm  gxip,  and  held  on  with  a 
will. 

The  lady  looked  troubled  at  the  prompt 
disappearance  of  the  "  bold  gossoon,"  and 
had  to  be  reassured  by  Mrs.  Doughty  in 
her  politest  manner. 

"  Shure,  he'll  come  to  no  harm,  ma'arm. 
It's  just  the  dad  that's  after  wantin'  him 
to  dig  a  bit  in  the  potato-patch,  an'  that's 
the  blessed  truth.  He's  a  swate-natured 
cratur  is  Tim;  but  he  has  his  ways, 
ma'arm,  and  it's  the  dad  knows  how  to 
humour  him."  Then,  with  a  sudden 
change  of  tone :  "  It's  poor  wee  Pataey 
you'll  be  afther  comin'  to  see  to-day, 
the  saints  make  your  bed  in  your  own 
day  o'  sickness  1  Well,  he's  keepin'  fairly. 
Times  you'd  be  thinkin'  he'd  just  die 
away  wid  himself,  and  then  he'll  be  cheer- 
ing up  like  the  sun  from  behint  a  cloud. 
Shure  and  certain,  it's  a  crool  life  he  leads, 
an'  'twould  be  a  mercy  the  dear  saints  would 
take  him  to  be  one  up  above,  the  crathur  1 " 

"  We  must  do  what  we  can  while  he's 
left  with  us  here,"  said  the  lady  softly. 

What  a  delight  in  a  woman  is  the 
cadence  of  a  soft,  musical  voice  i 

Even  Mrs.  Doughty,  oppressed  by  the 
cares  of  a  family  like  the  sands  of  the 
sea-shore  in  winter,  and  hampered  by  Tim 
and  his  ^'divil's  fantigues,"  felt  the  soothing 
charm  of  face  and  voice  as  she  looked  and 
listened.  Doubtless  in  her  honest,  narrow 
soul  she  thought  It  a  pity  that  a  poor 
Protestant  heretic  should  be  so  fair  to 
look  upon,  so  sweet  to  hearken  to.  Stllli 
the  tender  Irish  heart  in  Mrs.  Doughty's 
bosom  warmed  to  the  woman  who  had  set 
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herself  the  loving  task  of  brighteniog  a 
little  safPeriDg  life,  and  bringing  light  and 
healing  into  the  darkness  of  pain  and 
suffefing. 

There  need  be  no  mystery  about  the 
fact  that  the  lady  with  the  basket  is  the 
heroine  of  oar  story.  If  any  carp  at  the 
basket  as  savouring  of  the  too  eommon- 
plaee,  I  can  but  plead  the  sacredness  of 
many  of  life's  most  prosaic  sides,  and  the 
mighty  example  of  one  of  the  greatest 
writers  that  the  world  has  ever  known — 
he  whose  immortal  Charlotte  first  appears 
before  the  reader,  "catting  bread  and 
batter." 

After  that  my  basket  may  be  pardoned ; 
the  more  so  as  it  contained  comforts  for 
little  Patsey,  the  child  who  was  always 
sick  and  mostly  sorry,  and  who  lived — 
such  living  as  it  was — ^in  Shandon  Valley. 

Alison  Drew  was  not  by  any  means  a 
garrison  beauty.  There  were  many  more 
striking  girls  to  be  seen  in  Cork,  that 
city  of  fttir  women.  Indeed,  she  did  not 
strike  you  at  all;  she  won  upon  you; 
stole  into  your  heart  until — an  almost  un- 
noticed presence  at  first — she  filled  it  com- 
pletely. Her  fine  and  noble  spirit  looked 
out  at  yoa  through  her  qaiet  steadfast 
eyes  of  golden  hazel ;  if  they  had  some- 
thing of  wistf  ulneas  in  them  at  times,  you 
were  not  surprised  when  you  knew  her 
story.  Her  hair — almost  the  colour  of 
her  eyes — fell  in  soft  tendrils  upon  her 
brow ;  her  mouth  did  not  appeal  to  you 
as  anything  particular  until  she  spoke  to 
you.  Toen  you  were  never  tired  of  watching 
its  sensitive  curves,  and  delicate  shades  of 
expression.  The  grace  of  her  figure  was 
not  that  of  languid  lines  and  affected 
inertness,  but  that  of  a  lithe  activity ;  and 
she  had  the  most  perfectly  formed  head 
ever  set  upon  a  woman's  shoulders.  That 
she  did  not  shine  out  among  her  fellows  as 
some  maidens  do  might  be  accounted  for 
by  the  paleness  of  her  colouringi  and  a 
something  subdued  about  her  whole 
personality,  that  gave  her  an  air  as  of  one 
who  rather  shrank  from  general  notice  and 
admiration ;  but  with  those  she  loved  this 


reaetve  gave  place  to  a  complete  self- 
sarrender.  Self-forgetf  ulneas  begets  courage, 
therefore  Alison  Drew  was  more  capable 
of  daring  in  a  supreme  moment  than  most 
women,  who  seldom  entirely  forget  the 
footlights.  A  youthful  cornet  of  Dragoon 
species,  who  prided  himself  upon  his 
French,  once  said  there  was  somediing 
"morne"  about  h^r,  and  that  her  eyes 
had  a  misty  look  when  she  was  not  talking ; 


a  peculiarity  which,  he  vowed,  gave  him 
the  creeps. 

There  may  have  been  some  truth  in  this 
theory  of  his;  for  Alison  was  one  who 
ever  walked  within  the  shadow  of  a  great 
sorrow. 

Her  mother,  the  only  sister  of  Major 
Henneker  of  the  One  Hundred  and  Ninety* 
Third  regiment  of  foot,  had  made  a  most 
unhappy  marriage;  had  at  length  been 
deserted,  and — as  so  often  happens  to  the 
gentlest  and  the  best,  why,  we  poor 
mortals  are  little  able  to  explain — sorrpw 
upon  Boirow  feU  on  her  devoted  head, 
bowing  it  low,  even  to  the  dust.  A 
horrible  disease  fell  upon  her  already  en- 
feebled frame,  and  death  stared  her  in  the 
face,  rather  perhaps  should  we  say  watched 
her  with  grave  and  pitying  eyes,  even  as  a 
mother  watches  her  little  tortured  babe 
and  longs  to  see  it  close  its  eyes  in, the 
sleep  that  is  eternal  rest  "You  have 
suffered  enough — come  home  1 "  those 
shadowy  eyes  seemed  to  say. 

Yet  had  earth  one  fond|  sweet  tie,  and 
that  was — ^Alison. 

The  daughter's  love  for  the  mother  was 
a  passion ;  and  the  agony  of  that  moment 
in  which  Alison  was  told  that  4<^atb,  in 
one  of  its  most  dreadful  forms,  was  in- 
evitable for  the  one  creature  she  loved  of 
all  the  world,  left  its  mark  upon  her  lifoi 
even  as  the  jagged  wound  leaves  an 
ineffaceable  scar.  Not  one  detail  of  the 
trying  care  needed  by  such  a  case  was 
committed  to  the  hand  of  a  stranger,  how- 
ever skilled. 

Diiy  and  night — anight  and  day — the 
two  women  dreed  their  bitter  weird. 
Wuat  communion  of  hearts,  what  spiritual 
agonies  and  consolations  wera  theirs,  who 
may  say  %  Alison  spoke  little  either  then, 
or  ever,  of  those  months  of  a  terrible 
ordeal,  over  whose  terrors  love  did  still 
prevail,  and  faith  shone  from  above  as  the 
jmu  shines  upon  deep  and  troubled  waters. 
9he  end  came ;  the  sweet  and  patient  eyes 
were  closed ;  tlie  wasted  hands  crossed,  as 
in  unquestioning  submission,  on  the  once 
tortured  breast.  Then  Alison  gathered 
herself  together  to  live  her  life,  even  as 
that  dear  one  would  have  had  her  live  it. 
She  looked  out  upon  aU  the  world  with 
eyes  that  sought  only  how  she  might  help 
and  comfort  the  weary  and  the  heavy- 
laden.  They,  of  all  the  world,  appealed 
to  her  most,  since  they  had  in  some 
sort  the  essence  of  the  loved  and  lost. 
Heaven  calls  upon  us  all  for  these  fearful 
struggles  after  higher  things.    We  cannot] 
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liDger  wdeping  by  the  grave  where  we  have 
laid  oar  dearest.  Life  finds  no  place  for 
baitings  by  tbe  way.  We  must  on,  with 
what  strength  we  may,  crippled,  maimed, 
never  as ,  once  we  were,  yet  God's  own 
ereatores  still,  with  all  His  work  to  do. 

Alison  gladly  accepted  the  o£fer  of  her 
uncle  to  make  his  honse  her  home.  She 
was  so  far  independent  as  to  be  a  burden 
to  none ;  but  her  desolation  cried  out  for 
home-ties  and  home-surroundings;  and 
now,  after  four  years,  it  really  feeemed 
quite  a  ridiculous  thing  to  the  Hennekers 
to  try  and  realise  that  she  had  not  been 
always  with  them. 

"Mother,"  Elsie  Henneker  would  say, 
'*  however  did  we  get  along  before  Alison 
came  to  be  one  of  usl"  and  Mrs.  Henneker 
had  no  solution  of  the  question  to  offer. 
There  was  no  small  significance  in  the 
expression  ''  one  of  us."  Alison  was  not 
among  them ;  she  was  of  them.  You'  see 
the  firat  lesson  of  sorrow  is  often  bitterness; 
the  second,  love.  At  first  we  are  ready 
to  hate-  all  things,  because  the  desire  of 
our  eyes  is  taken  ftrom  us;  then,  tears 
wash  away  the  hardness ;  we  love  all  the 
sad  and  sorrowful  creatures  of  the  world 
for  the  sake  of  the  loved  and  lost.  It 
had  been  so  with  Alison.  The  exquisite 
perfection  of  her  sympathy  with  others 
made  an  atmosphere  as  of  music  around 
her.  She  was  both  wise  and  witty ;  and 
through  the  grey  shadow  that  still  hung 
over  her  came  soft  gleams  of  light  and 
gentle  ripple  of  laughter. 

But  there  was  no  laughter  in  her  eyes 
or  on  her  lips,  as  she  sat  by  little  Patsey. 
Alison  had  passed  down  a  narrow  court, 
and  through  the  doorway  of  a  sort  of 
shanty  that,  as  Mrs.  Doughty  put  i^, 
"  looked  the  other  way  "  —  that  is,  stood 
back  to  back  with  the  houses  frontiing  the 
lane.  The  windows  of  this  lean-to  were 
mostly  glazed  with  rags,  but  here  and 
there  an  unbroken  pane  let  in  a  ray  of 
light  that  fell  lovingly  upon  the  face  of 
the  sick  child.  Patsey's  couch  was  a 
strange  one — ^an  old  soap-box  filled  with 
shavings,  with  a  board  nailed  across  one 
end  for  his  head  to  rest  upon. 

Never  would  Alison  forget  the  first  time 
she  had  seen  that  wonderfully  beautiful  face 
looking  up  at  her  with  an  amazed  delight, 
as  though  she  were  some  angel  visitant. 

.'*What— oh.  what  is  this?"  she  said, 
more  as  if  speaking  to  herself  than  to  those 
about  her. 

"That's  Patsey,  ma'arm';  just  himself 
and  nothing  else  at  all  at  all,"  sdd  some 


one  by ;  but  Alison  had  neither  eyes  nor 
ears  for  any  one.  She  was  down  on  her 
knees  beside  the  lowly  bed ;  she  had  lifted 
a  little  withered  hand|  like  a  bird's  claw, 
in  her  own ;  and  the  tears  were  welling  up 
as  she  met  the  gaze  of  the  great  luminous 
grey  eyes,  whose  fringes  were  black  as 
night,  and  in  whose  depths  lay  the  spell 
of  a  marvellous  patience  and  pathetic  en- 
durance. 

''He's  just  a  blighted  bein',  a  mis- 
fortnit  crathur  entoirely,  is  Patsey  1  He's 
tin  years  ould  come  Michaelmas,  an'  he's 
juat  got  no  body  to  spake  ol  Praise  be  to 
the  holy  saints  ! " 

It  was  quite  true.  Patsey's  head,  and 
face  were  those  of  a  boy  of  ten  years  old ; 
his  little  shrivelled-up  body  was  but  an 
atomy,  and  as  if  that  were  not  enough,  the 
tiny  limbs  were  all  twisted,  and  pain  oft- 
times  racked  the  feeble  frame  days  and 
nights  together. 

Things  were  a  sood  deal  different  with 
little  Patsey  MolToy  since  he  had  found 
his  "own  lady."  The  daintiest  little 
pillow,  stuffed  with  softest  eiderdown,  lay 
beneath  his  head,  instead  of  an  old  coat 
folded  crosswise  as  heretofore.  He  would 
pat  it  softly  with  his  elfin  fingers  as  he 
lay,  and  never,  xfever  let  any  one  but  his 
mother  put  a  hand  upon  it. 

How  his  face  comes  back  to  me  as  I 
write,  and  the  sound  of  his  little  piping 
voice,  telling,  over  and  over  again,  the 
story  of  how  he  was  changed  by  the  fairies 
long  ago — long — ^long — ^ago— "when  he 
was  a  baby  1 "  Those  ten  years  of  ever- 
suffering  life  seemed  such  a  long  time,  you 
see,  to  Patsey.  He  is  no  creature  of  my 
fancy,  this  poor,  wee  boy,  in  his  box- 
cradle  ;  this  boy  with  the  lovely  face,  golden 
locks,  and  poor,  mummied- frame.  His 
patience,  his  endurance,  his  pretty,  gentle 
ways,  all  these  are  part  of  a  story  that  is 
true ;  the  story  of  a  little  life  that  has  long 
since  passed  through  the  gate  of  deathi 
into  the  haven  of  rest  that  lies  beyond. 

Across  the  foot  of  Patsey's  bed  was  now 
found  a  second  board — moveable,  so  as  to  be 
taken  away  at  night  time — and  thereon  did 
royally  disport  themselves  many  sheep,  pain- 
fully white,  amid  trees  like  pine-apples  on 
sticks,  vividly  green ;  the  whole  tended  by 
two  shepherdSi  apparently  second-cousins 
to  Shem,  Ham,  and  Japhet,  as  seen  in 
Noah's  ark.  The  arrival  of  these  toy  figures 
in  Coram's  Court  had  been  an  epodh; 
Patsey,  for  the  nonce,  had  found  himself  a 
hero;  and  sometimes  had  to  torn  his 
golden  head  aside  upon  the  eider-down 
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pillow  to  hide  a  tear  that  would  comei 
becaosa  the  joy  of  it  all  was  almost  too 
mach  for  him  to  bear.  The  story  of  his 
being  a  "  changeliog  *'  was  not  without  its 
difficulties  to  Patsey.  Mrs.  MoUoy  woiUd 
tell  how  she  left  the  "swatOi  smoDing 
babe ''  in  a  wooden  cot  before  the  fire  of 
peat,  and  how  when  she  came  in  again, 
Danny,  the  old  dog,  had  "  ivery  hair  on 
his  body  standing  straight  on  end,  an'  his 
teeth  grinnin'  same  as  an  ould  skull,  and  the 
cat — bad  cess  to  it — had  a  back  arched  up 
like  the  bridge  across  the  strame  at  MoUoy 's 
uncle's  on  the  mother's  side,  which  is  well 
known  to  be  like  a  hog's  back  for  sharp- 
ness, an'  then  we  knew  'twas  a  fairy- 
craythur  had  bin  an'  changed  the  child, 
an'  from  that  day  Patsey  shrivelled  up  to 
an  atomy.  Heaven  be  his  bed  one  day, 
praise  be  to  €k)d,  who  is  no  respecter 
of  persons  at  all  at  all ! "  Patsey  would 
listen  to  this  marvellous  tale  with  his 
great,  bright  eyes  fixed  upon  the  mother's 
nee.  Then  the  questfon  of  his  own 
identity  would  rise  up  and  confront  him. 

"Where  did  I  get  to  the  time  I  was 
changed  about  I"  Then,  with  a  bewil- 
dered look  and  a  little  pucker  of  the 
delicate  brow :  "  Wheriver  did  I  get  to ) " 
"  Shure,  an'  it's  your  own  mother's  son 
you  are,"  would  libs.  MoUoy  break  out  in 
a  frenzy;  "her  own  illigant  Patsey,  an' 
no  other ;  not  if  the  praste  himsel'  swore 
difiPerent,  avick ;  and  it's  just  the  loight  of 
her  loife  ye  are,  me  darlint,  and  she'd  be 
but  a  poor' Cray thur  entoirely,  widout  ye 
to  smoile  at  her  when  she  comes  in  from 
the  mass  where  she's  bin  prayin'  for  ye 
and  bumin'  a  candle  as  long  as  me  arm — 
the  saints  be  good  to  us  this  day !  And 
isn't  it  the  house  widout  ye  that  would 
be  like  a  cage  wid  the  singin'  burred  flown 
and  gone!  Arrah,  now,  but  there's  the 
truth  for  ye,  me  darlint.^' 

On  the  day  when  first  we  have  seen 
Alison  Drew  wending  her  way  to  the 
Utile  houses  in  Shandon  Valley,  her 
thoughts  take  saddened  form  as  she  turns 
her  steps  homewards. 

"Does  no  one  see,"  she  thinks,  "that 
the  face  of  the  sick  boy  is  growing  smaller, 
the  luminous  eyes  larger  and  brighter,  day 
by  day  f  Can  no  one  ^ee  that  the  *  singin' 
barred '  is  about  to  take  wing  and  fiy — 
that  the  hand  of  death  is  about  to  open  the 
cage  door  and  set  the  little  captive  free  t " 
I  At  the  turn  of  the  road,  above  Patrick's 
I  Hill,  a  sunbeam  awaited  Alison. 
I  It  was  Elsie,  Major  Henneker's  young 
I  daughter,  bright-haired,  bright-eyed,  with 


a  smile  that  dazzled  the  British  subaltern, 
no  matter  to  what  branch  of  the  service 
he  belonged,  and  a  love  of  mischief  pe- 
culiarly her  own. 

"Naughty!"  she  cried,  holding  up  a 
rallying  finger.  "  I  was  watching  for  you. 
Do  huriy  up.  Mrs.  Musters  is  trying  to 
play  the  harmonium ;  she  is  getting  ever 
so  red  in  the  face,  and  the  thing  is  wheez- 
ing horribly ;  and  oh,  Alison,  the  Colour- 
Sergeant  has  brought  us  such  a  lovely  new 
chant  1" 

Then  the  two  girls  turned  into  the  small 
and  shabby  building  that  went  by  the 
name  of  the  Garrison  Chapel. 


THE  KING'S  DOUBLE. 


The  likeness  was  striking,  unmistakeable. 
There,  enthroned  on  a  lofty  seat  above 
the  President  of  the  High  Court  of  Justice, 
clad  in  his  azure  robe  embroidered  with 
the  arms  of  France,  sat  Henry  the  Second,  but 
just  succeeded  to  the  throne  on  the  death 
of  his  father,  Francis ;  and  now  in  person 
opening  the  Courts  after  the  vacation 
consequent  on  the  change  of  sovereign. 
Here,  modestly  stationed  at  the  back  of 
the  hall,  amid  a  mixed  mob  of  the  lower 
ranks  of  the  followers  of  the  law,  bearing 
as  only  decoration  his  tippet  of  Doctor 
of  Laws,  stood  Eaoul  Spifame,  Seigneur 
Des  Granges,  advocate,  and  landless  lord 
in  a  time  when  wars  had  -  struck  ruin 
to  many  a  lofty  house  of  France. 

The  King,  bored  by  the  tedious  Latin 
address  of  the  Chancellor,  allowed  his  eyes 
to  wander  over  the  assembled  throng,  until 
they  rested  on  this  strange  figure  opposite 
to  him,  his  pale  countenance  lighted  up 
by  a  stray  sunbeam.  The  King's  gaze 
remained  so  long  fixed  on  him  that  all 
eyes  were  turned  in  the  same  direction, 
and  all  noted  with  astonishment  the  ex- 
traordinary resemblance  the  young  advocate 
bore  to  the  monarch.  It  seemed  to  the 
King  as  if  he  looked  on  his  own  portrait, 
but  with  his  regal  vestments  transformed 
to  sombre  black;  and  the  superstition  of 
the  time  that  shortly  before  dying  one 
saw  his  own  image  appear  in  mourning 
gaibj  made  him  uneasy  and  pensive  during 
the  rest  of  the  sitting. 

On  retiring,  he  informed  himself  regard- 
ing the  bearer  of  this  remarkable  similarity, 
and  was  reassured  on  learning  the  name, 
position,  and  origin  of  Baoul  Spifame,  and 
the  other  activities  of  his  position  soon 
effaced  the  unpleasant  impression. 
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But  it  was  otherwise  with  Spifame 
himadf.  This  was  a  fatal  day  for  him. 
The  pleasantry  of  his  companions  at  the 
bar,  who  called  him  thenceforth  nothing 
bat  <' Sire,"  or  '(Your  Majesty,''  and  pro- 
longed and  varied  this  amusement  in  all 
sorts  of  ways,  may  have  upset  an  already 
ill-balanced  mind.  Anyway  from  this  day 
his  Incipient  madness  developed  in  a 
definite  direction,  leaving  him  sane  enoi^h 
on  all  other  points. 

His  first  strange  act  was  to  address 
a  remonstrance  to  the  President  regarding 
some  judgement,  in  his  opinion  wrongly 
given.  For  this  he  was  fined,  and  sus- 
pended from  his  legal  functions  for  a 
time.  Afterwards  he  dared,  in  his  plead- 
ings, to  attack  the  laws  of  the  kingdom, 
and  the  most  respected  judicial  opinions, 
often  straying  from  his  subject  to  utter 
very  bold  Remarks  on  the  Government,  not 
always  respecting  the  Royal  authority  itself. 

This  was  pushed  so  far,  that  the  superior 
magistrates  thought  they  were  exercising 
indulgence  in  only  entirely  forbidding  the 
exercise  of  his  profession.  Then  he  fre- 
quented the  precincts  of  the  Courts^  where 
he  used  to  detain  the  passers-by  and  submit 
to  them  his  ideas  of  reform  and  complaints 
against  the  judges.  Finally  his  relatives 
were  constrained  to  demand  his  civil  in- 
terdiction, which  occasioned*  his  re- 
appearance before  the  public  tribunal. 

The  result  was  a  grave  revolution  in  his 
entire  nature.  Oited  before  the  tribunal 
as  a  certain  visionary  named  Raoul  Spifame, 
the  Spifame  who  left  the  audience  was  really 
mad. 

As  advocate  he  was  permitted  to 
harangue  the  judges,  and  had  prepared  an 
oration  in  which  he  cited  from  the  classics 
various  examples  of  men  falsely  accused 
by  their  children,  but  this  was  never 
delivered.  As  he  passed  through  the 
vestibule  of  the  chamber  of  procedure,  he 
heard  a  hundred  voices  murmur:  "It  is 
the  King  1 ''  <'  Here  is  the  King  ! "  <<  Place 
for  the  King ! ''  This  gave  his  tottering 
intelligence  a  shock  like  that  which  breaks 
a  fragile  spring.  Reason  fled,  and,  mad 
enough  now,  he  entered  the  hall,  cap  on 
head,  and  seated  himself  with  Royal  dignity. 
He  addressed  the  councillors  as  "  our  right 
trusty  and  well-beloved,"  and  honoured  the 
procureur,  Noel  BiHlot,  with  a  gracious 
salutation.  Looking  around  among  the 
audience  he  regretted  that  he  did  not  see 
Spifame,  and  asked  aft^r  his  health, 
referring  to  himself  in  the  third  person  as 
*'  Our  friend  Raoul  Spifame,  of  whom  we 


wish  to  speak."  The  ease  was  soon 
decided,  and  the  poor  man  was  recom- 
mended to  the  care  of  the  physicians  and 
removed,  well  guarded,  to  a  madhouse, 
distributing  as  he  passed  out  many  saluta- 
tions to  his  ''  Good  people  of  Paris  1 " 

This  judgement  was  noised  at  Court,  and 
the  King  desired  to  have  the  discourses  of 
Raoul  repeated  to  Iiim.  When  told  that 
the  improvised  King  had  well  imitated  the 
Royal  majesty,  he  only  ren&arked:  ''So 
much  the  better  that  he  does  not  dishonour 
his  likeness,  who  has  the  honour  to  be 
made  in  our  image."  He  ordered  the  poor 
fool  to  be  well  treated,  bat  showed  no 
desire  to  see  him  again. 

Daring  the  first  period  of  seclusion 
Spifame's  aberration  was  intermittent.  By 
day  his  own  sad  identity  was  present  to 
him;  he  recognised  himself;  but  by  night 
his  real  existence  vanished  in  extraordinary 
dreams,  in  which  he  played  a  different  part. 
Every  night  he  was  Henry  the  Second; 
sat  in  the  Louvre ;  reviewed  armies ;  held 
councDs;  presided  at  splendid  banquets. 
Sometimes  he  recollected  the  advocate  of 
the  Palais,  the  Seigneur  Des  Granges,  for 
whom  he  felt  a  warm  affection ;  and  dawn 
never  came  without  his  having  bestowed 
on  him  some  brilliant  testimony  of  f  riend- 
Bhip  and  esteem — the  Cap  of  the  President, 
a  seal  of  state,  or  the  collar  of  some 
Order.  To  Spifame  these  dreams  were  his 
real  life,  and  his  prison  a  dream.  Often 
at  even  he  would  pensively  remark  :  ''We 
have  slept  badly  to-night.  Ob,  these 
troublesome  dreams ! " 

One  strange  scene  was  reported  to  the 
chief  doctor  by  the  warder.  This  man 
had  received  Royal  largesses,  pdd  out  of 
the  little  money  arising  from  the  seques- 
trated goods  of  the  patient,  and  had 
ornamented  the  cell  of  Spifame  with  a 
steel  mirror,  glass  being  forbidden  lest  the 
patients  should  break  it  and  injure  them- 
selves. Spifame  at  first  paid  little 
attention  to  it,  but  as  evening  came  on,  and 
he  walked  in  his  chamber  in  his  usual 
melancholy  way,  he  suddenly  stopped  on 
seeing  the  refiection  of  his  face.  Forced, 
being  still  awake,  .to  believe  in  his  real 
individuality,  he  believed  he  saw  the  King, 
whohadcometopayhimavisit.  Accordingly 
he  saluted  His  Majesty  with  a  profound 
bow.  On  rising,  he  saw  the  image  of  the 
supposed  Prince  also  assuming  an  erect 
position,  which  was  evidence  that  the 
KiDg  had  returned  the  salutation.  This  was 
a  great  joy,  and  an  infinite  honour.  Ha 
seized  the  opportunity,  and  plunged  into 
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terrible  incriminations  against  the  traitors 
who  had  pat  him  into  this  situation,  and 
donbtless  aspersed  him  with  His  Majesty. 
The  poor  gentleman  even  wept  in  protest- 
ing his  innocence,  and  demanding  an 
opportanity  to  eonfoand  his  enemies^  and 
the  Prince  appeared  profoandly  touched, 
for  a  tear  sparkled  on  his  cheek.  Spifame's 
features  at  this  were  illumined  with  joy, 
while  the  King  smiled  with  an  affable  air, 
and  held  out  his  hand.  Spifame  advanced 
his  hand  and  struck-the  mirror,  which  fell 
to  the  ground  with  a  terrific  crash,  bring- 
ing the  warders  at  once. 

That  night  in  a  dream  he  ordered 
freedotpi  to  be  at  once  restored  to  Spifame. 
For  him  there  was  created  the  high  office 
of  "  Keeper  of  the  Royal  Seal/'  and  iie 
was  charged  with  the  restoration  of  the 
affairs  of  the  kingdom,  which  were  at 
the  moment  in  jeopardy.  Some  days  of 
fever  succeeded  the  shock  of  these  grave 
events,  and  Spifame's  condition  became  so 
serious  that  the  physicians  ordered  him  to 
be  removed  to  another  place,  where  the 
company^  of  other  patients  might  turn  him 
occasionally  from  his  habitual  meditations, 
and  it  was  decided  at  the  same  time  to  give 
him  a  special  companion. 

If,  however,  there  was  any  thought  of 
really  improving  his  condition,  a  grievous 
mistake  was  made.  In  fact  it  seemed  to 
be  more  as  a  joke  that  they  selected  just 
such  another  as  Baoul  himself — mad  on 
one  point,  otherwise  sane  enough,  and  not 
without  parts.  This  was  Claude  Yignet, 
self-styled  the  Boyal  Poet,  possessed  with 
1^  mania  for  tearing  up  everything  not 
written  by  himself,  believing  all  other 
writings  to  be  the  rival  productions  of  the 
inferior  poets  of  the  time,  who  had  robbed 
him  of  the  King's  favour. 

When  the  poet  was  introduced  into 
Spifame's  chamber  he  appeared  confounded, 
and  in  utter  astonishment  took  a  step 
forward,  and,  falling  on  his  knees,  cried  out : 
<'  His  Majesty  I " 

''Else,  my  friend,"  said  Spifame.  "Who 
are  you  1 " 

'*  Do  yon  not  recognise  the  humblest  of 
your  subjects,  and  the  greatest  of  your 
poets,  0  great  King  ?  I  am  Claudius  Yig- 
netus,  the  illustrious  author  of  the  'Sonnet 
to  Star-studded  Space.'  Sire,  avenge  me 
on  a  traitor,  the  despoiler  of  my  honour, 
MelHn  de  Saint-Galais." 

"Whatl  my  favourite  poet — the  keeper 
of  my  library  1 " 

**  He  has  robbed  me,  sire ;  he  has  stolen 
my  sonnet,  he  has  misused  your  goodness." 


**  Is  he  really  a  plagiarist  1  Then  I  shall 
give  his  post  to  my  brave  Spifame,  at 
present  travelling  in  the  interests  of  the 
kingdom." 

"Bather  give  it  to  me,  and  I  shall 
spread  your  renown  from  east  to  west  over 
all  the  earth." 

"  You  shall  have  a  pension  of  a  thousand 
crowns,  and  my  old  doublet,  as  yours  b 
very  ragged." 

"Sire,  I  perceive  my  sonnets  and  epistles 
have  been  until  now  withheld  from  your 
knowledge,  though  all  addressed  to  you. 
Thus  'tis  done  in  courts — 

*'  That  hateful  place  of  shady  knaves." 

"Claudius  Yignetus,  yon  leave  me  no 
more;  you  shall  be  my  minister,  and  you 
shall  put  in  verse  my  decrees  and  my 
ordinances,  and  thus  shall  they  be  immor- 
talised !  And  now  'tis  the  hour  when  our 
friend  Diana  visits  us,  and  'tis  fitting  we 
be  left  alone." 

And  Spifame,  having  thus  dismissed  the 
poet,  took  his  usual  after-dinner  nap. 

After  a  very  few  days  the  two  were  in- 
separable. For  the  one  the  poet  was  the 
praise  which  resounds  in  M  forms  roond 
kings,  and  confirms  the  idea  of  their 
superiority.  For  the  other  this  incredible 
resemblance  was  the  certitude  of  the 
presence  of  the  King  himself.  The  two 
were  no  longer  in  a  prison,  but  a  palace ; 
their  rags  were  splendid  garments;  their 
ordinary  repasts  were  banquets,  where 
amid  melodious  music  there  arose  the 
harmonious  incense  of  verse. 

Spifame  after  his  reveries  was  communi- 
cative, and  Yignet  was  especially  en- 
thusiastic after  he  had  dined.  The  pair 
held  many  strange  conversations,  the 
pseudo-monarch  one  day  developing  plans 
for  the  war  against  Spain ;  and  another 
day  giving  vent  to  his  solicitude  regarding 
the  organisation  and  embellishment  of  the 
chief  town  of  his  kingdom,  of  which  the 
Innumerable  roofs  spread  afar  beneath  the 
prisoners'  windows. 

Yignet,  in  his  lucid  moments,  heard 
clearly  the  noise  of  iron  bars  and  thB 
clanking  of  chains.  This  led  him  to  think 
that  they  shut  up  His  Majesty  occasionally, 
and  he  communicated  this  observation 
to  Spifame,  who  answered  mysteriously 
that  his  Mfaiisters  were  playing  a  great 
game,  and  that  he  guessed  all  their  plots. 
But  on  the  return  of  his  Chancellor,  Baoul 
Spifame,  things  would  change,  and  with 
his  aid  and  that  of  Claude  Yignet,  his 
only  friends,  the  King  of  France  would 
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bane  from  his  bondage,  and  renew  the 
golden  age  suDg  by  the  poets. 

Bat  as  deliverance  was  delayed,  Spifame 
Bonght  to  advise  the  people,  of  the  captivity 
in  which  their  King  was  held  by  perfidious 
connoillors,  and  compiled  a  proclamation 
ordering  his  subjects  to  rise  m  his  favonr. 
At  the  same  time  he  issued  several  edicts 
and  very  severe  ordinances,  in  the  primitive 
fashion  of  throwing  them  out  of  the 
window  between  the  bars,  rolled  up  and 
weighted  with  small  stones.  Unfortunately 
some  fell  on  the  roof  of  a  pig-stye,  others 
were  lost  in  the  wet  grass  of  a  meadow. 
One  or  two  perched  like  birds  in  the  foliage 
of  a  lime-tree,  where  they  too  were  as 
good  as  lost 

Seeing  the  little  effect  of  these  public 
manifestoes,  Olaude  Vignet  imagined  that 
their  inefficiency  was  to  be  ascribed  to  the 
fact  that  they  were  only  in  manuscript, 
and  set  about  founding  a  Royal  printing 
establishment,  in  which  to  reproduce  the 
King's  edicts,  as  well  as  his  own  odes. 
With  the  litUe  means  at  his  disposal  his 
attempts  were  elementary,  but  with  in- 
finite pains  he  contrived  to  fashion 
tweiity-five  wooden  letters,  with  which  he 
laboriously  imprinted,  letter  by  letter,  the 
ordinances,  which  were  designedly  made 
very  brief.  The  ink  was  compounded 
from  the  oil  and  smoke  of  his  lamp. 

Thenceforward  the  edicts  were  multiplied 
in  a  much  more  satisfactory  manner,  the 
boldness  of  print,  rude  as  it  was,  giving 
them  an  impress  of  authority  which  was 
lacking  in  mere  writing.  Some  of  these 
documents  which  were  preserved,  and 
have  been  reprinted  several  times  in  later 
days,  are  very  carious,  notably  that  which 
declares  that  King  Henry  the  Second,  in 
Oouncil,  having  heard  the  pitiful  complaints 
of  his  good  subjects  against  the  perfidies 
and  injustices  of  Paul  and  Jean  Spifame, 
brothers  of  the  faithful  subject  of  that 
name,  condemned  them  to  be  tortured, 
flayed,  and  boiled,  and  the  uugrbteful 
daughter  of  Raoul  Spifame  to  be  publicly 
whipped  and  pilloried,  and  thereafter  shut 
up  in  a  nunnery.  In  another  proclamation,- 
— the  decree  by  which  the  judges  had  de- 
prived him  of  free  access  to  the  Courts  of 
Justice  still  rankling  in  his  breast— it  is  in 
the  King's  name  ordered  that  all  ushers, 
guards,  and  persons  of  any  judicial  degree 
whatsoever  allow  his  trusty  friend,  Raoul 
Spifame,  free  entrance  into  the  said  Courts, 
and  all  advocates,  pleaders,  and  other 
rabble,  are  forbidden  to  hinder  his  elo- 
quence and  the  unrivalled  delights  of  his 


familiar  conversation  touching  all  matters, 
political  or  otherwise,  on  which  he  may 
please  to  give  his  opinions.  Other  edicts, 
always  issued  in  name  of  the  Kiug,  treat  of 
justice,  finance,  war,  and  specially  of  the 
internal  police  of  Paris. 

But  notwithstanding  all  these  wind* 
strewn  seeds  of  insurrection  cast  out  for 
the  awakening  of  the  faithfal  of  the  good 
city  of  Paris,  these  busy  conspirators  were 
astonished  at  seeing  no  popular  commotion 
beghining.  Spifame  attributed  this  want 
of  success  to  the  watchfulness  of  the 
Ministers,  and  Vignet  accounted  for  it  by 
the  persistent  hatred  of  Mellin  and  Du 
Bellay.  The  printing-press  was  stopped 
for  a  time.  More  serious  measures  were 
contemplated.  A  *'conp  d'6tat"  was 
meditated.  Never  havhog  dreamed  of 
escaping  merely  to  be  free,  they  planned 
an  escape  to  open  the  eyos  of  the  Parisians. 

HavUig  once  set  to  work,  they  soon 
unfixed  ihe  bars  of  their  window,  without 
interruption  from  their  jailers,  who  thought 
them  patient  and  content  with  their  lot. 
The  press  was  again  set  in  motion.  Four- 
lined  lampoons  and  incendiary  proclama- 
tions were  struck  off  in  copious  numbers, 
and  towards  midnight  they  managed  to 
make  their  way  to  freedom,  not  without 
some  bruises  in  getting  over  the  walls. 

By  three  in  the  morning  they  gained 
the  friendly  shelter  of  a  little  wood,  which 
might  have  hid  them  long  enough,  but 
they  had  no  thought  of  taking  minute 
precautions.  It  was  only  necessary  to  be 
free  for  them  to  be  recognised — the  one  by 
his  subjects,  the  other  by  his  admirers. 

However,  they  had  to  await  the  opening 
of  the  city  gates  at  five  o'clock.  Already 
the  way  was  cumbered  with  peasants 
carrying  their  produce  to  the  markets. 
Spifame  prudently  determined  not  to 
discover  himself  until  he  reached  the  heart 
of  the  city,  and  partly  covered  his  face 
with  a  corner  of  his  mantle,  recommending, 
at  the  same  time,  his  companion  to  veil 
the  brilliancy  of  his  Apollonian  counte- 
nance by  drawing  down  his  grey  beaver. 
As  they  approached  the  city  Raoul  con- 
fided to  his  favourite  that  he  could  not 
have  undertaken  such  a  troublesome  ex- 
pedition, and  assumed  such  a  shameful  incog- 
nito, if  there  had  not  been  for  him  greater 
interests  at  stake  than  even  liberty  and 
power.  The  unfortunate  man  was  jealous  I 
— ^jealous  of  the  Duchess  of  Yalentinoip, 
Diana  of  Poitiers,  his  beautiful  mistress, 
whom  he  had  not  seen  for  some  days,  and 
who  might  have  passed  through  a  thousand 
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adventores  in  the  abaenoe  of  her  Boyal 
chevalier ! 

Thaa  converaiDg  they  had  already  en- 
tered the  popaloas  streets  on'  the  r!ght 
bank  of  the  river,  and  soon  found  them- 
selves in  a  wide  open  space  near  the 
Chorch  of  the  IhnocentSi  already  thronged 
with  people,  it  being  a  market-day. 

Noting  the  brisk  movement  among  the 
people,  which  he  took  for  signs  of  agitation, 
Spifame  could  not  conceal  his  satisfaction. 

"Friend,"  said  he  to  the  poet,  *'see 
how  those  citizens  are  already  moved,  how 
angry  are  their  faces.  There  are  already 
in  the  air  the  germs  of  discontent  and 
sedition.  See  that  man  armed  with  a  hal- 
berd I  Oh !  nnhappy  are  those  who  foster 
civil  war  I  Tet  I  shall  be  able  to  command 
my  arquebusiers  to  manage  all  these  men, 
innocent  to-day  because  they  second  my 
projects,  and  guilty  to-morrow  because  they 
haply  may  contemn  my  authority." 

"  MobOe  vulgus  1 ''  pertinently  answered 
Claude  Yignet. 

As  he  scanned  the  assembled  people, 
Spifame  suddenly  showed  such  signs  of 
anger  and  surprise  that  Yignet  asked  him 
the  cause. 

''  Look ! '  said  Spifame  angrily.  "Do  you 
not  see  that  pillory,  retained  in  spite  of  my 
ordinances  ?  Sir,  the  pillory  is  abolished, 
and  I  shall  make  a  clean  sweep  of  the  city 
officials.  That  is,  I  have  a  good  mind  to 
do  so,  but  it  belongs  to  our  people  of  Paris 
to  do  justice  in  this  matter." 

'*Sire,"  said  the  poet,  "will  not  the 
people  be  stilt  more  enraged  to  learn  that 
Du  Bellay's  verses  engraved  on  this  fountain 
contain  in  a  single  line  two  false  quantities?" 

"  Ho  J "  cries  Spifame,  not  heeding  this 
observation;  "ho!  good  people  of  Paris! 
Come  hither  and  listen  ! " 

"  Hear  the  King,  who  himself  desires  to 
speak  with  you ! "  adds  Yignet,  at  the 
pitch  of  his  voice. 

Both  had  mounted  on  a  'high  stone 
which  supported  an  iron  cross,  Spifame 
standing  erect,  with  Yignet  seated  at  his  feet 
The  people  eagerly  pressed  round,  think- 
ing at  first  that  it  was  some  quack  about  to 
vend  his  ointments.  But  Baoul  Spifame 
suddenly  pulled  off  his  hat,  and,  throwing 
back  ills  mantle,  displayed  a  sparkling 
collar  of  orders — mere  tinsel  and  glass — 
which  he  had  been  allowed  to  wear  in  bis 
confinement  to  flatter  his  mania.  As  the 
bright  morning  sun  illuminated  his'  face  it 
was  impossible  not  to  recognise  the  true 
image  of  King  Henry  the  Second,  who  was* 
frequently  seen  riding  through  the  city. 


"  Yes,"  cries  Claude  Yignet .  to  the 
astonished  mob,  "it  is  indeed  the  King 
whom  you  have  in  your  midst,  and  also 
his  Minister  and  favourite,  the  illustrious 
poQt  Claudius  Yignetus,  whose  works  you 
all  know  by  heart." 

"Good  people  of  Paris/  continues 
Spifame,  "  hear  the  blackest  perfidy  !  Our 
Ministers  are  traitors,  our  magistrates  are 
felons,  who  have  held  in  cruel  captivity 
your  well-beloved  King,  as  was  done  to  the 
first  kings  of  his  race,  and  to  Charles  the 
Sixth,  his  illustrious  grandsire." 

At  these  words  there  was  a  murmur  of 
surprise  in  the  crowd.  The  news  spread. 
"  The  King  !  The  King  T'  resounded  on  all 
sides.  The  strange  revelation  set  tongues 
a-wagging,  and  the  uncertainty  increased 
when  Yignet  pulled  out  the  roll  of  edicts 
and  decrees,  and  distributed  them,  not 
forgetting  to  mix  therewith  pome  copies  of 
his  own  poetical  productions. 

"  See,"  said  the  King,  "  these  are  the 
edicts  we  have  tissued  for  the  good  of  our 
people,  which  have  neither  been  published 
nor  obeyed." 

"  These  are,"  added  Yignet,  "  the  divine 
poems  which  have  been  traitorously  pil- 
fered and  debased  by  Pierre  de  Bonsard 
and  Mellin  de  Saint-Gelais." 

"In.  the  King's  name  the  people  are 
tyrannised  over " 

"  '  Sophonisba '  and  the  '  Franciade '  are 
printed  with  the  Boyal  privilege  which  the 
King  has  not  signed — 7-" 

"  Listen  to  the  ordinance  which  abolishes 
the  salt-tax,  and  this  other  which  annihi- 
lates feudalism- 


Bat  their  words  were  no  longer  listened 
to.  The  papers  they  had  scattered  were 
eagerly  read,  and,  passed  from  hand  to 
hand,  excited  wonderful  sympathy.  There 
weie  loud  exclamations  of  wonder  and  rage, 
and  at  length  the  excitement  rose  to  such 
a  pitch  that  they  elevated  the  Prince  and 
his  poet  on  a  sott  of  improvised  triumphal 
chair,  and  spoke  of  carrying  them  to  the 
Hdfcel  de  Yille,  until  they  should  be  strong  > 
enough  to  attack  the  Louvre.^ 

The  popular  movement  might  have  be- 
come serious  if  this  had  not  happened  to  be 
the  day  when  the  Dauphin's  bride,  Mary  of 
Scotland,  made  her  triumphal  entry  into 
Paris  by  the  Porte  Saint  Denis.  Thus,  while 
Baoul  Spifame  was  being  carried  shoulder- 
high  in  the  market-square,  the  true  King 
was  passing  on  horseback  along  the  moat  of 
the  H6t;eldeBourgogne,at  no  great  distance. 
Hearing  the  noise  of  some  tumult,  several 
officers  rode   forward,   and  presently  re- 
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turning,  reported  that  a  new  King  was 
being  proclaimed  on  the  Btreets. 

'<  Let's  go  meet  him/'  said  King  Henry, 
**  and  by  the  faith  of  a  gentleman,  if  he  is 
worth  it,  we'll  offer  him  sbgle  combat  1 " 

Bat  as  the  halberdiers  of  the  procession 
emerged  from  the  narrow  streets  leadiog  to 
the  square,  the  mob  stopped  its  advance,  and 
presently  melted  away  by  the  side  alleys,  as 
the  morning  mists  disappear  before  the  rising 
snn.  The  spectacle  was  imposing  enough 
as  the  King's  body-gaard  drew  ap  in  the 
sqaare,  and  foot  and  horse  lined  the  neigh- 
booring  streets,  while  on  the  King's  breast 
sparkl^  the  diamonds  of  all  the  sovereign 
Orders  of  Europe.  Many  cried  "A  miracle  1 " 
for  there,  in  full  view,  were  two  Kings  of 
France,  with  features  exactly  alike,  both 
pale,  both  proud  in  mien,  both  garbed 
alike  to  outward  appearance,  only  the 
"good  King"  did  not  sparkle  quite  so 
brilliantly  as  the  other. 

At  the  first  movement  of  the  soldiers 
towards  the  mob,  the  flight  was  general. 
Spifame  and  Yignet  alone  stood  their 
ground,  perched  on  the  odd  scaffolding  on 
which  they  had  been  placed,  and  offered  no 
resistance  when  they  were  seized  and  hurried 
before  the  King. 

The  impression  made  on  the  poor 
madman  by  the  presence  of  the  King  was 
so  strong  that  he  fell  into  one  of  his  most 
furious  fevers,  confounding  as  before  his 
dual  existence  as  Henry  and  Spifame, 
which  he  could  not  disentangle. 

The  King,  informed  of  the  whole  story, 
took  pity  on  the  unfortunate  gentleman, 
and  ordered  him  to  be  taken  first  of  all  to 
the  Louvre,  where  he  was  carefully  tended, 
and  where  he  for  is^  time  excited  the 
curiosity  of  the  Court,  and,  sooth  to.  say, 
served  sometimes  to  furnish  amusement  to 
the  courtiers.  His  Majesty,  having  noted 
how,  with  all  his  strange  madness,  he  was 
gentle  and  respectful  towards  himself, 
forbade  his  being  again  removed  to  the 
madhouse,  where  the  perfect  image  of  the 
King  must  sometimes  be  exposed  to  the 
rudeness  and  ridicule  of  visitors  and 
menials,  and  ordered  him  to  be  kept  in  one 
of  his  castles,  and  cared  for  by  special 
servants,  who  were  instructed  to  treat  him 
as  a  real  Boyal  personage,  and  to  call  him 
«Sire,"  and  ''Majesty."  Claude  Yignet 
was  assigned  to  him  as  a  companion  as 
before,  and  his  poems,  as  well  as  the  new 
ordinances  which  Spifame  continued  to 
compose  in  his  retreat,  were  printed  and 
preserved  by  the  King's  desire. 

A  complete  collection  of  the  decrees  and 


edicts  of  this  pseudo-monarch  was  printed 
in  the  following  reign  under  the  title, 
'' DicsBsrchisB  Henrici  regis  progymnas- 
mata,"  of  which  one  or  two  copies  surviva 
It  is  not  the  least  remarkable  part  of  this 
strange  story  that  the  reforms  indicated 
by  Baoul  Spifame  in  these  idle  productions 
have  for  the  most  part  been  actually 
carried  out  since  his  time.  Though  his 
madness  dominated  his  life,  his  intellect 
was  unaffected,  and  in  social  and  political 
knowledge  and  forethought  he  was  far  in 
advance  of  his  age. 
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STOCKHOLM. 

IN  TWO  PARTS.      PART  I. 

It  was  a  sufficiently  keen  January 
morning  when  a  porter  of  the  Angleterre 
Hotel  of  Copenhagen  shouldered  my  port* 
manteau,  and  suggested  that  if  I  had 
finished  my  breakfast  we  ought  to  be 
moving  towards  the  packet  for  Malmo. 

"Do  you  think,"  I  asked,  "that  the  boat 
will  get  across  ( " 

-  But  the  porter  could  say  nothing  posi- 
tive on  this  score.  According  to  the  news- 
paper the  ice-boat  had  made  the  journey 
the  previous  day,  and  though  the  frost 
had  l>een  very  severe  in  the  night,  its 
captain  might  be  trusted  again  to  attempt 
the  feat.  Each  journey  with  passengers 
and  mails  was  worth  a  good  deal  to  him, 
not  only  in  reputation — the  Sound  being 
fast  frozen  everywhere  save  at  Elsinore— 
but  in  money.  Still,  there  was  always  the 
chance  that  the  floes  might  prove  insur- 
mountable in  mid-channel.  The  prospect 
was  not  delightful,  but  it  seemed  worth 
facing.  There  is  nothing  so  picturesque 
as  a  predicament  A  modicum  of  danger 
often  adds  to  the  interest  as  well  as  the 
picturesqueness  of  a  predicament. 

And  so  we  set  off  through  Copenhagen's 
rigid  streets  to  the  scarcely  less  rigid 
harbour.  Only  one  steamer  here  showed 
signs  of  activity.  This  was  our  excellent 
ice-  boat.  The  captains  of  other  vessels  stood 
about  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets, 
watching  the  mails  and  passengers  going 
aboard  the  ''Bryderer,"  and,  doubtless, 
wishing  they  too  could  get  free.  My 
porter  saluted  and  left  me. 

"Oh,"  said  one  gentleman  to  another 
on  deck,  '*I  am  not  going  over  on  business. 
It  is  something  to  see,  a  voyage  of  this 
kind.  Only  once  in  a  number  of  years  do 
^we  get  such  weather  as  this.  I  shall  return 
with  the  '  Bryderer '  this  afternoon — ^if  she 
can  return." 
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TheD,  with  an  effort,  the  boat's  powerful 
eDgines  got  to  work,  and  we  slowly  moved 
through  the  ice,  past  the  myriad  of  craft 
that  had  resigned  themselves  to  their 
ritaation. 

It  was  fine  to  see — this  Northern  capital, 
thus  fast  caaght  in  ice  and  snow.  Sailors 
were  walking  about  between  the  different 
vessels,  stumbling  over  the  roagh  floes;  gulls 
and  countless  sparrows  strutted  at  their  feet, 
looking  keenly  for  scraps  of  garbage  soft 
enough  to  be  digested,  and  scarcely  flapping 
their  wings  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  the 
other  bipeds ;  steam  whistles  were  calling 
here,  there,  and  everywhere,  but'  the 
steamers  themselves  were  all  motionless 
except  the  "Bryderer." 

A.  haze  of  smoke  lay  over  Copenhagen's 
buildings.  The  Northern  winter's  night 
had  not  quite  gone ;  a  star  or  two  might 
still  be  seen  overhead.  But  ere  we  had 
moved  a  mile  there  was  a  lurid  line  in  the 
eastern  heavens,  and  then  the  sun  stole 
upwards.  Oar  passage  was  circuitous. 
The  course  the  "  Bryderer  "  had  kept  open 
was  extremely  serpentine,  and  there  was 
but  just  room  for  the  vessel  Even  as  it 
was,  the  frost  of  the  nigllt  had  in  plaoes 
welded  anew  the  floes  disturbed  by  yester- 
da]f's  passages,  so  that  the  engines  had  to 
strain  to  drive  us  through  them.  Fisher- 
men and  others  stood  on  either  side  of 
the  steaming  channel,  within  ahnost  arm's 
length  of  our  hull,  and.  wished  us  luck. 
At  one  moment  we  faced  Sweden;  and  yet 
again  we  seemed  to  be  returning  point-blank 
towards  Copenhagen,  whose  spires  and 
towers  began  to  look  romantic  as  the  cold 
sun  caught  their  weathercocks  and  made 
them  gleam  faintly  through  the  brooding 
vapour. 

Once  in  mid-Sound  the  cold  was  intense. 
Even  with  sealskin  over  ears  and  with 
coat-collar  drawn  to  the  nose  it  was  hard 
to  eonfront  the  north  wind.  Those  of  us 
who  stayed  on  deck  enjoying  the  spect^le 
oaixied  ice  on  our  faces.  Bat  it  was  worth 
putting  up  with  this  moderate  incon- 
venience for  the  sake  of  the  colours  the 
rising  sun  east  upon  the  frozen  Sound. 
The  water  where  we  churned  it  amid  the 
floes  was  emerald  green,  while  the  edges 
of  the  floes  we  upturned  were  turquoise 
Uue,  The  heavens  were  saffron -tinted, 
save  where  the  sun  crimsoned  them  brightly. 
North  and  south  all  was  ice,  thickly  carpeted 
with  anow,  which  took  a  pallid  violet  tinge 
under  the  increasing  daylight. 

So  the  time  passed.    Ten  o'clock  found 
na  within  sight  of  Sweden,  and  in  due 


time  Midmo  was  reached.  The  harbour 
here  was  crowded  with  men  robbed  of 
their  occupation  by  the  frost.  Our  arrival 
was  the  one  event  of  the  day.  The 
departure  of  the  '*  Bryderer  "  later  was  an 
affair  of  secondary  importance. 

Malmo  impresses  the  visitor.  Its  build- 
ings are  large  and  well  designed.  It 
carries  the  unmistakeable  mark  of  a  com- 
mercial town  of  eminence.  In  its  spacious 
market-place  a  number  of  red-faced  country- 
women were  sitting  at  their  little  boothiB, 
apparently  indifferent  to  the  cold.  Less 
interesting  goods  for  sale  could,  however, 
have  hardly  been  beheld.  Some  sickly 
vegetables,  bits  of  stiff  meat,  stiff  poultry, 
and  a  variety  of  odds  and  ends  of  wearing 
apparel :  there  was  little  else  on  sale. 

I  was  more  attracted  by  the  faces  of  the 
people.  I  It  requires  an  acquaintance  with 
the  three  parts  of  Scandinavia  to  dis- 
tinguish the  Norwegian,  Danish,  or  Swedish 
physiognomy.  Even  then,  of  cpurse,  one 
may  easily  come  to  a  wrong  conclusion. 
But  to  my  mind,  the  difference  between 
the  people  of  Malmo  and  the  Danes  of 
Copenhagen  was  well  marked.  The 
difference  is  stronger  in  manners  than  in 
features.  There  is  much  merit  in  the 
national  summary  of  the  French  writer 
who  said:  "The  Swedes  are  the  gentle- 
men of  Scandinavia,  the  Danes  the 
tradespeople,  and  the  Norwegians  the 
peasants."  The  average  Dane  is  tolerably 
polite ;  but  I  hope  I  do  his  countrymen  no 
wrong  in  thinkhug  that  his  courtesy  is  that 
of  the  shopman  with  something  to  sell 
The  Swede  of  the  towns — ^and  especially 
of  Stockholm — is  more  radically  polite. 
It  is  engrained  in  liim.  Nor  does  it  seem 
a  mere  veneer  in  liim,  as  it  is  so  often  with 
the  Frenchmaa  As  for  the  Norwegian, 
he  claims  to  be  no  more  and  no  less  than 
an  honest  man,  and — as  he  tells  you 
with  a  vast  deal  of  boorish  pride — there- 
fore in  no  need  to  smirk  and  use  fine 
phrases. 

There  is  an  excellent  hotel  at  Malmo, 
that  of  Kramer.  Here  I  spent  a  warm 
hour  or  two  CDJoying  the  society  of  two  or 
three  courteous  gentlemen  with  Dundreary 
whiskers,  who,  like  myself,  were  tarrying 
for  the  express  to  the  capital.  Caf^a  are 
as  much  the  vogue  in  Sweden  as  in  France, 
nearly;  and  very  agreeable  some  of  the 
Swedish  caf^a  are,  Kramer's  is  a  fair 
example  of  them.  It  is  no  small  thing  in 
these  cold  lands  to  be  able  to  retire  to  a 
snug,  softly-cushioned  room  and  coffee  as 
good  as  it  need  be. 
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The  express  left  Malmo  at  three  o'dock. 
and  took  me  with  it.  The  distance  to 
Stockholm  is  about  four  hundred  mOes, 
and  at  seven  o'clock  the  next  morning  we 
were  set  adrift  in  the  Stockholm  streets. 
As  travelling,  it  was  no  high  speed.  Bat 
the  deficiency  in  pace  was  atoned  for  by 
the  comfort  of  the  train.  It  carries  sleeping 
cars  for.  two  classes,  and.  they  are  both 
admirable,  with  corridors,  lavatories,  and 
80  forth.  Once  aboard,  toavellers  slip  off 
their  galoshes  and  boots,  get  into  slippers 
— and  dressing-gowns  if  they  please — and 
live  as  if  they  were  at  home.  The  tempera- 
tare  is,  if  anything,  too  warm.  And  tiiere 
are  fine  broad  window-panes  for  the 
prospects. 

Land,  with  its  double-spired  cathedral, 
was  passed.  We  had  seen  the  spires  from 
the  Sound,  but  it  was  good  to  see  them 
again.  A  student  or  two  from  the  Univer- 
sity joined  us.  Then  we  planged  on  in 
the  fading  daylight.  Windmills,  birch- 
trees,  boulders,  and  snow — these  now  were 
the  characteristic  features  of  the  land  till 
the  stars  came  out. 

At  Nassjo  there  was  a  break  for  supper. 
The  railway  meals  in  Sweden  are  ex- 
cellent, and  for  a  crown  and  a  half  (one 
shilling  and  eightpence)  you  sup  well 
Afterwards  you  return  to  the  train  to  find 
the  beds  made. 

For  my  part,  I  did  not  trouble  my  bed 
until  late.  I  preferred  to  smoket  a  medi- 
tative cigar  in  the  corridor,  watching  the 
trunks  of  the  birch-trees  scamper  by  out- 
side. The  moon  was  up,  and  the  forests 
looked  romantic  enough  in  the  moonlight. 
Forests,  lakes — white  all  over — and  very, 
very  rare  hamlets  among  the  rocks  and 
icicles — such  Sweden  seemed  to  me  until 
I  began  to  yawn.  Then  I  stretched  myself 
on  my  upper  berth,  and  sweltered  in  the 
heat  till  I  slept.  When  I  awoke  it  was  to 
hear  that  Stockholm  was  at  hand,  and  to 
be  offered  a  morsel  of  Malmo  chocolate  by 
my  travelling  companion.  He  and  I  had 
not  been  able  to  exchange  many  words  en 
route;  but  at  parting  I  made  out  his 
mannerly  phrase  of  Thanks  for  your  good 
society."  It  was  a  nice  expression,  even 
though  the  civility  may  not  have  been 
deserved.  From  that  time  forward  I  used 
the  words  freely  In  the  land.  They  ap- 
preciate that  sort  of  thing  in  Sweden. 

First  impressions  of.  famous  places  are 
nearly  always  worth  contrasting  with  more 
mature  impressions  of  the  same  places.  As 
I  left  the  great  railway  station  and  put 
myself  into  the  care  of  a  sledgeman,  I  was 




struck  by  the  stillness  of  Stockholm  and 
the  height  of  the  houses  in  the  broad 
Yasa  Street  upon  which  the  station  abuti. 
To  be  sure,  it  was  early.  Yet  people  and 
vehicles  were  about.  But  they  made  no 
sound.  The  snow,  crushed  into  a  pale 
brown  dust  by  traffic,  served  the  purpose  of 
the  tan  we  lay  down  for  our  invalids.  The 
tinkle  of  my  sledge-bells  was  musical  and 
loud  in  the  reigning  quietude,  and  over- 
head the  stars  shone  brightly. 

This   impression,    however,    was   soon 
ousted  by  the  later  turmoil  of  tram-cars 
and  all  the  other  incidents  of  life  in  a 
great  city.  And  now  I  think  of  Stockholm 
as  a  gay  and  lively  place,  by  no  meana 
suited  for  a  dreamer  of  tranquil,  idyllie 
dreams.    Even  in  the  night,  as  we  jingled 
along,  I  could  see  the  dark  ropes  of  wire 
overhead  which  seemed  to  chain  the  house- 
tops togetfier.     These  were  miles  upon 
miles  of   telephone — fair  proof   of   the 
energy  of  the  Swedes  at  conversation  as 
well  as  business  enterprise.    I  was  yet  to 
make    acquaintance    with    the    Swedish 
domestic  interior,  and  learn  what  a  con- 
siderable part  the  invention  plays  in  it 
Very  shortly  it  is  expected  that  the  tele- 
phonic service  in   the   land  will    be  so 
complete,  that  from  Malmo  in  the  itfouth 
to  Haparanda  in    the   far   north  —  well 
within  the  Arctic  Circle — a  distance  of 
about  a  thousand  miles,  you  will  be  able 
to  converse  almost  as  easUy  as  from  one 
house  to  another  house  over  the  way. 

Stockholm  is  not  a  very  old  city.  It  b 
almost  a  relief  to  know  that  it  has  no 
Roman  remains.  Archadologically,  indeed, 
Scandinavia  is  not  enthralling.  The 
Vikings  were  too  fond  of  the  open  air  to 
build  for  posterity.  They  have  left  con- 
stitutions to  their  descendants,  not  brick 
and  stone  ruins;  and  very  fine  are  the 
physicd  presentments  of  some  of  these 
Swedes  of  Stockholm.  Both  men  and 
wofaien  abound  who  are  superb  specimens 
of  their  kind :  tall,  broad,  of  fearless  de- 
portment, fine  movement,  rich  complexions, 
and  eyes  blue  as  the  sky  of  Naples  or 
elsewhere.  The  man  who  comea  to 
Sweden  for  antiquities  must  spend  hia 
days  in  the  museums  or  among  the 
Sagas,  tocient  and  modern,  which  tell  of 
the  life  led  by  the  medi»val  Swedes  of 
mark. 

The  name  Stockholm  means  "stickisland." 
An  explanation  of  this  gives  us  a  small 
leaf  of  history.  Tliere  was,  in  old  time^ 
a  certain  large  and  wealthy  town  called 
Bieurkoo,  on  the  northern  arm  of  Lake 
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Malar,  between  Stockholm  and  Upsala. 
Bienikoo'a  population  grew  too  fasb  to 
satbfy  the  heads  of  the  town,  who  forth- 
with consulted  their  idols  on  the  subject 
The  wise  idols,  by  the  mouths  of  the  priests, 
told  the  lords  of  Bieurkoo  to  try  emigra- 
tion»  The  gentlemen  thereupon  "  took  a 
great  block  of  wood,  to  which  they  fastened 
some  gold,  and  set  the  block  swimming 
in  the  water,  and  )igreed  that  there  they 
would  build  the  new  town  where  their 
gods  should  cause  the  block  to  stay."  The 
gods  of  old  Sweden  could  in  no  way  have 
shown  better  judgement  than  by  arresting 
the  lump  of  wood  upon  the  shore  of  the 
island  which  is  now  the  centre  of  modem 
Stockholm. 

The  above  is  the  tale  of  Stockholm's 
origin  told  to  our  Ambassador  Whitlocke, 
in  1654,  when,  between  his  interviews  of 
state  with  Qgeen  Ohristina,  he  dabbled 
gently  in  the  history  of  the  people  to 
whom  Oromwell  had  sent  him  so  much 
against  his  will 

It  is  a  pretty  picture  out  of  the  dark 
ages.  What,  we  wonder,  would  these 
tawny-haired  ancients  thiuk  if  they  could 
see  Stockholm  as  it  now  is,  with  its  many- 
storeyed  houses  rising  on  hills  one  above 
the  other,  its  noble  bridges  spanning  the 
lake  here  and  there,  its  countless  steamers, 
its  theatres  and  music-halls,  and  its  immense 
white  Boyal  Palace  filling  an  entire  angle 
of  the  island  against  which  their  gold- 
mounted  lump  of  pine- wood  chose  to  rest. 

I  made  my  d6but  in  Stockholm  with  a 
warm  bath,  and  then,  having  taken  co£fee, 
went  forth  into  the  streets. 

This  was  the  cold  North  with  a  ven- 
geance. Ice  and  snow  had  had  it  all  their 
own  way  for  two  or  three  months,  and 
were  likely  to  continue  their  sway  for  as 
long  again.  Malar  was  frozen  and  deep 
in  snow.  Trees  had  been  set  in  the  ice 
across  the  lake  to  mark  the  winter  roads 
from  one  side  of  the  lake  to  the  other. 
Only  under  the  fine  central  bridge  of  the 
city  was  the  water  unfrozen.  Here  the 
cold  current  ran  strong  towards  ^the  Baltic 
— ^for  a  score  or  two  of  yards. 

On  an  abutment  of  the  bridge  is  a 
pleasure  garden,  small  but  chaste,  adapted 
for  music,  the  sweet  witchery  of  love-talk. 
Ices;  punch,  and  other  light  refreshments. 
But  the  gardener's  vocation  was,  of  course^ 
iuspended.  Snow  covered  the  garden 
walks,  and  the  black  slips  of  trees  stood 

J  from  the  white  covering  without  suggestion 
of  life,  much  less  of  summer  le^ty.  A 
number  of  iron  chairs  filled  a  corner  of  the 
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garden,  and  doleful  sparrows  had  perched 
on  them  with  the  ^ir  of  buds  who  had 
long  i^go  given  up  hope  of  ever  again 
beholdine  a  nice  soft  worm.  In  July  the 
caf4  of  the  Stiom  parterra  is  charming ; 
but  in  January,  with  the  ice  and  snow  in 
front,  and  the  dark  hurrying  water  by  its 
side,  it  breeds  thoughts  of  utter  melancholy 
and  sudden  death. 

Still,  it  is  just  this  life  of  extreme  con- 
trasts that  makes  Stockholm  so  dear  to 
the  Stockholmers.  In  summer  they  can 
loaf,  and  idle/ and  sit  in  the  sun  like  the 
most  accomplished  of  Frenchmen.  In 
winter  they  take  to  their  furs,  telephones, 
and  music-halls,  and  skate  every  day. 
And,  winter  or  summer,  they  maintain 
that  Stockholm,  the  beautiful  and  gay,  is 
by  far  the  best  place  in  the  world  to  live  in. 
It  is  not  really  that ;  but  for  a  tolerably 
robust  person  it  may  claim  to  be  one  of 
the  best. 

Money  seems  to  go  a  long  way  here. 
The  necessaries  of  life  are  cheap.  This  is 
especially  so  in  winter,  when  there  is  little 
fear  of  provisions  spoilbg.  But  the  Stock- 
holmers are  not  content  with  the  mere 
necessaries  of  life.  They  spend  a  great 
many  crowns  annually  apiece  on  punch 
in  music-halls,  and  the  lik^  palateable 
beveiages.  Punch  is  the  national  drink 
nowadays.  Bishop  Tegner  tells  us,  in  his 
modem  Saga,  how  <<Eing  Eing  sat  on 
his  throne  on  Ohristmas  Eve  and  drank 
mead." 

Bat  King  Ring's  coarse,  heroic  epoch  is 
dead,  and  King  Oscar  the  Second,  if  he 
thirsted  when  on  his  throne,  might  almost 
be  relied  upon  to  ask  for  punch. 

The  consequence  of  Stockholm's  excel- 
lent puhch — for  capable  heads — and  the 
prevailing  contagion  of  festivity  is  this: 
as  much  money  is  needed  here  to  live  the 
life  lived  by  the  majority  as  most  other 
European  capitals  exact. 

For  thirteenpence  halfpenny  you  may 
dine  in*  a  refined  and  sufficient  way  at 
many  pensions  and  restaurants,  your  waiter 
included.  You  will,  hoWever,  pay  just  as 
much  for  but  two  Classes  of  punch  in  the 
sparkling  salon  of  ^erns  in  the  evening. 
The  Stockholm  man  about  town  will  by  no 
means  be  content  with  one  music-hall 
between  supper  and  bed-time.  That  means 
two  or  three  ''  punches "  per  music-hall| 
which,  in  the  long  run,  can  be  good  neither 
for  the  purse  nor  the  intellect. 

<'  Ah  1 "  bM  an  enthusiastic  Stockholmer 
to  me  one  day,  "we  are  not  mean  here 
in  Sweden.    We  do  not  save,  we  spend. 
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We  spend  more  than  we  earn,  many  of  as. 
We  eDJoy  oorselyes/ 

Bat  when  I  asked  him  who  paid  the 
piper  eventually,  he  laughingly  declined  to 
face  my  idiom. 


ON  THE  OLIFFS. 

The  tide  came  in  along  the  bay, 
The  sunlight  on  the  sea  was  streaming, 

And  silver  necklaces  of  spray 
Around  the  wave-worn  rocks  were  gleaming. 

High  on  a  jutting  crag  she  sat-^ 

A  fairer  never  sat  upon  it ; 
She  wore  a  dainty  sailor  hat. 

'Twas  more  becoming  than  a  bonnet. 

Beside  her,  on  the  velvet  sward, 

A  gentle  youth  was  idly  lying, 
Whilst  o'er  the  rocks  the  surges  poured, 

And  sent  their  pearls  in  thousands  flying. 

She  held  a  novel  in  her  hand, 
And  read  amid  its  glowing  pages 

Of  mail-clad  knights  and  ladies  bland 
Bomancing  in  the  Middle  Ages. 

How  brave  Sir  Hugh,  in  armour  bright, 
Won  golden  fame  by  actions  thrilling ; 

He  did  the  gentler  sex  delight^ 
In  love  and  war  his  style  was  killing ! 

She  laid  the  volume  on  her  knees, 
And  watched  a  ship  that,  far  to  leeward, 

With  brown  sails  bending  to  the  breeze. 
Was  speeding  from  the  harbour  seaward. 

When  Love,  that  tenant  of  the  rocks,  * 
Came  dancing  o'er  the  cliffs  unbidden. 

And  spying  Violet's  golden  locks. 
Was  soon  deep  in  their  meshes  hidden. 

Cupid,  you  rogue,  what  pranks  you  play 
On  us  poor  unsuspecting  mortals  1 

You  show  us  radiant  realms  of  day 
Through  rosy,  amaranthine  portals. 

"  I  love  you,  dear,"  he  whispered  low. 
In  tones  so  tremulous  and  tender. 

She  could  not  answer  him,  for  lo  1 
Her  life  was  lit  with  sudden  splendour. 

Beware  the  cliffs  1    There's  danger  there. 
For  Love,  that  wanton,  wayward  fairy. 

Has  woven  subtle  nets  to  snare 
Ingenuous  youths  and  maids  unwary. 

He  shoots  his  darts  from  laughing  eyes. 
And  sets  young  hearts  with  joy  a-singing : 

But  ah  1  sometimes  the  rascal  flies 
While  yet  the  wedding  bells  are  ringing ! 


ST.  LUKE'S  SUMMER. 


After  the  heavy  rains  and  heavier 
galea  of  the  equinox,  there  frequently 
comes  a  spell  of  delicious  calm,  and  the 
days  of  stress  and  storm  are  forgotten. 
This  is  the  little  summer  of  St.  Lnka :  an 
interval,  all  too  hrief ,  in  the  process  of  the 
seasons,  when  nature  seems  to  pause  and 
draw  breath.  Mid  t)etober  brings  us 
hoars  of  quiet  sunshine,  without  wind  or 
rain  or  cloud,  and  with  jast  sufficient  frost 
In  the  morning  air  to  enable  us  to  revel  in 
.the  pleasant  after-warmth. 


The  autumn  has  reached  i^  prime,  and 
wears  its  crown  of  gold.  D^ily  the  gar- 
ment of  the  woods  becomes  more  glorious. 
A  tongue  of  flame  sweeps  across  the  great 
beech  woods.  Gossamer  floats  abundantly 
in  the  still  air.  The  slight  haze  that  rests 
early  on  the  valley  lifts  gradually  and 
reveals  a  pageant  of  surpassing  beauty, 
flooded  in  a  rich  glow,  and  f Ameil  by  the 
fair  blue  of  the  sky. 

A  soft  grey  veil  that  hid  the  hills  this 
morning  has  completely  disappeared.  It 
is  now  nine  o'clock,  and  the  delicate 
curves  of  a  great  chalk  down  are  sharply 
defined  against  a  waU  of  blue.  Its  slopes 
face  southwards ;  at  present  steeped  in  the 
brilliant  sunlight  of  an  October  morning, 
uodimmed  by  a  particle  of  mist.  Recent 
heavy  rains,  strong  winds,  and  a  touch 
of  frost  last  night,  have  so  refined  and 
purified  the  atmosphere  that  every  juni- 
per bush  stands  out  clear  and  distinct 
with  its  spot  of  shadow  beneath.  The 
red  purple  of  the  dogwood  tints  every 
coombe  and  fissure;  dashes  of  warm 
yellow  appear  among  the  hazel  copses; 
and,  in  the  little  fir  wood  towards  the 
summit,  orange  streaks  show  among  the 
larches. 

The  dear  crisp  air  without  stir  or 
motion  seems  to  magnify  and  diffuse  the 
sunlight,  and  to  deepen  its  mellow  toife. 
What  matter  that  two  days  ago  the  heavy 
clouds  were  dragged  across  these  hills  in 
drenching  rain,  or  that  the  very  brilliance 
of  the  atmosphere  forbids  us  to  count  upon 
a  long  continuance  of  fine  weather.  Just 
now  the  picture  is  complete ;  and  without 
any  special  glory  of  fad&g  leaf,  you  realise 
to  some  extent  the  warmth  and  colour 
that  an  October  sun-glow  can  produce. 
Oiose  at  hand  is  an  old  farmhouse.  It 
possesses  no  architectural  beauties  what- 
ever. Yet  how  the  sunshine  sparkles  on 
the  dull  weather-worn  bricks  and  tiles;  how 
it  softens  and,  at  the  same  time,  intensifies 
the  green  and  amber  mosses ;  and  brings 
out  every  colour  of  the  lichens  that  have 
clung  for  generations  to  roof,  and  wall,  and 
barn,  and  paling.  The  pale  yellow  leaves 
of  a  group  of  limes  absorb  the  beautiful 
glow;  it  is  sent  back  in  flashes  of  scarlet 
and  gold  from  a  single  horse-chestnut,  and 
bathes  in  a  warm  flood  the  grass  of  a 
little  tangled  orchard.  It  glistens  on  the 
webs  that  wreathe  the  briara  and  brambles 
outside ;  and  twinkles  on  the  beads  of  dew 
that  hang  on  the  brake  fern  and  the  long 
grass  blades. 

The  martin  nests  underneath  the  eaves 
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are  forsaken;  for  the  house  martins,  the 
last  of  the  swallow  tribe  to  take  their 
departure,  headed  south  over  a  fortnight 
ago.  With  the  swallows,  all  the  summer 
inJgrants  are^  now  fled ;  the  redwings  are 
yet  to  conie.  '  Just  beyond  the  litter  of  the 
farmyard,  four  black  pigs  are  rakbg  about 
a  great  heap  of  refbse ;  and  pecking  away 
close  beside  them  are  at  least  a  score  of 
grey  wagtaUs,  with  backs  of  bluish  grey 
and  long  grey  tails.  These  are  new 
arriyalsy  for  the  grey  wagtail  is  an  autumn 
visitant  They  come  as  the  pied  wagtail 
(or  dishwasher)  lefekves  us.  7ery  light  and 
active  they  seem,  and  the  colouring  of 
their  plumage  most  delicata  The  name 
of  this  species  of  wagtail  is  deceptive,  for  it 
is  not  grey,  but  yellow,  that  is  its  most 
conspicuous  colour.  The  throat  and  the 
upper  part  of  the  breast  are  a  bright  canary 
tint,  with  a  crescent  of  jet  black  beneatk 
It  is  odd  to  see  them  moving  about  this 
black  filth,  keeping  close  to  a  pig's  snout 
and  forefeet,  till  at  times  it  seems  as  if 
they  must  be  trodden  on.  Birds  of  many 
kinds  are  attracted  to  the  same  heap.  A 
number  of  young  starlings  are  stalkuig  ta 
and  fro,  whistling  and  chattering  a  good 
deaL  Branchers  of  a  few  weeks  ago,  they 
are  just  beginning  to  get  their  fuller 
plumage,  and  the  brown  coats  are  splashed 
with  glossy  black  and  purple  feathers 
tipped  with  pearl.  Every  now  and  then, 
with  a  good  deal  of  fuss  and  clatter,  they 
make  for  one  of  the  oaks  in  the  meadow, 
keeping  their  wings  stationary  and  ex- 
panded like  a  fan  when  entering  the  tree. 
A  small  flock  of  greenfinches  are  pecking 
about  the  edges  of  the  rubbish,  twittering 
as  they  fly  off.  There  are  several  cock 
chaffinches,  just  recovered  from  their 
moult,  each  chiefly  concerned  to  see  that 
his  neighbour  does  not  get  a  choicer  morsel 
than  himself,  and  occasionally  chasing  him 
in  a  state  of  great  excitement  across  the 
adjacent  fields.  Once  or  twice  a  couple  of 
wagtails  with  dipping  flight  wOl  go  ofi  in 
the  same  way,  but  without  the  vicious 
energy  of  the  chaffinches.  A  few  linnets 
are*far  less  assertive ;  and,  unable  to  elbow 
their  way  in  the  busy  crowd,  they  retire 
to  a  hurdle  close  by,  and'  sit  there  looking 
on,  ruffling  their  feathers,  and  apparently 
envying  the  restless  determination  of  the 
sparrows. 

A  rough  and  narrow  lane  leads  upward 
and  over  the  brow  of  the  hill.  In  no 
hurry  to  climb  the  steep,  it  wanders  round 
some  empty  cornfields,  at  first  just  a  means 
of  communication  between  them  and  the 


farm.  Yellow  straws  still  cling  to  the 
little  wayside  oaks,  and  although  in  the 
shadier  parts  of  the  hedge  bank  the  grasses 
are  white  and  drenched  with  dew,  there 
are  stilt  a  few  wild  flowers  left.  But  they 
are  insignificant  beside  the  array  of  colour 
furnished  by  fading  and  fallen  leaf.  The 
herb-robert  still  sends  forth  its  persistent 
pink  stars,  but  they  seem  pale  indeed 
beside  the  vivid  scarlet  of  the  horse- 
chestnut  or  the  deep  crimson  of  the  bird- 
cherry.  Hawkweeds,  ragwort,  nipplewort, 
fleabane,  spotted  hypericum,  and  a  few 
other  yellow  blossoms  along  the  lane,  are 
inconspicuous  beneath  the  fiery  tones  of  the 
hedge  maples.  The  silverweed  no  louger 
hides  its  sulphur  blooms  in  the  roadside 
grasses ;  but  the  pale  emerald,  bronze,  and 
buff  tints  of  its  fernlike  leaves  work  a 
richer  border  than  ever.  In  a  sunny  spot 
a  wild  strawberry  ventures  a  timid  bloom, 
and  the  white  lips  of  the  dead  nettle 
cluster  below.  The  lilac  flowers  of  the 
scabious  still  brave  the  early  irosts,  a  few 
purple  heads  of  knapweed  are  thrust 
through  the  bunches  of  dead  parsley,  and 
the  wild  radish  scatters  its  little  pale 
crosses  among  the  stubbles.  Some  stalks 
of  campanula  have  one  or  two  late  bells,  a 
few  betony  spikes  show  here  there,  and 
slender  harebells  swing  among  the  dry 
grass  bennets. 

Many  of  the  bushes  of  the  lane  are 
closely  intertwined  and  overlaid  with  long 
sprays  and  festoons  of  the  wild  clematis,  or 
old  man's  beard,  till  in  parts  the  hedge 
seems  to  be  composed  ^f  clematis  and 
nothing  else.  Its  woody  stems  look  like 
ropes ;  the  leaves  have  assumed  a  yellowish 
green,  and  the  tufts  of  feathered  seed- 
vessels  lie  upon  them  in  a  network  of  white 
sUk.  The  elder-bushes  have  been  rifled  by 
the  birds,  but  the  sides  of^  the  lane  are 
tinted  with  the  pale  buff  and  rose-pink  of 
their  fading  leaves.  Although  the  nuts 
are  gone  from  the  hazels,  there  is  a  plenti- 
ful store  of  berries  in  the  hedgerows.  They 
are  not  confined  to  the  lane.  Every 
depression  in  the  chalk  has  its  bushes,  and 
every  bush  is  heavy  with  berries.  Perhaps 
the  prettiest  of  all  are  the  rose-coloured 
lobes  of  the  spindle-tree.  If  opened,  the 
seeds  will  be  found  enclosed  in  a  further 
wrapping  of  brilliant  orange.  But  the 
shrub,'  although  by  no  means  uncommon, 
must  be  looked  for.  It  has  a  way  of 
hiding  itself  among  the  other  growths,  and 
its  berries  seldom  crown  the  hedge  like 
the  crimson  fruit  of  the  hawthorn,  or  the 
ruddy  hips  of  the  briar  roses.    Another 
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shrub  easily  overlooked  is  the  alder  back- 
thonii  with  its  smooth,  oval,  quivering 
leaves,  and  its  little  dark  blue  berries. 

Long  streamers  of  bryony  add  much  to 
the  life  and  beauty  of  the  lane.  I  think  if 
I  had  to  give  a  specimen  of  the  beauty  of 
an  English  hedgerow,  I  would  cull  a 
spray  of  white  bryony.  For  there 
are  two  perfectly  distinct  plants  which 
go  by  the  name  of  bryony,  distinguished 
•as  the  white  and  the  black.  Each  Is 
the  sole  British  representative  of  a 
tropical  order  of  plants.  The  black 
bryony  belongs  to  the  yam  tribe;  the 
white  to  that  of  the  gourds,  the  tribe  that 
has  given  us  our  cucumbers  and  melons. 
Both  kinds  are  growing  here.  The  white 
bryony  is  of  very  rapid  growth,  and  passes 
through  and  among  the  buehes  in  the 
gentlest  of  curves.  Among  the  climbing 
plants  is  there  another  that  can  quite  equal 
for  grace  and  elegance  its  vine-like  leaves ; 
its  slender  stems  and  spirals;  its  exquisite 
light-coloured  flowers  with  their  delicate 
veins ;  finally  its  rounded  berries,  at  first 
the  same  green  shade  as  leaf  and  stem, 
gradually  turning  orange  or  scarlet,  and 
brightening  the  hedge  long  after  the  frosts 
have  dried  and  shrivelled  the  rest  of  the 
plant  ?  The  berries  of  the  black  bryony  are 
simUar  in  colour,  only  larger,  and  during 
July  and  August  they  hang  .in  the*  hedge 
like  grapes.  Each  leaf  is  the  shape  of 
a  heart,  the  uniform  glossy  green  now 
changed  to  bronze,  bufi^,  purple,  and  bright 
yellow. 

Not  far  off  the  lane  is  an  overgrown 
chalk-pit,  the  sides  clothed  with  big  red 
hawthorns  and  purple  sloes.  A  bird-cherry 
stands  in  the  centre  beneath,  one  mass  of 
glowing,  fiery  colour.  Scattered  up  and 
down  are  the  clustering  stems  and  hoary 
leaves  of  the  little  wayfaring-trees.  These 
are  a  coarser  species  of  viburnum,  but  the 
berries  are  flattened,  and  though  red  now, 
will  turn  black  as  winter  approaches.  They 
have  none  of  the  rich  transparent  beauty 
that  belongs  to  the  viburnum  opulus  or 
guelder  rose.  This  latter  s^irub  is  now  in 
all  its  glory,  hung  from  root  to  crown  with 
bunches  of  deep  red  berries.  The  guelder 
rose  of  the  woods  is  quite  different  from 
the  "snowball-tree"  of  the  garden.  The 
wild  roses,  too,  are  a  snowy  white,  but 
almost  flat  in  shape,  and  the  singulto  fea- 
ture about  them  is,  that  what  at  first  sight 
we  take  to  be  the  flower  is  only  a  chaplet 
of  mock  blossom,  without  stamen  or  pistil, 
intended  to  attract  the  winged  insects  to 
the  central  florets.     While  the  pride  of 


the  wild  plant  is  its  rich  autumn  fruity 
the  cultivated  species  bears  only  barren 
flowers. 

The  orange  beak  of  a  blackbird  is  busy 
on  a  bunch  of  carmine  spindle  fruit,  till 
suddenly  he  is  off  with  a  noisy  chuckle  to 
a  yew-tree.  Bat  a  couple  of  missel-thrudies 
are  in  possession  there,  and  the  invader 
is  mercilessly  driven  back  with  harsh  and 
angry  cries.  For  the  yew  is  laden  with 
berries,  set  in  their  beautiful  coral  cups- 
berries  dearly  loved  by  the  mistletoe- 
thrnsh,  which  forsakes  the  last  clusters  of 
the  mountain  ash  for  them.  There  seem 
to  be  a  good  many  of  these  big  birds 
about,  for  every  now  and  then  their 
grating  note,  like  the  winding  of  a 
rusty  Dutch  clock,  mingles  with  the 
clatter  of  their  wings  as  they  hold  the 
yew-trees  against  all  qpmers.  It  is  not 
easy  to  get  a  fair  sight  of  them,  but  the 
white  of  their  under  wing-coverts  dis- 
tinguishes them  from  time  to  time  as  they 
slip  round  a  big  bush. 

Upward  still,  as  the  lane  winds  round  a 
piece  of  woodland,  and  a  squirrel  scam- 
pers ^across.  He  has  exchanged  his  red 
summer  coat  for  a  winter  fur  of  brown- 
grey.  Up  the  bank  he  goes,  drawing  his 
long  silver-tipped  tail  over  the  fallen  leaf. 
With  a  gurgling,  scolding  chatter  he  darts 
up  a  larch  to  the  second  fork,  then  stops 
and  looks  back  deliberately,  pricking  ma 
ears,  and  wagging  his  tail  vigorously  as  a  cat 
does  when  angry.  Farther  in  the  wood, 
a  second  squirrel  sits  on  the  fork  of  a 
beech,  munching  like  a  monkey  a  beech- 
nut held  in  his  forepaws.  The  <<mast"  is 
ripe  now,  and  the  squirrels .  haunt  the 
beeches  all  day.  They  have  rifled  the  hazels, 
and  the  pine  cones  can  wait  awhile.  The 
beech  stems  being  smooth  and  polished, 
and  generally  bare  of  branches  for  a  con- 
siderable distance,  the  squirrels  climb  the 
smaller  trees  and  leap  from  them  on  to  the 
broad  fans  of  the  higher  beech  boughs. 
Bipe  beech-mast  proves  a  great  attraction 
also  to  the  ring-doves,  which  visit  the  trees 
in  foraging  parties.  Shy  and  wary,  they 
are  but  litUe  seen,  and  only  the  occasionid 
flip-flop  of.  their  powerful  wings  tells  where 
they  have  been  feasting. 

A  flute-like  note  repeated  once  or  twice 
is  followed  by  a  bubbling  sound,  and  a 
glance  upward  reveals  a  nut}iatch,  a 
patch  of  dull  orange-red  on  one  of  the 
branches.  Now  he  is  underneath,  and 
his  blue-grey  back  comes  into  view  as  he 
creeps  along  the  horizontal  bough  to  the 
main  stem,  and  then    begins    travelling 


Gfaarles  DiokeoB.] 


TWO  LETTERS. 


head  foremost  down  the  tree.  He  has  no 
doubt  just  wedeed  a  hazel-nut  in  the  trunk 
preparatory  to  lorcing  the  shell  with  his 
beak.  Now  he  is  resting  midway,  his 
daws  grasping  the  rough  bark,  and  his 
head  at  ripht  angles  to  his  plump  little 
body,  showug  the  white  spot  on  his  throat 
A  dark  streak  drawn  across  his  bright 
round  eye  looks  like  a  continuation  of  the 
pointed  beak.  His  present  attitude  is 
characteristic  The  tree-creeper  works  a 
tree  upwards,  and  his  longer  body,  beak, 
and  tail  always  carve  to  the  tree  trunk. 
The  nuthatch  seems  equally  at  home  in 
any  position,  while  iua  short  tail  never 
gets  in  his  way. 

High  winds  and  battering  rains  have 
thinned  the  leaves  of  the  outer  trees,  so 
that  it  is  possible  to  watch  a  good  deal  of 
the  life  of  the  wood  from  the  lane.  Nests 
that  a  short  while  ago  were  completely 
hidden  are  now  visible.  A  loud  ■' squawk, 
chawk,"  is  followed  by  a  flash  of  blue  and 
white  wings,  and  a  couple  of  jays  settle 
themselves  among  the  top  branches  of  an 
oak.  Aeoms  at  this  season  apparently 
furnish  a  repast  to  birds  of  usually  very 
di£Ferent  appetites;  but  while  the  majority, 
like  the  pheasant,  are  content  to  help 
themselves  to  the  fallen  brown  nuts  tiiat 
are  now  lying  all  about  the  grass  of  the 
meadows,  the  jay  and  the  rook  must  pick 
theirs  from  the  oak  itself. 
'  Not  many  sounds  disturb  the  silence  of 
these  woods.  Now  and  then  comes  the 
low  pipe  of  a  bullfinch ;  a  thrush  utters  a 
stave,  as  if  trying  over  his  notes ;  a  wren 
sings  a  short  strain ;  or  ti^e  sweet,  leisurely 
cadence  of  the  robin  breaks  the  stillness. 
But  the  birds  are  intent  on  other  matters 
than  singbg,  and  the  most  frequent  sounds 
are  the  tap  of  a  falling  acorn  or  beech- 
mast,  or  the  lingering  rustle  of  another 
leaf  seeking  the  broad  bosom  of  mother 
earth. 

As  the  lane  reaches  the  hillside,  the 
bushes  increase  in  size  considerably,  tUl 
from  fieldslde  hedges  they  become  a  tangle 
of  forest  growths.  The  tints,  too,  are 
further  advanced  here.  Green  and  scarlet^ 
russet  and  gold,  brown  and  purple;  the 
colours  massed  and  intermingled  in  endless 
giadations  and  exquisite  harmonies.  Where 
the  brilliant  sunlight  plays,  they  are  in- 
tensified a  hundredfold.  Dark  yews  mingle 
with  scarlet  thorns  and  orange  maples; 
feathery  ash-trees  overhang,  their  leaves 
now  a  pale  olive  tint.  Privet  and  dogwood, 
viburnum  and  wild  rose,  tall  brambles  and 
elder  bushes  combine  to  produce  a  glowing 
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succession  of  warm  hues  and  a  wealth  of 
autumn  fruit.  And  still  the  clematis 
climbs  to  the  topmost  boughs,. and  over  all 
but  the  changeless  yews  flings  its  pallid 
streamers  like  a  robe.  For  a  mite  or  more 
these  towering  hedgerows  1ihut  off  the 
prospects  around,  and  form  a  winding  aisle 
in  which  to  study  to  erne's  heart's  content 
all  the  varied  tones  and  mellow  riclmess  of 
the  autumn.  Then  they  cease  suddenly. 
We  are  on  the  crisp,  velvety  turf  of  the 
downs,  high  up  among  the  grey  junipers, 
overlookiDg  the  great  beech  woods  of  the 
river  valley,  and  a  broad,  beaming  land- 
scape beyond. 
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A   STORY    rN    THREE    CHAPTERS. 

■  ■■    ♦ 

CHAPTER  I. 

Lettige  had  always  been  considered 
the  beauty  of  the  family.  She  was  not 
clever  like  Emma,  nor  musical  like  Lenore. 
She  was  simply  beautiful  and  nothing 
more.  Men  seemed  to  find  that  quite 
enough. 

There  were  four  of  us,  Lettice,  Emma, 
Lenore,  and  myself.  I  was  the  youngest, 
and  occupied  the  proud  position  of 
being  Lettice'a  bosom  friend.  We  all 
lived  in  a  great  rambling  batrack  of  a 
house  in  the  little  seaside  town  of  Brunton, 
and  our  father  was  the  Rector  of  the  church 
there.  Our  income  was  not  by  any  means 
large ;  om  visiting  list  was  soon  exhausted. 
It  may  easily  be  seen,  therefore,  that  the 
chance  of  four  pretty,  penniless  lasses 
getting  ''  wooed,  and  married,  and  a',"  was 
very  remote  indeed,  ^till,  we  fe^t  we 
were  entitled  to  build  high  hopes  upon 
Lettice. 

She  was  tall,  and  fair  as  a  lily,  and 
almost  as  pale.  But  then  her  cheeks  wore 
the  creamy,  healthy  tint  which  to  a  right- 
minded  man  is  worth  all  the  rosy  cheeks 
in  existence.  She  had  crisp,  golden  hair, 
that  always  looked  enchanting,  whether  it 
w6re  smooth  or  whether  it  were  rough ;  a 
pair  of  the  deepest  blue  eyes  that  ever  it 
has  been  my  luck  to  see ;  and  a  slender, 
willowy  .figure,  which  in  some  people's 
eyes  was  her  chief  charm. 

And  yet  Lettice  was  wasting  her  sweet- 
ness on  the  desert  air.  Twenty-five,  and 
still  unwed  I 

Of  course, .  there  was  always  Arthur 
Wells,  who  had  been  desperately  in  love 
with  her  from  his  youth  up,  but  then  he 
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did  not  count  at  alL  Indeed,  Lettice'waa 
OTuel  enough  on  one  occasion  to  refer  to 
him  as  '*  an  alleviating  circamatance," 
which,  conddering  his  intense  adoration 
for  her,  was  hardly  feeling. 

Arthur  WeHs  was  old  Sir  Ludovio  Wells's 
nephew,  and,  had  there  been  no  other 
Wells  in  the  case,  would  without  doubt 
have  succeeded  to  his  uncle's  title  and 
.estates,  the  latter  bringing  in  a  respectable 
rent-roll  of  five  thousand  a  year.  But 
then,  as  the  Fates  would  have  it,  Sir 
Ludovic  owned  two  stalwart^  handsome 
sons ;  and  nothing  was  more  unlikely  than 
that  they  should  be  polite  enough  to 
remove  themselves  from  this  troublesome 
world,  in  order  to  leave  the  stage  clear  for 
their  cousin  Arthur. 

No;  Ludovic  the  younger  and  Henry 
his  brother  throve  and  waxed  great  in 
strength  and  health.  There  was  not  the 
ghost  of  a  chance  for  Arthur,  who  could 
hardly  have  the  audacity  to  propose 
seriously  to  the  beautiful  Lettice  that 
they  should  shut  themselves  up  together 
for  life  in  a  semi-detached  villa,  on  three 
hundred  pounds  a  year,  to  murmur  at  the 
price  of  coal  and  butter  1  No,  the  thing 
could  not  be  done,  and  Arthur  was  wise 
enough  to  resign  himself  to  fate. 

There  were  very  few  young  men  of  any 
kind  in  Brunton,  and  those  of  a  desperately 
ineligible  character.  There  was  the  curate 
— a  knock-kneed,  shambling  creature,  with 
bright  red  hair  and  green  eyes-*-and  the 
doctor,  a  struggling  young  practitioner, 
who,  to  judge  from  appearances,,  might 
possibly  be  able  to  afford  to  marry  when 
Lettice  was  well  on  to  forty  years  of  age. 

Affairs  were  certainly  not  very  promising. 
We  should  blush  unseen  for  ever  unless 
something  happened.  We  did  not  blush 
unseen  for  ever. 

One  day  in  early  summer,  when  the  dog- 
roses  were  at  the  zenith  of  their  delicate 
beauty,  my  father  came  in  to  us,  as  we  were 
all  sitting  at*  work  in  our  own  especial 
sanctum,  with  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

Here  let  me  say  that  my  father  was  the 
most  unworldly  of  men.  He  liked  us 
«  girls  "  to  be  always  about  him.  I  believe 
it  would  have  grieved  him  to  the  heart  if 
he  had  had  to  part  with  one  of  us.  Such 
a  thing  as  matrimony,  especially  looked 
upon  from  a  mercenary  point  of  view, 
never  even  occurred  to  him  at  all.  We 
girls,  had  the  sense  to  keep  our  matrimonial 
chatter  and  hopes  to  ourselves.  The  letter 
which  he  had  just  received,  and  which  was 
destined  to  elate  us,  only  depressed  him. 


There  was  rather  a  worried  expression  on 
his  placid  brow* 

"  An  old  college  friend  of  mine  has  just 
written  to  me,  girls,"  he  announced,  "  to 
ask  me  to  look  after  his  son,  who  is  coming 
here  for  a  month  or  so  for  Us  health," 

We  pricked  up  out  ears  at  once. 

"  Who  is  it  t "  we  asked  in  chorus. 

We  knew  that  father  had  known  some 
very  '*  big  wigs "  in  those  far-off  Oollege 
days  of  his,  alSiough  he  was  too  modest  to 
even  mention  them.  Was  Fate  about  to 
smile  upon  us  at  last  t 

<'The  young  man  is  a  foreigner,"  said 
my  father  slowly,  "  and  his  name  is  the 
Oount  da  Oastello." 

To  say  that  our  eyes  nearly  fell  out  of 
our  heads  at  this  piece  of  news  would  be 
but  a  poor  and  feeble  way  of  expressing 
our  astonishment. 

A  Count — a  real  live  Count,  certain  to 
be  rich,  and  in  all  probability  handsome  1 
We  all  looked  at  Lettice,  who  blushed 
consciously.  The  fish  that  was  about  to 
walk  into  the  net  was  almost  a  whale  in 
size  and  importance. 

"  Why,  papa,"  sidd  Lenore,  "  whatever 
is  he  coming  to  this  poky  little  place  for  ?  " 

My  father  flushed  slightly.  He  would 
have  been  less  embarrassed  if  a  crossing- 
sweeper  had  asserted  claims  as  to  ancient 
friendship. 

"His  father  and  I  were  great  friends 
long  ago,  my  dears.  He  is  kind  enough  to 
wish  his  son  to  make  my  acquaintance,  and 
as  the  place  is  very  healthy  and  the  Count 
is  not  very  strong,  he  wishes  him  to  be 
here  for  a  while.  Of  course  he  will  stay 
at  the  hotel.  The  Due  da  Castello  writes 
a  very  kind  letter,"  he  added,  looking  at 
the  paper  in  his  hand.  We  had  none  of 
us  before  ever  had  the  least  idea  that  my 
father  had  ever  spoken  to  a  Duke  in  his 
life,  and  though  it '  was  but  a  foreign 
Duke — well,  a  Duke^  a  Duke  for  all  that. 

Of  course  we  had  dozens  of  questions  to 
ask,  all  of  which  my  father  answered  with 
his  usual  gentle  patience. 

The  young  Count  had  been  in  England 
before — oh,  yf  s,  and  could  speak  English 
fairly  well.  He  would  probably  be^  about 
six  or  seven-and-twenty — not  a  young  boy 
by  any  means.  Rich — yes,  he  was  certainly 
rich — ^very  wealthy  indeed,  he  believed. 
As  to  how  we  were  to  amuse  him,  that  was 
quite  a  different  thing.  He  supposed 
young  people  always  got  on  together 
somehow.  Luckily  it  was  summer,  and 
we  could  golf  and  play  tennis  to  ocur 
hearts'  content.    He  hoped  we  would  do 
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our  beat  to  make  thiDgs  pleasant  for  the 
Btianger. 

**  Poor  dear  daddy,"  said  Lanore^  with  a 
half-remorseful  smile  as  he  went  out  at  the 
door.  **  He  has  no  idea  what  a  mercenary, 
money-hunting  lot  we  are,  or  he  wouldn't 
press  us  to  be  quite  so  pleasant." 

**  But  after  ail,  it  is  glorious  news/'  said 
Emma  meditatively.  "I  do  envy  you, 
Lettice ! " 

She  sighed  as  she  looked  at  herself  in 
the  glass. 

'<  1^0  one  has  a  chance  when  you  are  by," 
she  added  discontentedly.  *'I  am  quite 
nice-looking  when  you  are  out  of  the 
room." 

We  all  laughed,  amk  began  to  disdnss 
our  wardrobe,  and  what  were  the  most 
suitable  costumes  for  fascinating  the  foreign 
eye.  Lettice  was  unusually  silent.  Indeed, 
she  had  hardly  spoken  at  all.  She  smiled 
faintly  when  we  suggested  all  the  fine 
things  she  could  do  for  us  when  once  she 
was  the  Countess  da  Gastello,  and  told  us 
with  sensible  severity  not  to  be  so  foolish 
as  to  count  our  chicKens  before  they  were 
hatched. 

"  I  never  yet  knew  the  man  who  didn't 
admire  you,"  said  Emma  sturdily.  "Take 
all  the  men  about  here,  for  instance — ^they 
are  a  precious  poor  lot,  still  they  are  men 
— and  see  if  I'm  not  right !  Mr.  Potter 
fell  head  over  ears  in  love  at  first  sight, 
and  Dr,  Hemingway  would  propose  to- 
morrow if  he  thought  you  would  accept 
him.     As  for  Arthur  Wells " 

She  paused  with  a  significant  shrug  of 
the  shoulders  that  spoke  volumes.  Lettice 
gathered  up  her  work  in  her  arms  and 
went  out  of  the  room  with  a  slight  flush 
on  her  fair  face.  In  spite  of  her  light 
talk  about  Arthur  Wells,  there  were 
times  when  we  were  none  of  us  very  sure 
as  to  what  were  her  real  feelings  on  the 
subject.  Not  even  to  me — me,  the  favoured 
confidante — did  she  ever  say  one  syllable 
about  him  save  in  a  jesting  way. 

Bat  she  began  to  talk  of  her  own  accord 
that  night  about  the  Oount  da  Gastello. 

"  I  wonder  what  he.  will  be  like,"  she 
said  meditatively,  as  she  unwound  her 
long  fair  hair  and  began  to  brush  it  slowly 
before  retiring  for  the  night. 

We  shared  the  same  room,  and  many 
had  been  the  girlish  confidences  and  hopes 
that  those  four  walls  had  heard. 

''He  will  be  very  dark,  of  course,"  I 
replied,  "and  perhaps  handsome.  But 
that  doesn't  matter  so  much  if  he  Is  nice. 
I  rather  like  ugly  men." 


Lettice  went  on  brushing  out  the  veil 
of  fair  hair  that  fell  far  below  her  waist. 

"The  most  important  thing  of  all  is 
that  he  should  fall  in  love  with  you,"  I 
went  on  from  my  perch  on  the  deep,  old- 
fashioned  window-seat,  where  I  waQ  sitting 
gazing  out  into  the  starry  June  night; 
"  and,  fortunately,  there  isn't  much  doubt 
about  that."  ^ 

"  Tou  are  a  silly  child ! "  returned  my 
sister,  with  rather  ungrateful  petulance. 
"You  think,  because  all  the  weedy 
creatures  here  admire  me,  that  a  rich  and 
handsome  foreigner  of  title  is  certain  to 
ask  me  to  be  his  wife.    Absurd  1 " 

'<  Should  you  have  him  if  he  did  t "  I 
asked  curiously. 

"  Without  the  slightest  hesitation.'^ 

I  always  liked  matrimonial  discussions 
with  Lettice,  because  we  held  such  very 
different  views  on  the  subject.  I,  being 
young  and  sentimental,  was  all  for  love ; 
Lettice,  with  all  the  stem,  practical 
common -sense  of  twenty-five  unmarried 
years,  was  all  for  money. 

"  You  might  not  like  him,"  I  suggested, 
after  a  pause.     . 

"It  would  take  a  great  deal  to  make 
me  dislike  a  rich  young  Oount,"  returned 
Lettice,  with  a  curl  of  her  lip.  "I  am 
more  tired  than  I  can  tell  you  of  the  life 
we  are  leading  now.  I  want  to  enjoy 
myself,  and  see  the  world,  and  be  admired,"' 
she  added  frankly. 

I  clasped  my  hands  round  my  knees,  and 
began  again. 

"Supposing  that  you  were  unhappy 
after  you  married  him!  Supposing  you 
saw  some  one  else  you  liked  better  %  " 

"I  shouldn't  be  unhappy  after  I  was 
married,"  returned  my  sister  decidedly. 
"  I  am  not  in  the  least  sentimental." 

"I  think  it  is  very  wrong  indeed  to 
marry  for  money,"  I  said,  with  sudden 
virtue. 

"So  do  I — in  theory.  But  now  and 
then  one  can't  help  oneself.  It  is  generally 
the  wrong  man  who  has  the  fortune,"  she 
added,  with  unusual  bitterness. 

I  determined  to  approach  a  subject  on 
which  I  had  always  felt  the  deepest 
curiosity,  but  which  I  had  never  ventured 
to  seriously  allude  to  before. 

"  Lettice ! " 

"Wein" 

"  Do  you — are  you — how  do  you  feel — 
really,  I  mean — ^about  Arthur  Wells  1 " 

Lettice  turned  her  head  away,  but  not 
before  I  had  seen  her  flasth 

"  He  is  a  nice  boy,"  she  said  carelessly. 
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"and  80  nsefiil  and  pleaaantt  too.  I  am 
?ery  fond  of  Aibhnr." 

"  £at  yon  wouldn't  marry  him  1 " 

" '  Pas  ai  b6te/  my  dear.  I  should  be 
unhappy  after  that  marriage,  if  you  like." 

<'I  should  feel  I  had  thrown  myself 
away ;  and,  what  is  more,  I  am  afraid  I 
should  make  hioihfeel  it,  too.  I  put  aside 
the  idea  years  ago,  Ellen,  and  Arthur 
knows  It" 

'<  It  is  very  hard  if— if  you  like  bim/'  I 
remarked,  a  little  surprised  at  her  extreme 
calmness. 

"I  like  him  quite  as  much  as  I  shall 
ever  like  any  one;  but  I  dare  say  that 
isn't  very  much,  after  all  At  any  rate, 
it  is  not  enough  to  make  me  sacrifice  my 
whole  future  life  for  his  sake." 

She  plaited  her  soft  hair  closely  as  she 
spoke,  and  smiled  at  her  own  fair  image 
in  the  glass. 

*'It's  very  funny  that  I  don't  feel  more," 
she  remarked,  half  to  herself ;  *'  but  at  the 
same  time  it  is  extremely  convenient." 

I  did  not  believe  myself  that  she  was 
nearly  as  heartless  as  she.  chose  to  make 
out,  and  in  spite  of  the  handsome  phantom  I  quaint"  gabled  Eectory  and  its  wandering 


He  was  undoubtedly  an  extremely 
handsome  man,  but  for  all  that  I  felt  a 
thrill  of  unutterable  repugnance  towards 
him.  I  wondered  if  Lettioe  felt  it  too.  He 
was  tall  and  slender,  with  dearly-cut 
features  and  a  haughty,  aristocratic  air. 
He  was  dark  as  an  Italian  brigand,  hand- 
some as  a  Spanish  toreador.  His  eyes  were 
almost  sombre  in  their  velvet  blackness. 

But  there  was  no  doubt  whatever  that  he 
was  very  much  struck  with  Lettice.  Father 
asked  him  to  tea  as  a  matter  of  course,  and 
ten  minutes  later  we  were  all  sitting  round 
that  famous  table  of  ours,  which  seemed  to 
be  able  to  hold  any  number  of  extra 
people  without  inconvenience. 

The  Count  had  a  soft  and  mellow  voice, 
and  what  I  suppose  must  be  called  fascina- 
ting manners.  He  spoke  English  to  per- 
fection, with  just  a  touch  of  foreign  accent 
which  made  it  all  the  more  taking;  but 
every  now  and  then  he  lapsed  uncon* 
sciously  into  Italian,  correcting  himself 
with  a  slight  laugh  at  his  own  f  orgetfulness, 
and  he  invariably  addressed  us  as  ^'Sig- 
norina." 

He  professed  himself  delighted  with  the 


of  the  future,  I  rather  preferred  the  present 
suitor. 

But  nothing  would  induce  Lettice  to 
talk  any  more  about  him  that  night.  She 
had  put  aside  her  fancy  for  him  once  and 
for  all  with  a  firm  hand,  and  she  was  not 
the  kind  of  girl  to  be  entrapped' into  half- 
sentimental  admissions  of  ifegrat 

Three  days  later  the  Count  arrived  upon 
the  scene. 

I  do  not  think  we  have  any  of  us  ever 
forgotten  the  afternoon  he  came.  We  were 
sitting  in  the  big  old  sunny  drawing- 
room  just  before  tea.  All  the  windows 
were  open,  and  the  scent  of  the  sweet- 
briar  hedges,  for  which  the  Bectory  was 
famous,  floated  in  and  filled  the  air  with 
pungent  fragrance.  Lettice  was  sitting  at 
the  window  with  the  sun  shining  full  upon 
her  fair  head,  turning  every  thread  of  it  to 
deep,  deep  gold. 

"  My  dear,"  said  my  father's  voice  sud- 
denly behind  her,  ''let  me  introduce  my 
old  friend's  son  to  you.  Count  da  Castello, 
this  is  my  eldest  daughter  Lettice." 

She  turned  with  a  swift,  surprised  flush 
on  her  usually  pale  face,  and  I  thought  I 
had  never  seen  her  look  so  lovely.  I  was 
not  surprised  at  the  look  of  bold  and  open 
admiration  with  which  the  Count  regarded 
her. 


rooms.  There  was  an  old-world  flavour, 
he  declared,  in  the  shabby,  spindle-legged 
furniture,  the  old  blue  china,  and  the  oak- 
panelled  parlours.  He  raved,  too,  over  the 
odour  of  sweet-briar,  which  pervaded  every- 
thing with  its  wholesome  fragrance.  Its 
perfume  was,  he  said,  <'so  fresh,  so  English." 

The  buddbg  flowers  in  the  garden,  too, 
came  in  for  a  share  of  ecstatic  admiration 
as  we  wandered  idly  thither  after  tea  was 
over.  The  Count  was  disposed  to  i^dndre 
anything  and  everythiug  in  his  present 
frame  of  mind.  - 

Lettice  was  quieter  than  usual  Cer- 
tainly the  Count  was  enthusiastic  and 
ardent  enough  for  both.  She  need  take 
no  trouble  whatever.  He  was  plainly  at 
her  feet  already.  He  was  apparently  going 
to  succumb  without  a  struggle.  Unless, 
indeed,  he  were  one  of  those  masculine 
flirts  who  make  love  to  every  pretty 
woman  they  meet  with  almost  equal 
ardour.  Time  and  the  future  would  show 
that.  At  present  he  talked  to  no  one  but 
Lettice,  and  had  eyes  for  no  one  but 
Lettice.  So  far  everything  was  as  it 
should  be. 

When  he  had  gone  I  asked  her  how  she 
liked  him.  Emma  and  Lenore  were  load 
in  their  praises — so  handsome,  so  fascina- 
ting, with  such  enchanting  manners  !  And 
his  eyes  1    Had  we  noticed  his  eyes  t 
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*'  Ym,  I  noticed  his  eyoB,"  said  Lettice. 

If  it  had  not  been  dusk  I  ahoold  have 
ttioQj^t  that  she  looked  troubled  and 
nneaay.  As  it  was,  I  fancied  the  fast- 
falling  twilight  might  have  deceived  me. 

«  Do  you  like  him )"  I  persisted. 

She  roused  herself  from  a  meditative 
reverie  with  a  start  and  a  distinct  shiver. 

**I  don't  know,  Ellen,"  she  answered 
slowly.  "  Bat  I  should  not  4ike  to  have 
him  for  my  enemy." 

CHAPTER  II. 

Two  days  later  the  Count  sent  Lettice 
an  enormous  bouquet  of  beautiful  roses — a 
truly  foreign  way  of  showing  admiratiou, 
as  we  Eoglish  country  -  bred  damsels 
thought.  We  could  notf  imagine  where  he 
had  got  such  flowers  from — great  ^eep 
crimson-hearted  roses  and  exquisite  fragile 
white  ones,  almost  every  variety,  indeed, 
that  it  is  possible  to  imagine.  We  thought 
he  must  have  bribed  some  gardener  to  give 
him  the  contents  of  a  greenhouse  whose 
owner  was  temporarily  absent;  but  after- 
wards we  learned  that  he  had  telegraphed 
to  London  for  them. 

Lettice  sat  with  the  gorgeous  flowers  in 
her  lap  with  an  odd  expression  on  her 
face,  while  we  clustered  round  her  and 
loudly  extolled  the  Count  and  congratu- 
lated her  on  her  good  fortune.  She  did 
not  say  anything  for  a  while;  then  she 
swept  the  roses  with  a  sudden  petulant 
movement  from  her  lap  to  the  floor ;  some 
of  the  scented  petals  fell  from  the  heart  of 
the  flowers  and  lay  upon  the  carpet. 

^'I  wish  he  had  not  sent  tnem^"  she 
sud,  with  an  almost  violent  impatience  in 
her  voice. 

I  stooped  to  pick  the  lovely,  innocent 
things  up.  As  I  did  so  a  shadow  darkened 
the  doorway,  and,  looking  up,  to  my  horror 
I  saw  that  tiie  Count  himself  had  been  a 
witness  of  this  little  scene.  Possibly,  too, 
he  had  heard  Lettice's  petulant  remark.  He 
had  followed  his  gift  almost  immediately. 

"Am  I  so  unfortunate  that  my  little 
offering  is  displeasing  to  the  Signorina  t " 
he  asked  politely  from  the  doorway,  where 
he  remained  standing. 

His  eyes — the  eyes  that  we  all  admired 
so  much,  and  which  Lettice  shuddered 
away  from — were  fixed  on  her  face  with 
a  half>mo€|king,  half-dominant  expression 
in  their  sombre  depths. 

Lettice  blushed  crimson  and  muttered 
hastily  something  about  his  "Undness," 
and  that  she  was  "  very  fond  of  flowers;" 


<<So  I  thought  until  just  now,"  said  the 
young  Count,  with  his  most  imperturbable 
expression  of  countenance,  advancing  up 
the  room. 

We  began  to  feel  uneasy  and  embarrassed. 
It.waa  an  uncomfortable  scene  altogether, 
and  for  once  in  our  lives  we  felt  rather 
ashamed  of  Lettice.  How  could  she  treat 
the  Count's  present  with  such  impatient 
ingratitude  ?  One  by  one  we  disappeared 
from  the  room,  and  they  were  left  together. 

'*  He  is  certain  to  propose,"  said  Emms, 
when  we  had  safely  reached  our  own 
sanctum,  ''if  she  treats  him  at  all  properly. 
What  a  pity  he  came  in  just  then,  and  how 
stupid  of  Lettice  to  be  in  such  a  temper ! 
I  only  wish  he  would  send  roses  to  me." 

"I  expect  it  is  only  a  foreign  custom 
and  doesn't  mean  much,"  I  remarked 
astutely.  "He  may  not  be  in  love  with 
her  after  all." 

"You  have  only  got  to  look  at  his  eyes 
to  see  that/'  said  Emma  very  decidedly. 
"He  never  takes  them  off  her,  and  he 
looks  at  her  in  such  a  way — I  am  sure  I 
should  feel  quite  uncomfortable." 

"I  wonder  what  wOl  happen,  and 
what  he  is  saying  to  her.  now?"  said 
Lenore  musingly.  "Foreigners  are  so 
quick  iu  things  of  this  kind." 

I  sidd  noting,  but  like  the  parrot  in 
the  story,  I  thought  the  more. 

Emma  was  quite  right  in  saying  that 
the  young  Count  was  desperately  in  love. 
There  was  a  sort  of  fierceness  in  his  eye6 
when  he  looked  at  Lettice,  that  boded  ill 
for  her  in  the  future  if  she  crossed  or 
thwarted  him.  It  was  a  curious  affair  all 
through — shrinking  repulsion  on  one  side, 
combined  with  a  strange  fascination,  and 
fiery,  passionate,  overbearing  love  on  the 
other.  I  wondered  which  would  win  the 
day. 

I  had  not  long  to  wait.  As  Lenore 
remarked,  foreign  courtship  is  evidently 
carried  on  in  a  very  rapid  fashion.  At 
the  end  of  a  fortnight,  Lettice  came  into 
our  room  one  day  after  she  had  been 
walking  about  with  the  Count,  and  threw 
herself  into  a  chair  with  something  very 
like  a  groan. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  I  asked  from 
my  seat  in  the  deep  window,  where  I  was 
reading,  unobserved. 

'^  Oh,  are  you  there,  Ellen  ? "  said  my 
sister,  with  rather  a  vexed  expression. 

Then  after  a  pause  she  added : 

"  Well,  you  would  have  to  know  some 
day,  and  you  may  just  as  well  know  first 
as  last     Besides,  I   would   rather  you 
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heard  it  before  the  others.     The  Connt 
has  proposed  to  me,  Ellen." 

I  dropped  my  novel,  finding  a  real 
romance  more  interesting  than  the 
fiotitioQs  personages  in  the  book. 

«  When  V'l  demanded  breathlessly. 

*<Aboat  a  quarter  of  an  hoar  ago — ^In 
the  rose-garden." 

She  began  to  play  absently  with  some 
flowers  in  her  belt,  palling  them  slowly  to 
pieces  in  rather  a  vindictive  fashion. 
They  were  very  rare  flowers,  and  I  knew 
the  Count  had  given  them  to  her. 

"  What  did  you  say,"  I  asked  curiously, 
*'  and  what  did  he  say  1 " 

"He!" 

She  laughed  a  little,  and  then  sighed. 

*'0h,  the  usual  rhodomontade,  of  course  I 
Men  are  very  much  alike  all  the  world 
over.    Only  the  Count  is — is — more  so  1 " 

''That  means  that  he  made  desperate 
love  to  you,  I  suppose,"  I  said  slowly. 

**  Well,  yes,  that  is  what  it  amounts  to." 

She  threw  away  the  flowers  she  had 
been  playing  with  suddenly. 

"  I  tell  you,  Eden,  the  man  terrifies  me," 
she  said,  in  a  very  difl^erent  tone  from  the 
one  she  had  heen  using.  "He  is  so 
earnest,  so  fierce,  so — mad  ! " 

I  looked  at  her  in  some  surprise.  Her 
face  was  quite  white,  and  her  lips  were 
trembling.  It  was  very  unlike  Lettice  to 
be  so  moved  about  anything.  I  got  down 
from  my  perch  in  the  window-seat,  and 
put  a  protecting  arm  about  her. 

"But  you  needn't  marry  him,  Lettice 
dear,  if  you  feel  like  that  about  him.  Of 
course,  we  all  talked  a  great  deal  of  non- 
sense about  your  being  a  Countess  and  all 
that — and  it  would  have  been  very  nice, 
too — but  it  certainly  isn't  worth  while 
being  so  wretched  about  it." 

She  sat  quite  still,  breathing  rather 
quickly.  Then  she  got  up  and  began  to 
take  ofl*  her  things. 

''  I  have  promised  to  marry  him,  Ellen, 
and  I  cannot  draw  back  now.  Besides,  I 
have  no  wish  to.  I  shall  be  very  rich,  I 
shall  have  a  title,  and  my  husband  will 
adore  me.  What  more  can  I  want! 
Should  I  do  better  if  I  were  to  stay  on  here 
and  end  by  marrying  Dr.  Hemingway  t " 

She  laughed  a  little,  but  I  couldn't 

**  Lettice,  I  am  sure  you  will  be  horribly 
unhappy,"  I  said  earnestly.  **  You  ought 
not  to  marry  him  if  you  don't  like  him." 

"I  do  like  him — immensely,"  she  said 
contradictorily,  "and  I  have  been  very 
foolish  to  talk  as  I  have  been  doing.  The 
only  fault  I  can  find  with  him  is  that  he 


loves  me  too  much — and  that  is  certainly 
a  fault  that  time  will  mend.  Come,  Ellen," 
she  added  gaily,  "don't  look  at  me  with 
those  desperate,  frightened  eyes.  The  Count 
won't  eat  me,  and  I  mean  to  be  very  happy." 

She  kissed  me,  and  we  went  downstairs 
together,  hand  in  hand.  But  I  did  not 
feel  easy,  for  all  that.  That  the  Count  had 
some  influence  over  her  I  had  no  doubt, 
but  it  was  an  influence  that  had  elements 
of  repulsion  in  it.  It  struck  me  that  a  boa 
constrictor  and  a  rabbit  might  very  well 
stand  as  examples  of  the  relations  between 
Lettice  and  the  Count.  Bat  these  senti- 
ments I  kept  to  myself. 

Lettice  announced  her  engagement  to 
the  family  the  next  day.  She  was  then  in 
possession  of  a  magnificent  diamond  be- 
trothal ring,  and  the  Count  had  received 
my  father's  permission  for  the  match. 

The  Count  himself  was  quite  perfect  in 
his  behaviour  to  us  all  He  came  every 
day  after  this,  and  bought  us  innumer- 
able and  costly  presents.  The  gifts  he 
showered  on  Lettice  had  legion  for  their 
name.  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  a  man 
more  devotedly  attached  to  a  woman.  And 
yet  Lettice  could  not  prevent  herself,  try 
as  she  would,  from  treating  him  with 
cold  indifferehce.  The  Count  seemed  to 
love  her  all  the  more  for  her  caprices. 

He  often  talked  to  me  about  her,  as  he 
knew  she  liked  me  better  than  the  rest. 
His  handsome  face  and  splendid  eyes  would 
light  up  with  pleasure  at  the  mere  mention 
of  her  name.  Foreigners  are  proverbially 
less  reticent  than  their  English  brethren  in 
their  "affaires  de  coear,"  and  I  was  the 
recipient  of  many  curious  rhapsodies  on  the 
subject  of  my  sister's  charms. 

"  Only  to  think,"  said  Da  Castello  to  me 
one  day,  when  Lettice  had  left  us  alone 
together  for  a  few  minutes,  "  only  to  think 
that  if  I  bad  not  come  to  England  this 
time  I  should  never  have  seen  her  I  My 
beautiful  lily  —  the  one  woman  in  the 
world  for  me !  What  should  I  have  done 
without  her  t " 

His  eyes  were  following  her  retreating 
form  with  an  expression  of  ecstatic  tender- 
ness in  them. 

I  brought  him  down  to  earth  again. 

"You  would  have  married  some  one 
else,"  I  said  bluntly. 

"  Never  I "  said  the  Count,  turning  hia 
mysterious  eyes  on  me,  "  I  should  have 
gone  through  life  without  having  found 
my  twin  som." 

"  You  might  not  have  found  your  twin 
soul,  but  you  would  have  married  all  the 
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same.     Besides,  how  do  yoa  know  that 
Lettice  is  yonr  twin  soul  9  " 

"  By  the  power  of  my  love  for  her,"  he 
answered  fiercely.  ''I  think  I  love  her  as  no 
man  ever  loved  woman  before."  ("  They  all 
say  that/'  was  my  mental  note.)  ''  li  she 
were  in  the  farthermost  depths  of  hell  I 
should  go  in  search  of,  and  rescue  her." 

I  understood  why  Da  Castello  some- 
times terrified  his  English  sweetheart.  Cer- 
tainly he  had  a  very  strong  way  of  putting 
things,  and  his  eyes  had  a  glow  in  them 
which  was  not  altogether  tranquillising. 

"That  is  all  very  well  how,"  I  replied, 
<*but  how  about  the  future)  You  don't 
really  understand  Lettice,  and  I  am  quite 
sure  she  does  not  understand  you.  A 
foreigner  can  never  hope  to  comprehend 
an  Englishwoman." 

Da  Castello  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"  Love  has  no  nationality,"  he  observed, 
with  saperb  scorn ;  "  when  two  souls  love 
each  other,  they  don't  stop  to  ask  whether 
their  bodiea  are  French  or  German." 

"  No,  but  they  sometimes  fall  out  about 
the  cooking  afterwards,"  I  rejoined  smartly. 

"You  are  a  funny  child,  Ellen,"  he  re- 
marked patronisingly.  ''As  if  Lettice 
and  I  should  ever  fall  out  about  any- 
thing !     As  for  such  a  sordid  question  as 

cookery "  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  in 

a  truly  foreign  fashion,  expressive  of  the 
deepest  disdain,  and  became  silent. 

I  remembered  that  possibly,  as.  he  was 
BO  immensely  rich,  the  question  of  cookery 
might  not  be  a  vexed  one  between  them. 
If  they  had  been  poor  it  would  have  been 
a  different  thing. 

Da  Castello  began  to  rhapsodise  again. 

**  How  fair  she  is  ! "  he  murmured,  his 
eyes  soft  and  dreamy  once  n^ore ;  "  so  fair 
and  cold,  like  a  snow  image  !  And  her  eyes 
are  blue  and  cold  too,  like  some  of  yonr 
tranquil  English  lakes." 

*'l  wonder  you  admire  coldness  so 
much,"  -I  said  shortly ;  "  but  certainly 
Lettice  gives  you  plenty  of  it" 

For  by  this  time,  in  spite  of  the  mag- 
nificence of  my  future  brother-in-law's 
presents,  and  the  general  impeachability  of 
hiB  behaviour,  I  highly  disapproved  of  the 
match.  I  was  convinced  that  Lettice 
ironld  be,  and  was,  wretched. 

'*That  is  what  I  like,"  he  answered. 
''She  i$  so  different  from  other  women; 
•he  never  tries  to  attract;  she  is  so 
royally  indifferent." 

Possibly  the  young,  handsome,  and 
irealthy  Count  had  not  found  ''  royal  indif- 
ference" a  distinguishing  trait  of  the  average 


woman.  But  could  he  not  distinguish 
between  indifference  and  repulsion)  It 
appeared  not  He  went  on  after  a  pause : 
''Is  it  not  singular,  Ellen,  our  names 
begin  with  the  same  letter  even !  That  is 
one  proof  the  more  that  we  were  meant 
for  each  other." 

His  name  was  LuigL-  Love  likes  to 
harp  on  these  pleasant  trifling  coincidences, 
but  to  me  they  appeared  to  be  childish. 

**  Then  if  her  name  had  been  Hannah, 
or  Maria,  you  wouldn't  have  fallen  in  love 
with  her,  I  suppose!"  I  asked  him  sarcasti- 
cally.    But  he  answered  quite  frankly : 

"  I  do  not  know.  One  cannot  tell,  but 
no  doubt,  as  we  were  born  under  the  same 
star,  I  should  have  loved  her  under  any 
name..  She  is  my  fate.  She  has  been  kept 
for  me.  But  what  is  the  use  of  discussing 
these  things  with  yon,  my  little  Ellen ;  you, 
who  believe  neither  in  fate  nor  love  I " 

**Nor  astrology,"  I  wound  up,  for  a 
tendency  to  belief  in  astrology  was  one 
of  the  Count's  strongest  weaknesses. 

''Nor  astrology,"  he  said,  quite  good-^ 
humouredly.  "  So  you  see  there  is  nothing 
left  for  me  to  talk  about."  , 

I  wondered  privately  what  he  talked 
about  to  Lettice,  who  took  no  more 
interest  in  the  above  subjects  than  I  did 
myself.  For  did  she  not  trample  love 
nnder  foot,  defy  fate,  and  scoff  at  the 
Count's  horoscopes  I 

It  appeared,  however,  that  Da  Castello 
talked  to  her  on  one  subject^  and  one 
only.  It  is  left  to  the  reader  to  guess 
which  one  that  is.  Lattice's  indifference 
did  not  pique  him.  He  liked  his  little 
snow  image  all  the  better  for  its  iciness. 

It  may  be  supposed  that  so  ardent  a 
•lover  as  the  Count  did  not  let  the  grass 
grow  under  his  feet.  He  was  impatient 
to  marry  his  fair  bride,  and  carry  her  back 
to  his  vast  estates  in  sunny  Italy.  I  was 
the  unwilling  listener  to  the  conversation 
which  took  place  between  them  when  Da 
Castello  first  broached  the  subject  to  her. 
I  was  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  with  the 
windows  wide  open  to  admit  the  warm 
breath  of  July  air,  and  the  Count  and 
Lettice  were  seated  on  a  rustic  bench 
immediately  beneath  it  I  did  not  know 
they  were  there  for  some  time ;  they  were 
so  silent  And  when  they  began  to  speak 
I  did  not  like  to  attract  attention  by 
moving  away. 

"  Dearest,"  said  Luig!  da  Castello,  with 
an  ineffable  tenderness  in  his  deep  tones, 
"  you  have  not  given  me  my  answer  yet 
Why  do  you  delight  in  torturing  me  soi " 
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He  evidently  referred  to  some  qaestion 
he  had  previoaaly  asked  her.  There  was 
a  riDg  of  fear  as  well  as  of  impatience  in 
Lettice'fl  tones  as  she  answered  him. 

**  We  are  very  well  as  we  are.  You  are 
always  in  such  a  hurry.  I  cannot  possibly 
decide  anything  yet" 

Perhaps  on  this  occasion  the  mnch- 
yaunted  and  much-admired  indifference 
and  iciness  of  his  divinity  were  not  quite 
so  much  to  her  lover's  taste  as  usual. 

<*  You  don't  understand  how  I  want  you, 
dear.  I  long  to  bear  you  away  to  my  own 
sun^y  land,  the  fairest  bride  that  Italy 
has  ever  seen." 

A  slight  and  scornfal  laugh  was  the 
only  answer  she  gave. 

"When  will  you  tell  me 9"  he  .urged 
fiercely.  '*  When  will  you  let  me  know  9 
Why  should  we  not  be  married  at  once  9 
Wha1(  is  there  to  hinder  us  I " 

"  Hundreds  of  things." 

<'  If  you  loved  me  as  much  as  I  love  you, 
you  would  find  no  obstacle  to  our  union." 

"But  I  don't  love  as  you  do,"  said 
Lettice,  in  a  troubled  voice.  "  I  have  told 
you  that  before." 

**  I  know  you  have  been  frankness  and 
sincerity  itself  with  me.  I  adore  you  for 
that  little  icy  air  of  indifference.  I  shall 
soon  teach  you  to  change  your  nature." 

She  stirred  a  little  uneasily. 

<'I  shall  never  alter,  Luigf,"  she  said, 
after  a  pause.  "  I  think  it  is  my  duty  to 
tell  you  that  I  shall  never  be  different. 
I  have  no  very  strong  feelings  as  you  have. 
If  you  think  I  shall  not  satisfy  you " 

She  broke  off. 

<*You  do  satisfy  me — ^jnst  as  you  are. 
You  are  an  angel  of  sweetness,  and  cold- 
ness, and  purity.  I  envy  no  man  alive.  I 
have  won  my  ideal.  When  will  she  be 
mine — mine  utterly  I " 

He  bent  down  and  kissed  her  hand.  I 
heard  the  salute  distinctly,  and  the  slight 
shiver  that  followed  it.  Poor  Lettice ! 
What  a  blind  fool  the  man  was,  not  to  see 
that  her  Indifference  would  not  take  long 
to  turn  to  hatred  1  But  then  Love  is  and 
always  has  been  blind.  When  his  eyes 
are  opened  he  is  no  longer  Love. 

"  I  cannot  tell,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice, 
in  answer  to  his  last  question. 

"  Do  you  expect  me  to  go  on  in  this  way 
for  ever  9 "  .demanded  the  eager  lover. 


*'For  ever!  And  we  have  been  en- 
gaged for  only  three  weeks." 

"  Three  centuries  rather." 

She  rose  with  a  very  decided  movement 
from,  the  bench. 

"  I  will  not  fix  a  day,"  she  cried  angrily. 
"  I  will  never  marry  you  at  all  if  you  tease 
me  so  about  it.  Why  cannot  you  be  con- 
tent to  wait  like  other  men  f " 

Perhaps  she  had  Arthur  Wells  and  his 
patient,  hopeless  waiting  in  her  mind. 
What  was  a  rule  for  a  sensible  young 
Englishman,however,  could  not  be  expected 
to  apply  to  her  fiery  Italian  Count. 

Da  Gastello  seized  on  her  last  words 
and  repeated  them  with  a  frown. 

*'  Like  other  men  f  What  do  you  know 
about  other  men  I "  he  said.  ^ 

There  was  thunder  in  his  voice. 

'^Nothbg,"  she  answered  hastily.  "I 
only  meant  that  in  England  we  are  not 
used  to  such  short  engagements — ^the  idea 
is  strange,  and — and — ^" 

She  raised  her  eyes  with  a  half-terrified 
appeal  in  tliem  to  his  /ace,  as  if  to  impress 
the  truth  of  her  wordjsi  upon  him. 

''That  is  all,"  she  repeated  nervously. 

He  bent  and  kissed  her  hand  agaio.  His 
trust  in  her  was  almost  piteously  absolute. 

"  You  must  remember  that  we  Italians 
are  an  impatient,  hot-blooded  race/'  he 
said  to  her,  with  an  apologetic  smile,  ''and 
we  do  not  know  the  meaning  of  delay. 
Bat  I  will  wait  for  you,  my  queen,  were  it 
half  a  lifetime,  if  such  is  your  desire.  I 
will  trust  to  the  power  of  my  love,  that 
my  probation  will  not  be  long." 

He  was  very  much,  oh,  very  much  in 
earnest !  I  heard  Lettice  sfgh  as  tfhe 
turned  away  from  her  too  handsome,  too 
devoted  lover. 

There  were,  doubtless,  moments  in  her 
life  when  she  would  have  preferred  from 
him  flagrant  and  open  neglect. 

For  of  such  strange  caprices  is  woman 
made. 
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AuOor  el  "AmU  Blp4Jl't  rBundliiif,"  "  My  Uad  of  Bmlak," 

"BomtitXaU,"  " The PiylM  Jtanuaiei,"  etc.,  lU. 

OHAPIEB  V.  THREE  STBIPE8  AND  A  CROWN. 
Fob  each  compuiy  In  a  ngimeBt  there 
is  a  Colour-Sergeant,  Ttis  rank  ia  an 
hononrable  one,  the  petition  coveted ;  not 
vitbont  ita  dangera,  aa  the  bitter  e^erience 
lA  many  a  man  oui  teitlfy.  Given  a  lax 
and  la^  Capttdn,  and  zaaponaibilitiea  reat 
opon  the  Oolonr-Sergeant  which  ha  ia  In 
many  oaaea  quite  unfit  for.  Lat^e  roma  of 
Buatej  pass  throogh  hia  handa;  It  Ii 
poadble  that  temptation  may  aaaail  him, 
Sdn  be  haa  greatneia  thnut  upon  him,  for 
M  the  yonngest  anbaltera  earrlei  the  sacred 
bnrdea  of  the  eolonrs — hla  yoong  heart 
ofttimea  filled  with  Ugh  and  noble  dreams 
oi  how  be  may  one  dxy  be  oalled  apon  to 
"  that  treaaon  In  time  (d  battle — the 


onaid  t 
Oolonr- 


lonr- Sergeanta  goard  both  flag  and 
bearer.  Kot,  however,  always  saccessfally, 
as  we  know  by  the  story  of  the  boy  hero 
of  the  Orlmean  War,  whose  iieart  waa 
pleroed  by  the  boUeta  that  (miy  reached 
him  throagh  the  flag  he  bad  wrapped 
Abont  him,  and  olatohed  so  closely  even  In 
(he  deatb-gatp. 

Three  stripes  and  a  crown.  These  are 
the  badgesofbonoaioairied  by  the  Colour- 
Saigean^  and  aa  a  teriment  of  loll  strength 
has  ten  companies,  there  are  ten  Colooi- 
Se^anta ;  and  yet  it  liad  become  a  strange 
habit  hi  the  Hondred  and  Hine^-Thlid  to 
speak  of  the  Ooloor-Se^eant,  nomber  one 
(Granadler)  company,  as  "the"  Oolonr- 
.So^eant.  The  Sergeanb-Major  himself 
WIS  acareely  oftener  spoken  of  by  the 

VOL.  X.— TKiBD  saans. 


definite  article,  though  enjoying  an  honour- 
able Isolation  as  to  rank.  What  ia  that 
wondttfnl  personality  possessed  by  some 
men  and  women  whioh  marks  them  fnmi 
among  their  fellowa  I  How  Itaid  it  Is  to 
define  It,  and  yet  Itow  IrresIstiUe  Is  Its 
power  1  A  person  posmtilng  it  ia  not  long 
a  member  of  any  community  without 
making  him  or  lierself  felt.  Others  oltole 
tonnd,  as  it  were,  and  without  design  the 
ue#-comer  beoomes  a  centre ;  the  strong 
and  vivid  personality  couqaers,  sways, 
oonstndna. 

The  eboir  of  tiie  dingy  military  chapel 
comprised  two  Colonr-So^eanta,  and  yet, 
when  Alison  Drew  said  to  her  cou^ : 
"The  Colanr-Sergeant  has  brongbt  us  a 
new  ohut,"  that  young  lady  did  not  ask 
for  any  mote  de&nite  description.  Ooloor- 
Sergeant  number  one  company  was 
auffioiently  indicated. 

"  How  kind — how  nice  I "  she  add,  with 
one  of  her  sweet  smiles. 

Major  Henneker'B  daughter  may  be  stud 
to  Itave  been  almost  always  smUing,  even 
her  tears  being  of  the  April  aortj  but 
with  AJJson  the  sunshine  waa  rarer;  all 
the  brighter  though,  perhaps,  for  tiiat 

Aa  the  two  girls  entered  the  chapel,  Mrs, 
Musters  rose  uowly  and  with  dignity  from 
the  o^an.  Perhaps  "  organ  "  U  the  best 
name ;  but  in  truth  it  was  a  complex  sort 
of  instrument,  a  sort  of  cross  between  an 
organ  proper  and  a  harmonium,  having  to 
be  blown  Into  like  the  fomer  hutroment, 
but  falling  short  of  the  size  and  dignity 
that  might  have  been  expected.  Mrs. 
Maiters  loved  to  lundle  this  instrument, 
bnt  it  reaented  her  interference  and  did 
dreadful  things  ouder  ber  manipulatbns, 
at  whldi  timet  tbe  do<ftor  was  wont  to 
look  solemnly  round,  making  a  baton  of  a 
roll  of  moeio,  and  defying  the  world  to 
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raise  a  amile.  Taking  a  mean  advantage,  it 
must  be  eonfeeaed,  of  her  lord's  fealty,  Mrs. 
Masters  had  been  known  to  warble  a 
certain  ditty  ealled  *' Melancholy  Jane'* 
at  a  Soldiers'  Evening,  and  sach  was  the 
love  borne  to  the  genial  doctor  by  the 
Hundred  and  Ninety  -  Third,  that  the 
lagnbrions  strain  was  actually  encored; 
a  fact  that  no  one,  (n  the  regiment  or 
out  of  it,  was  ever  allowed  to  forget. 

It  was  evident  to  Alison  that  her  entrance 
into  the  chapel  had  broken  in  upon  some 
sort  of  homily  being  suitably  delivered  by 
Dr.  Musters,  that  gentleman  displaying  all 
the  symptoms  of  an  interrupted  orator. 

"We  thought  yon  were  not  combg," 
said  Mrs.  Mustm  with  a  grim  smUe, 
evidently  of  the  opinion  that  entire  absence 
was  better  than  unseemly  fnterruption. 

Then,  with  the  air  of  one  who  resumes 
a  function  that  has  been  broken  into, 
the  doctor  took  up  his  parable.  "I  really 
must  ask  you — all  of  you — to  be  more 
careful  with  regard  to  time.  I  adk  deeply 
impressed  with  the  importance  of  this 
matter,  because  the  efforts  of  our  good 
friend,  Gunner  Grimes,  though  by  no 
means  uncalled  for,  are  apt  to  be— ahem  1 
— a  trifle  too  audible  to  the  general  con- 
gregation, and  I  must  say  that  to  liear: 
'  Far  from  my  heavenly  home — hurry  up/ 
or '  Onward,  Ohristian  Soldiers — ^get  along, 
do  I '  is  far  from  a  suitable  addendum  to  the 
hjHBins  in  question,  nor  yet  seemly  in 
a — ^er — er — "  here  the  doctor  glanced  round 
the  far  from  stately  proportions  of  the 
chape],  stumbling  for  a  word.  But  Mrs. 
Doctor  came  to  the  rescue. 

"A  sacred  edifice,"  she  said  solemnly/fold- 
Ing  her  hands  in  her  lap  as  her  manner  was. 

"Quite  so;  in  a  sacred  edifice — ^such 
as — er — this." 

"  I'm  sure,  sir,"  put  in  Gunner  Grimes 
with  aggrieved  face  and  voice,  "if  I 
could  get  'em  along  with  easy-goin'  ways 
I  would;  but  they're  that  rumgumdous — 
and  then  there's  this  boy  here,  he's  a  well- 
bitenttoned  chap,  but  his  cadences  leave 
a  lot  to  be  wished  for.  There's  a  deal 
in  cadence,  sir,  when  you  coma  to  singing 
in  churches " 

The  doctor  coughed;  Mrs.  Musters 
fidgeted  on  her  seat.  That  was  the  worst 
of  Gunner  Grimes:  when  he  got  a  social 
opening,  you  never  knew  what  he  would 
be  at  Meanwhile,  the  unfortunate 
drummer-boy  whose  '*  cadence"  was  at 
fault,  looked  abject ;  the  more  so  because 
one  or  two  of  his  fellows  displayed  a  pain- 
fully acute  Interest  in  the  pioceedings. 


"  Whiles  I've  got  the  ear  of  the  meetin'," 
continued  Gunner  Grimes,  "I'd  like  to 
say  as  I  don't  consider  Private  McMurdock 
always  treats  me  fair  like.  Sir,  more  than 
oncet  he's  cut  me  short  in  the  matter  of 
blowin',  and  took  the  wind  out  of  my 
best  fancy  bits '• 

The  aggrieved  face  of  Private  McMur- 
dock at  wis  appeared  over  the  back  of 
the  compound  instrument  into  which  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  blowing,  at  times,  it 
must  be  confessed,  somewhat  spasmodi- 
cally. On  the  other  band,  Gunner  Grimes 
was,  upon  occasion,  given  to  ornament 
his  inevitable  anthem  solo  with  such  turns 
and  twfrls,  such  roulades  and  quaverings, 
that  it  was  suggestive  of  a  plant  all  over 
tendrils;  the  original  melody  being  well- 
nigh  obscured.^  It  was  also  true  that^  at 
shch  moments,  Private  McMurdock  would 
suddenly  stop  supplies,  and — with  a  faint 
wail  like  that  of  the  celebrated  dying  duck 
m  a  thunderstorm— -the  organ  would 
become  dumb,  and  the  ambitious  roulade, 
deserted  and  alone,  flutter,  like  a  winged 
bird  to  the  ground. 

**  McMurdock  should  certainly  try  to  be 
even  in  his  supplies,"  said  the  doctor — 
McMurdock  ducked  at  this — "  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  you  know,  Grimes,  you  are 
apt  sometimes  to  be  a  trifle" — here  the 
top  of  McMurdock's  head  and  two  gleam- 
ing eyes  appeared  again  above  the  surface 
— "  just  a  trifle  too  elaborate ;  simplicity, 
after  all,  is  the  thing  to  be  aimed  at  Ta, 
ta,  ta  1 "  and  here  the  improvised  baton 
gently  smote  the  top  of  the  (urgan. 

What  a  representative  group  was  that 
gathered  together!  Just  one  of  those 
groups  that  one  looks  back  upon  in  yeara 
to  come  with  a  sigh,  realising  how  all  are 
scattered  far  and  wide,  and  the  dear  old 
regimental  "camaraderie,"  that,  in  spite  of 
all  small  rifts  within  the  lute,  was  so  close 
and  dear  a  thing,  rent  and  torn  asunder. 

At  the  organ,  Alison,  her  sweet,  grave 
eyes  upon  the  music;  her  cousin's  laughter- 
loving  eyes  glinting  with  mischief  as 
Gunner  Grimes  airs  his  grievances;  a 
group  of  band-boys,  with  voices  that 
apparently  come  out  of  the  top  of  their 
heads,  delighted  to  be  free  from  the  pro- 
fessional control  of  Herr  Schafienhausser,  the 
bandmaster,  and  under  the  milder  amateur 
sway  of  the  doctor;  two  or  three  men 
from  the  ranks,  very  much  in  earnest  over 
the  work  in  hand,  painfully  so  sometlmMi 
and  a  couple  of  non-coms. — one  of  them 
the  Colour-Sergeant  of  number  one  com- 
pany.   His  tall  inches  well  become  fhe 
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''Gienadlen";  hU  maimer  is  gentle^  yet 
dignified  and  reserved;  his  yoioe  a  fall, 
street  tenor;  his  dark  face,  with  close- 
eropped  lopks  and  trim  moostaohe,  has  a 
worn  look  hardly  in  keeping  with  his 
seren-and-twenty  years ;  and  as  he  stands 
his  attitade  is  less  suggestive  of  drill  than 
that  of  his  comrade  in  ranki  a  short,  f  assy 
man,  good  at  hearty  bat  rather  apt  to 
worry  the  men  over  trifles. 

Then  there  is  Captain  Hugh  Dennison, 
his  hand  jost  a  thought  tremnloas  as  he 
tarns  over  the  masic  for  Alison;  and 
Iiieatenant  Blizzard,  whose  acqaaintanoe  we 
made  on  a  previoas  painful  occasion,  whose 
voice  is  as  feeble  as  his  fiace,  and  who 
persists  in  beating  time  diligently,  no 
matter  how  the  doctor  frowns. 

As  to  Mra  Masters,  sitting  there  with 
her  hands  folded  in  her  ample  lap,  as  is 
her  custom,  chaperoning  the  whole  aflfair, 
and  fully  convinced  tliat  no  business  at  all 
would  be  got  through  if  she  were  not 
there,  it  cannot  be  dented  that  her  tongue 
is  always  as  the  pen  of  a  ready  writer,  and 
occasionally  as  sharp  as  a  two-edged 
sword;  she  is,  in  some  ways,  a  good- 
hearted  creature,  and,  perhaps,  the  regi- 
ment is  apt  to  look  upon  her  through  the 
reflected  light  of  her  husband's  affection 
and  loyalty.  As  for  the  doctor  himself, 
with  Us  baton  beating  tlie  most  perfect 
time,  his  kindly  grey  eyes  watching  every 
member  of  the  choir  in  turn,  Us  ears 
pricked  to  detect  a  false  note,  and  his  deep 
and  unflaggiog  interest  in  ''the  soldier  "  col- 
lectively, we  know  what  sort  of  a  person  he 
is,  and  how  his  influence  binds  and  welds 
together  the  corps  to  which  he  belongs,  as 
the  mortar  welds  the  bricks  of  a  buildUng, 

It  having  been  fully  resolved  that  a  vast 
and  nnanimons  effort  should  be  made  to 
keep  up  the  time  briskly,  to  shun  dragging, 
and  to  get  on  without  the  spur  of  Gunner 
Grimea'stooaadibleasidesr-PrivateMoMur- 
dock  also  having  been  adjured  to  keep  the 
aupply  of  wind  "more  uniform,"  and  keep 
the  action  of  the  beUows  smooth  and  free 
from  Imseemly  jumps  and  jerkings — they 
were  just  starting  upon  the  hymn  for  next 
Sunday  evening,  when  Dr.  Musters  sud- 
denly tapped  the  top  of  the  ozgan  sharply 
to  command  silence,  and  then,  bending 
over  the  organist,  asked  softly : 

'*  Where  is  our  friend  Garbonel  t  We 
want  more  than  one  tenor  for  the  proper 
rendering  of  this  hymn.  Ahl  here  he 
is  " — ^for  at  that  moment  the  chapel  door 
opened  stealthily,  as  it  were,  and  ad- 
mitted, not  Lieutenant  Fred  Carbonel,  bat 


two  somewhat  shamefaced  young  warriors, 
who  came  in  as  though  decidedly  un- 
certain of  an  enthusiastic  welcome.  Oae 
was  Ensign  Green,  no  longer  overburdened 
with  nose;  the  other  a  shorty  square-set 
youngster,  with  fierce  bristling  moustache  by 
way  of  a  set-off  against  his  evident  youth- 
fulness — ^in  a  word,  "  Verrinder  of  Oars." 
Well  indeed  might  these  two  look  sheep- 
faced,  for  between  them  both  they  had  not 
the  voice  even  of  a  young  crow  in  trouble. 
They  were  impostors,  and  they  knew  it. 
They  also  knew  that  everybody  else  knew 
it.  At  their  entrance  soldiers. and  band- 
boys  looked  supernaturally  iiolemn — a  sure 
sign  of  intuitions.  Alison's  gentle  eyes 
took  a  look  of  reproach;  her  couain's 
mirthful  ones  dropped;  while  Mrs,  Musters's 
ample  mouth  opened  like  a  trap,  and  her 
shadowless  orbs  grew  round. 

'*  Have  you  brought  a  message  for  the 
doctor  I "  she  said,  with  cruel  but  uncon- 
scious irony,  and  the  intruding  warriors 
blushed ;  but  Verrinder  proved  the  bolder 
of  the  two. 

"  No,''  he  said,  advancbg  meekly  but 
surely,  *'  we  came  to  help,  don't  you  know." 

"But  you  have  neither  of  you  any 
voice,"  persisted  the  lady. 

The  doctor,  seehig  that  things  were 
becoming  a  little  personal,  here  Interposed. 

"  Where  Is  Garbonel,  do  you  know  t " 
he  said,  rather  sharply.  ''We  can't  do 
without  Um  very  well." 

The  Easign  looked  mysterious,  and  spoke 
low. 

''He's  writing •  letters ;  you  know  his 
way — creams  andreams — wading  In  ink.  He 
won't  have  done  till  two  minutes  before 
the  letter  corporal  leaves  the  quarters — 
'pon  my  honour  he  won't — never  does. 
We  thought  we  might  do  Instead  of 
Um,  don't  you  know;"  this  with  the  calmest 
impndeuce  possible,  but  with  a  pleading 
glance  at  the  back  of  Alison's  head. 

"Jost  so — ^thought  we  might  do  instead," 
echoed  Verrinder,  with  a  sidelong  look 
at  the  Major's  daughter.  Bat  that  young 
lady  was  quite  absorbed  in  tbe  coming 
hymn,  tMsating  time  with  a  slender  finder 
on  the  margin  of  her  book. 

'*  It  is  no  use  waiting  for  Garbonel,  then, 
you  tUnk  i "  said  the  doctor  in  a  tentative 
manner. 

"  Not  a  bit,''  replied  Verrinder,  with 
decision ;  *'  he  was  only  half  through  page 
fourteen  when  we  left," 

''That  decides  it,"  replied  the  doctor, 
with  a  twinkle  in  bis  eye.  "  Now  then. 
Gunner  Grimes — quick  march." 
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Why  Ounner  Grimes  always  led  the 
Acdar  it  troald  perhaps  hare  been  difficnlt 
to  say.  He  had  edged  himself  into  the 
position,  as  it  were,  and  wore  the  calm 
and  dignified  demeanour  of  a  bom  leader 
of  men.  Aocompanied  by  two  other 
gnnners  as  tight  as  to  tnnic  and  as  gmff 
as  to  voice  as  himself,  he  was  ever  the  first 
to  arrive  at  "practice,"  and  many  com- 
plaints had  been  heard  in  the  barrack- 
room  he  inhabited  on  the  score  of  his 
eonstantiy  conning  over  lines  of  hymns, 
and  tarns  and  twists  of  anthems,  and 
practising  ''fancy  bits  "  from  under  his  cot 
mein  the  still  watches  of  the  night. 

The  gunner's  excuses  ran  thus :  "  I  feels 
myself  fair  busting  with  music  sometimes, 
and  it  must  have  its  way  somehow,"  but 
nobody  was  appeased,  and  insulting  sug- 
gestions that  he  should  go  and  '*bust"  in 
some  other  neighbourhood  were  freely 
offered.  However,  Grimes's  day  came  at 
practice  hour,  and  he  made  the  most  of 
his  opportunities. 

But  to  return.  The  doctor  gave  out 
the  hymn,  and  read  the  first  line. 

Fierce  raged  the  tempofit  o'er  the  deep, 

and  straightway  arose  a  din  as  of  many 
bulls  of  Bashan  giving  tongue. 

"You  are  not  asked  to  represent  the 
tempest,  only  to  record  iti"  said  the  doctor, 
beadng  the  air^with  his  hands  to  still  the 
uproar,  and  looking  aggrievedly  at  the 
open-mouthed  assembly. 

"They  near  give  Gentleman  Jack  a 
blooming  fit,"  said  one  band-boy  to  another, 
speaking  in  a  fine,  sniall  whisper,  and 
never  cluinging  a  muscle  of  his  face  while 
he  did  so ;  to  whom  the  other  responded 
by  '*  Now,  ahi't  he  that  pertick'Ier  1"  spit- 
ting the  words  out  of  the  comer  of  lips  tnat 
never  stirred ;  and  then  the  two  presented 
the  appearance  of  twin  mutes  at  a  funeral. 

Meanwhile  the  hymn  went  on,  less 
overpoweringly  and  aggressively  this  time. 
Gunner  Grimes  holding  his  men  in  check 
by  the  power  of  a  glaring  eye,  and  Alison's 
sweet  soprano  notes  floating  above  the  rest, 
Uke  sunlight  on  water. 

All  went  well  for  a  time,  when  suddenly 
the  doctor  signalled  a  halt 

"  Colour- Sergeant,"  he  said,  with  one  of 
his  genial  smiles,  "  we  could  do  with  a 
little  more  of  your  tenor,  eh  I  Mr.  Oar- 
bonel's  abaence — he  is — ahem  I  somewhat 
uncertain  in  his  attendance  on  these 
occasions — Cleaves  us  rather  dependent — 
you  must  give  us  a  little  better  measure." 
'  Every  one  looked  straight  at  G^nUeman 
Jack ;  indeed,  the  doctor  could  not  very 


well  have  meant  the  other  Colour-Sergeant,' 
since  he  was  booming  away  like  a  bumble- 
bee in  a  sunflower.  At  the  reference  to 
Mr.  Oarboners  absence,  Mrs.  Musters 
looked  grave.  She  did  not  approve  of 
these  young  subelterns  marrying,  and 
Fred  Oarbonel  was  the  most  recent  and 
youngest  of  Lieutenants.  The  fact  wasi 
their  wives— especially  if  at  all  good-look- 
ing— were  apt  to  be  uppish,  and  gave 
her  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 

As  for  Colour-Serffeant  Smith,  a  red 
flush  rose  to  the  thick-set  orescent  of  Mi 
dark,  crisp  hair.  There  could  be  no 
manner  of  doubt,  he  had  been  listening 
— not  singing — ^listening  witih  all  his  ears, 
with  all  Us  might,  with  all  his  soul,  as  we 
listen  to  the  song  of  the  lark  that  lifts  us 
heavenwards.  The  doctor,  thinking  that 
perhaps  he  had  spoken  somewhat  warmly, 
nodded  reassuringly,  and  the  hymn  pro- 
ceeded with  evident  improvement,  the 
tenor  being  more  to  the  fore.  Later  on 
the  new  clumt  was  tried.  It  had  a  faU  to 
the  minor,  in  the  second  episode,  that 
gave  universal  satisfaction,  and  the  doctor 
went  out  when  practice  was  over,  hummiDg 
the  tune. 

"  I  heard  it  in  a  parish  where  I  was  once 
— on  furlough,"  said  the  Golour-Seorgeant, 
and  Mrs.  Musters  bowed  her  head  in  an 
amiable  and  condescending  manner,  as  who 
should  say :  "  Very  proper — ^very  suitable ; 
you  cannot  do  better,  young  man,  than  em- 
ploy your  furlough  in  looking  after  Church 
music ;  a  most  seemly  pursuit." 

As  the  two  girls  passed  out  of  the 
chapel,  a  paper  fell  from  Alison's  book, 
and  fluttered  to  the  ground.  In  a  moment 
the  Sergeant  had  stooped  down,  restored 
it  to  its  owner,  and  was  holding  back  the 
door  with  a  slight  bow,  which  Alison, 
with  a  rather  jktartled  look,  returned. 

Then  they  set  off  home  accompuiied  by 
Mr.  Green  and  Yerrinder,  the  former,  in 
accordance  with' an  obstinate  persisteney, 
laden  with  tliree  hymn-books  and  a  prayer- 
book. 

'*  He's  a  wonderful  good  sort^  isn't  he  I '' 
said  the  latter,  and  every  one  understood 
he  was  speaking  of  the  Oolonr-Seigeant. 
"  Grand  form,  and  all  that  sort  of  tiSng— 
eh!" 

<<  By  Jove  I "  chfaned  in  Mr.  Green,  who 
occasionally  clipped  his  words,  ''he's 
'strodinary  fine  fellow.  When  I  had  my 
little  accident — er — bashed  my  nose  a 
bit,  you  know — ^he  took  a  lot  of  care  ot 
me ;  and  I — I  wanted  to  say,  '  Thank  you, 
old  fellow ' — 'pon  my  soul  I  did,  yon  know." 
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'*  Still "  put  in  the  Major's  daughter, 


with  an  air  as  of  one  who  onderstands  the 
fitness  of  things  in  the  service. 

''Oh,  quite — qaite— quite,"  said  Mr. 
Ghreen  hastily,  catching  her  up  before  she 
coidd  complete  her  sentence;  <*a  fellow 
can't  be  led  too  much  by  his  impulses — 
woiddn't  do,  you  know.  They'd  bolt  with 
Uffly  chuck  him  over  the  fence,  and  all 
that  sort  of  things-land  him  sprawling — 
must  keep  the  rein  tights  That's  what  I 
always  say  to  the — ahem — youngsters,  you 
know." 

The  girls  exchanged  a  furtive  jukdle,  and 
Mr&  Musters,  labouring  on  in  the  rear, 
requested  to  know  what  Mr.  Green  was 
laying  down  the  law  about  No  one, 
however,  gave  her  any  information,  and 
Alison  promptly,  even  hurriedly,  intro- 
duced a  new  subject. 

"Mr.  Green,"  she  said,  lier  grave  eyes 
looking  reproachfully  at  that  young  warrior's 
mbiennd  countenance,  "why  do  you  and 
lb.  Yerriuder  come  to  choir  practice) 
Tou  know  you  can't  sing,  either  of'  you, 
not  one  littte  Utb  Indeed,  you  are  quite 
useless,  and  you  know  it."    . 

Mr.  Green  returned  Alison's  reproachful 
glance  with  interest. 

"  Useless  1 "  he  said.  <<  Oh,  Miss  Drew, 
how  can  you  I " 

^'Mifis  Drew  is  perfectly  right,"  put  in 
Mrs.  Musters  from  behind.  "  It  is  a  great 
idstake  for  people  to  undertake  tMngs 
tihey  cannot  do  weU." 

Mr.  Green  thought  of ' '  Melancholy  Jane," 
but  dared  not  say  a  word. 

As  to  Yerrinder,  never  was  a  more  en- 
tirely impenitent  sinner  seen.  Nor  was 
the  offender  without  an  advocate;  for 
when  the  two  girls  were  in  the  bright  and 
cosy  room  they  shared,  the  Major's 
daughter,  stooping  to  untie  a  dainty  shoe, 
accused  her  cousin  of  being  "hard  upon 
those  twa" 
"Tou  know  they  can't  sing,"  replied 

much  in  earnest. 
"  Of  course  Mr.  Green  can't ;  but  then 
lie  is  a  preposterous  sort  of  person  alto* 
gather.  Mr.  Yerrinder  is  differ«it;  he 
ean't  sing  much,  I  grant  you,  but  I  have 
distinctly  heard  three  notes  of  bis  voice 
quite  in  tune — ^rather  good  notes,  Alison." 
The  shoe-tie  was  troublesome,  and  had 
apparently  become  an  intricate  knot ;  and 
ibe  little  bit  of  the  girl's  face  that  was 
visible  showed  deeply  red — with  stooping, 
no  doubt. 

Alison  looked  gravely  at  her  companion, 
and  puckered  up  her  mouth  as  if  for  a 


whistle.  If  she  had  been  Mr.  Green, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  she  would  have 
whistled  long  and  loud. 

Then  she  spoke  of  little  Patsey,  and  how 
white  and  feeble  he  looked  in  his  tiny 
box-bed. 

"And  Norah-— did  you  chance  to  see 
Norah  I " 

"  Only  for  a  moment ;  she  was  on  her 
way  home.  She  has  a  strange,  hunted 
look-«a  look  that  I  don't  like  to  see.  She 
is  like  a  landscape  from  which  aJl  the 
sunshine  has  died  out." 

"  It  is  the  memory  ot  that  day — that 
terrible  day — she  cannot  forget.  She  is 
resentful  against  all  the  world." 

"  I  wish — I  wish,"  said  Alison,  clasping 
her  hands  tight,  "that  we  did  not  lash  our 
soldiers — ^treat  them  like  dogs — worse  than 
that,  for  the  dog  has  the  chance  to  run 
away !  Surely  such  a  cruel,  degrading 
punishment  ought  to  be  kept  for  cruel  and 
cowardly  outrage,  not  used  for  such  sins  as 
poor  Deacon  was  guilty  of.  Do  you  know 
what  I  heard  the  Oolonel  once  say  to  Dadf 
I  don't  think  I  was  meant  to  hear  it,  and 
yet  I  could  not  put  it  from  my  mind.  He 
said:  'It  is  useful  sometimes  to  hold  it 
over  them  in  terrorem;  but  I  must  say, 
for  my  own  part,  I  wish  it  could  be 
altogetiier  a  threatening  terror  and 
nothing  more.  Depend  upon  it,  Henneker, 
those  of  us  who  live  long  enough  will  see 
the  lash  abolished  altogether.' " 

"  Fancy  you  hearing  that  1 "  replied 
Elsie,  who  had  now  qidte  recovered  her 
self-possession.  "They  don't  care  for  us 
to  hear  them  when  they  are  talking  'shop,' 
though,  do  they,  Alison  1 " 

"No,"  said  the  other  gravely;  "and 
perhaps  I  ought  not  to  have  repeated  this, 
even  to  you;  but  it  seemed  to  me  a 
promise  of  brighter  things  to  come — for 
our  soldiers — and  you  know  any  one  who 
lives  among  soldiers  must  think  of  them, 
and  care  for  them,  and  grow  into  touch 
with  all  their  ideas  and  aims,  and  even 
with  their  faults  and  failings 


A  rippling  light  of  laughter  shone  in 
Elsie's  eyes. 

"I  do  hope,  my  dear  Alison,  you  will 
never  marry  out  of  the  service ;  you  will  be 
a  grand  O.O.'s  wife  lost  to  the  country  if 
you  do." 

"See  that  you  set  me  the  example  of 
taking  the  Qaeen's  shillings  Miss  Imper* 
tinence,  and  then,  perhaps,  I  shall  follow 
on — who  knows ! " 

But  to  this  the  Major's  daughter  made 
no  reply. 


V 
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STOCKHOLM. 

IN  TWO  PARTa     PART  H. 

The  Bkatbg  seems  to  give  the  ke j-note 
to  outdoor  life  in  StoeUiolm  in  winter. 
People  skate  here,  or  seem  to,  as  nata- 
rally  as  they  eat,  sleep,  and  walk. 

Not  that  there  are  the  same  facilities 
for  long-distanoe  skating  in  Sweden  as  in 
Holland.  In  the  latter  indnstrions-land 
brooms  and  infinite  energy  are  bronght 
to  bear  upon  the  snow  that  tries  to  oorer 
np  the  Hollander's  beloved  eanals.  Not  so 
in  Swedea  Resignation  to  the  snow  sets 
in  in  Scandinavia  after  November.  Be- 
sides, Sweden  is  not  permeated  with  water- 
ways of  the  same  kind  as  Holland's.  The 
popolation,  too,  is  smaller.  It  woold  not 
here,  as  in  Holland,  pay  the  tatterdemalions 
of  tike  towns  and  villages  to  spend  the 
hoars  of  wintry  daylight  sweeping  the 
snow  from  the  frozen  streams  as  fast  as  it 
falls  In  Holland  the  average  broom-man 
in  December  or  Janoary  may  hope  in  the 
eveninff  to  take  home  quite  a  weighty 
handfol  of  copper  coins.  In  Sweden  the 
enterprising  person  who  tried  to  work  in 
this  way  would  get  his  nose  numbed,  and 
find  his  patience  exhausted,  ere  he  earned 
the  worth  of  a  dinner.  We  are  farther 
north  here.  Nature,  too,  is  sterner.  She 
sets  brooms  at  defiance. 

Lake  Malu  offers  ail  conveniencee  for 
a  series  of  magnificent  open-air  rinks  in 
winter.  These  conveniences  are  accepted* 
It  was  most  exhilarating  to  join  the 
varied  throng,  any  evening  after  seven 
o'clock,  on  one  of  these  spacious  swept  and 
garnished  areas  by  tiie  side  of  the  central 
island.  They  were  here  in  their  thousands; 
men,  and  women,  and  childrcQ.  And  band* 
stands  in  the  xniddle  of  the  areas  gave 
facility  for  the  music  so  loved  by  the 
Stockholmers,  and  electric  lamps  were 
slung  round  and  about  the  enclosures. 

The  moon  and  the  keen  northern  stars 
did  their  best  also  to  make  the  scene 
memorable,  while  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
rinks  were  booths  as  at  a  fair,  in  which, 
as  in  more  soufliem  resorts,  you  might  get 
cups  of  coffee  for  a  halfpenny,  or  shoot  at 
blown  eggs  dancing  on  jets  of  water. 

From  the  King  downwards,  every  one 
skates.  His  Majesty  has  not  a  private 
rink.  Oh,  no  1  That  is  not  the  way  in 
Sweden.  For  a  popular  monarch  like 
King  Oscar  no  other  course  is  possible 
except  to  skate  with  liis  people;  and  he  does 
it  on  the  rink  behind  the  Museum.    There. 


are  some  charming  maids  of  honour  at  the 
Swedish  Court— ask  Prince  Oscar,  wlio 
married  the  fair  Ebba  Munok,  If  It  is  not 
80 — and  His  Majesty  does  not  think  it 
beneath  him  to  tiuce  them  by  the  hand  to 
share  and  double  his  pleasure. 

Some  of  the  Swedes  skate  superUy. 
We  do  not  in  England  see  many  of  their 
champions  at  our  precarious  contestn  in 
the  Fen  country.  Our  frosts  cannot  be 
relied  upon  sufficiently  to  make  it  aught 
but  hazardous  for  a  Stockholmer  to 
attempt  the  journey  hither  in  search  of 
ice-laurels.  But  I  much  mistake  if  they 
would  not  run  either  the  Smarts  oi  St. 
Ives,  Hagen  of  Ohristianiai  or  the  men  of 
Friesland  very  eloie  for  pre-eminence  if 
they  gave  themselves  to  the  task.  They 
are  deft  at  figure-skating,  too — contriving 
most  of  their  work  on.  the  middle  part  (» 
the  skate,  which  Is  made  slightly  convex 
for  the  purpose. 

Under  such  conditions  of  weather  as 
may  safely  be  predicted  here  in  winter, 
it  is  natord  that  there  should  be  rink 
rules  just  as  there  are  moral  rules  of 
the  pavement.  Oigar-ends  and  dogs  are, 
yon  leam  from  the  notices,  not  to  be 
endured  on  the  ice.  This  is  well  But 
the  ordinary  Swede,  whether  man  or 
woman,  boy  or  girl,  can  suffer  some  herd 
tumbles  without  eomplaining.  Years  ago 
in  Sweden  they  had  copper  coins  about 
ten  inches  square,  and  weighing  six  ponnda 
avoirdupois---value  two  shillings  and  six- 
pence. A  people  who  could  appreciate  nice 
little  pieces  of  bullion  of  such  a  kind  must 
have  strong  bones. 

This  prohibition  of  the  presenee  of  dogs 
on  the  ice  is,  however,  suggestive.  The 
Swedes  are  passionately  fond  of  dogs. 
In  the  house  where  I  VLved  there  were 
four  of  them,  from  a  gigantic  nondescript 
to  a  toy  terrier;  and  they  all  did  pret^ 
much  as  they  pleased  In  the  establishment. 
In  the  cafi§i,  too,  if  you  ehance  to  fidl 
agreeably  asleep,  you  will  also  ehance  to 
be  awakened  sooner  or  later  by  the  cold 
nose  of  a  boarbound  w  a  mastiffi  The  dear 
fellow  is  used  to  indiscriminate  caresses 
and  lumps  of  sugar,  and  he  stands  on  no 
ceremony  in  his  quest  for  both. 

In  time  I  should  think  they  might  breed 
dogs  here  of  a  sice  very  valuable  for  their 
sktais.  Sweden  is  not  such  a  land  of  game 
as  some  think  it  iS|  and  so  these  omnipre- 
sent doge  cannot  be  for  sporting  purposes. 
Foxes,  however,  are  still  very  plentifuL 
A  hundred  years  ago,  Acerbi  the  traveller 
told  us  how  amused  he  was,  between  Stoek> 
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holm  and  GriBlehamn,  *'  to  see  foxes  here 
and  there,  standing  or  walking  abont  on 
the  highway  withoat  any  apparent  solici- 
tude for  their  safety."  Master  Beynard 
is  not  hunted  in  state  here  as  with  us;  but 
he  is  trapped,  shot,  and  slain  in  any 
possible  manner  for  the  sake  of  the 
GrOYernment  reward,  and  also  for  his  pelt. 
In  1889,  no  fewer  than  thirteen  thousand 
four  hundred  and  forty-two  foxes  were 
registered  as  slun. 

While  I  write  I  have  before  me  the 
skin  of  one  of  these  Svredish  foxes.  It  is 
a  beautiful  thing  in  white  and  light  brown. 
My  host  in  Stockholm  took  me  to  the 
butcher^s  one  day  to  choose  it.  I  don't 
know,  I'm  sure,  if  any  of  Master  Reynard's 
meat  was  on  sale.  Anyhow,  there  were 
several  foxes'  peltsi  as  well  as  stacks  of 
reindeer  skins,  all  frozen  hard  in  the 
butcher's  sheds.  For  a  grand  specimen  of 
a  reindeer  skin  I  paid  but  five  shillings 
and  sixpence,  while  Master  Beynard's 
natural  blanket  cost  eight  shillings.  Be- 
tween them  the  two  things  made  a  portly 
roll  of  fur.  But  ere  getting  them  domi- 
ciled in  England,  I  was  considerably 
InconTenienbed  by  the  departure  of  the 
frost  from  their  tissues.  My  luggage  was 
not  at  all  sweet  latterly. 

Bears  are  nearly  extinct  in  Swedea 
You  may  see  them  stu£fed  in  the  furriers' 
shops  in  Stockholm,  and  that  is  about  alL 
In  1889  only  nineteen  were  recorded  as 
killed  between  Malmo  and  Haparanda. 

The  Siredish  ladies  deserve  a  paragraph. 
They  are  nothing  less  than  delightful,  and 
to  the  stranger — and  I  beUeve  also  to  their 
husbands — seem  to  be  possessed  of  every 
domestic  virtue.  They  are  as  gentle  in 
their  manners  as  they  are  vigorous  and 
capable  physically.  Unlike  the  Southerners, 
they  do  not  loudly  proclaim  the  points 
upon  which  they  may  reasonably  consider 
that  tiiey  excel  When  beautiful — and 
some  of  them  are  divinely  so-^they  bear 
their  beauty  almost  apologetically,  with  a' 
blushing  modesty,  indeed,  diat,  if  an  art,  is 
one  of  the  most  alluring  of  arts.  An 
anecdote  told  by  Miss  Bremer  about  Jenny 
Lind  is  so  characteristic  on  this  score  that 
it  must  be  given. 

''I  asked  Jenny,"  said  Miss  Bremer, 
[*ot  what  she  thought  on  a  certain  night 
in  the  midst  of  her  greatest  success,  and 
the  simple  reply  was :  '  I  remembered  that 
I  had  forgotten  in  the  morning  to  sew  a 
•tring  on  my  cloak.' " 

The  same  strain  of  simplicity  appears  in 
most  Swedish  ladies.     They, may  be,  as 


many  are,  excellently  cultured,  but  they 
seem  prone  to  remember  nothing  less  than 
their  personal  talents,  achievements,  or 
physical  graces. 

Nor  can  this  be  ascribed  to  their  lack  of 
common  sensibility.  They  are  anything 
but  cold-natured.  They  feel  verydeeply, 
and  are  prone  to  hish  thinking.  They  are 
as  romantic  as  their  German  cousins,  and 
not  infrequently  as  vivacious  as  a  French- 
woman. Withal,  they  seem  exceptiondly 
endowed  with  the  common  sense  in  which 
we  Britons  are  supposed  to  excel 

I  should  suppose  that  no  women  make 
better  wives  or  are  more  amenable 
daughters. 

'*  Why,"  my  host  said  to  me  one  day 
when  I  had  left  his  drawing-room  to  smoke 
a  dgar  with  him,  <*  do  you  not  marry  a 
Swedish  wife  t  Tou  will  not  want  to  change 
her.  She  will  try  to  make  you  happy,  and 
I  think  she  will  succeed." 

For  my  part,  I  have  little  doubt  she 
would  succeed.  The  Swedish  women  have 
large  feet — scoffers  have  brought  it  against 
them  as  if  it  were  a'  dreadful  misfortune — 
but  they  have  hearts  in  keeping  with  the 
size  of  their  feet.  Perhaps — I  cannot  tell 
how  that  may  be  —  but  perhaps  their 
hearts  are  almost  too  large  for  thefar 
bodies,  though  these,  too,  are  large. 
Certainly  I  have,  in  their  moments  of 
repose,  noticed  an  expression  of  placid 
melancholy  on  the  faces  of  many  of  these 
ladies.  It  is  sometimes  a  calamity  to  be 
of  a  very  affectionate  disposition.  I  could 
fancy  that  the  Swedish  wife  might  be 
embarrassing  to  an  ordinary  cold-blooded 
male. 

But  there,  I  am  only  jesting.  To  Hans 
Andersen's  enthusiastic  apostrophe  of 
Sweden,  ''Thou  land  of  deep  feeling,  of 
heartfelt  songs!  home  of  the  limpid 
streams  1"  I  woidd  add  an  appendix,  ''and 
shrine  of  perfect  women  I " 

Sweden  has  long  held  the  chief  place  in 
Europe  for  its  number  of  illegitimate 
births.  From  one  aspect  this  casts  a 
stigma  upon  the  country;  but  from 
another  point  of  view  this  vice  might 
almost  be  rated  as  a  virtue.  In  many 
respects  the  country  people  are  ingenuous 
as  they  are  not  elsewhere.  Nature  b  more 
powerful  in  them  than  the  restraints  of  a 
high  state  of  civilisation.  This  defect— we 
must  assume  that  it  is  a  defect — may  be 
trusted  to  disappear  in  time.  It  is  not 
now,  for  instance,  the  standing  custom,  as 
it  was  a  few  decades  ago  in  Wermland,  for 
a  guest  to  kiss  the  waitress  at  the  inn 
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when  he  had  settled  his  bill  and  given  her 
a  more  solid  gratuity  also. 

It  is  always  instractive  to  wander  from 
the  heart  of  a  great  city  into  its  snbarbs 
and  so  into  Uie  adjacent  country,  as  yet 
unspoiled  by  builders.  You  can  form  an 
idea  of  the  habits  of  a  people  much  better 
by  looking  at  these  suburban  houses  than 
from  the  dose-packed  towers  of  Babel 
which  form  the  business  quarters  of  most 
European  capitals. 

Tske  our  own  metropolitan  suburbs. 
The  long  streets  of  uniform  small  houses 
tell  of  the  rage  for  snug  privacy  and  abso- 
lute dominion  which  possesses  our  middle 
and  working  classes.  Flats  are  not  yet 
much  loved  by  us. 

It  is  otherwise  at  Stockholm.  The 
buildings  remote  from  the  middle  island, 
almost  tickled,  indeed,  by  the  swart  pines 
on  tile  granite  rooks  which  hug  Stockholm 
on  all  its  sides,  are  little  less  tall  than  our 
City  edifices.  They  are  not  all  comelv ; 
but  the  charge  of  flimsiness  cannot  be 
brought  against  them.  Bed  brick  and 
granite  are  most  in  favour  as  materials, 
and  between  them  these  do  wonders.  They 
say  in  Stockholm  that  their  city  is  already 
the  most  beautiful  in  the  world.  It  looks 
as  if  they  mean  it  to  be  also  the  best  built. 

Some  think  a  great  deal  of  the  colossal 
pile  of  iron  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  which 
bears  the  burden  of  the  myriad  telephone 
wires  which  bind  house  to  house  and 
tongue  to  tongue.  To  my  mind  it  is  an 
ugly  object.  The  stone  building  over 
whicb  it  rises  with  so  considerable  an  air 
of  menace  is  much  better  worth  seeing. 
And  herein  you  may  find  several  score  of 
smart  young  women  earning  their  daUy 
bread  and  chattering  amazingly  while  they 
do  the  work  of  the  Telephone  Company. 

It  is,  however,  worth  while  to  ascend 
this  telephone  tower  if  only  to  stare  at  a 
good  deal  of  Stockholm  beneath  you. 
There  is  too  much  uniformity  in  the 
houses,  but  by  no  means  too  much  in  the 
level  of  the  streets.  From  the  north  these 
latter  run  straight  down  to  the  water's 
edge  of  Lake  Malar,  or  if  not  straight, 
with  picturesque  switchback  undulations. 
There  is  a  difierence  of  two  or  three 
hundred  feet  between  their  level  at  one 
end  and  the  other.  This  must  be  very 
objectionable  for  the  horses  that  draw  the 
tram-cars,  and  especially  in  winter,  and  for 
their  sake  it  may  be  hoped  that  Swedish 
enterprise  will  soon  substitute  electricity 
for  horse-power  as  a  motor  force. 

I    strolled   north    from   the    National 


Museum  one  day  when  I  had  surfeited  on 
prehistoric  stone  implements  and — as  it 
seemed — stone  averytUng  else.  It  was 
the  dinner  hour.  For  severid  minutes  the 
streets  were  dense  with  dean  •  looking, 
brisk  young  women  leaving  their  work. 
Then  f  passed  a  famous  red  church  on  a 
hill,  in  the  churchyard  of  which  a  sexton 
was  laboriously  excavating  a  grave — ^they 
keep  the  ground  fairly  workable  fai  winter 
with  layers  of  dead  leaves — and  later  the 
Observatory  on  a  splendid  site.  Here  the 
snow,  which  in  the  city  was  churned 
brown  by  traffic,  began  to  assume  its 
natural  colour.  I  was  touching  the  extreme 
limit  of  Stockholm  in  one  direction.  But 
the  hammer  and  clink  of  mechanics  re- 
sounded loud,  and  before  me  were  the 
newest  of  Stockholmis  Hew  buildings. 
From  them  I  walked  directly  into  we 
forest,  as  sombre  and  yet'  fascinating  a 
study  in  black  and  white  as  one  could  sea 
It  was  a  little  depressing  to  see  that  here, 
as  in  America,  the  primeval  pines  are  not 
sacred  from  advertisers. 

There  is  something  noble  about  these 
monotonous  features  of  Sweden.  Wherever 
there  is  neither  lake,  river,  cultivated 
field,  nor  set  plantation,  Nature  seems 
determined  to  have  pines,  firs,  or  birche?. 
The  granite  knolls  among  the  trees  add  to 
their  effect  But  a  builder  could  hardly 
find  more  intractable  material  than  these 
environs  of  Stockholm.  For  the  labouring 
classes  of  all  kinds  life  in  Sweden  ia  a 
pretty  severe  test.  After  those  who  go  down 
to  the  deep  in  ships,  however,  it  must  be 
harder  for  none  than  for  those  who  have 
to  transform  irregular  masses  of  tree-clad 
granite  into  "  desirable  residential  blocks," 
five  or  six  storeys  high. 

I  would  have  wa&efl  on  into  the  forest 
from  Stockholm's  outer  edge  had  not  the 
snow  been  too  difficult.  As  it  was,  I  had 
to  content  myself  with  a  long  look  into  the 
shadowy  depths,  and  then  return. 

Falling  suddenly  ravenous — ^the  Swedish 
air  in  winter  is  very  appetising — I  stepped 
into  an  ordinary  working  man's  **  breakfast- 
house/'  as  it  was  styled  on  its  sign.  Here 
I  regaled  myself  with  a  bottle  of  beer,  two 
sandwiches  of  smoked  salmon,  and  twosand- 
wiches  of  cheese.  The  fact  is  not  in  itseU 
remarkable,  but  the  cheapness  of  the  re- 
fection seemed  so  to  me.  I  paid  fivepence 
for  the  meal,  and  enjoyed  the  warmth  of 
a  stove,  the  daily  paper,  and  the  society  of 
two  very  respectful  old  women  into  the 
bargain. 

Ilius  comforted,  I  felt  in  train  to  bob-a- 


1 


CftarleB  Diokens.] 


STOCKHOLM. 


nob  with  dead  Kings  and  Qaeena  and  Boyal 
Marshals,  and  so  I  hied  me  direct  to  the 
King's  Palace,  and  sought  and  obtained 
a  goide  for  the  Boyal  burial-place  in 
the  Biddarholm— or  «< Knight's  Island"— 
Ohnrob. 

I  need  not  describe  my  experiences  here 
in  detail;  yon  can  guess  at  them.  My 
cicerone  led  me  into  a  gorgeous  modem 
chapel  one  minute,  with  staring  marbles 
and  gOding  and  elegant  tombs  in  the 
midst  thereoi  A  minute  later  he  intro- 
duced me  to  the  monuments  of  a  different 
generation.  Then  we  went  down  into 
dismal  crypts  packed  with  coffins  in  moul- 
dering velvet  covers,  redolent  of  mortality. 
These  faded  chests  of  bones  were  all 
lavishly  ins<^bed ;  and  high  by  the  cleres^ 
tery  windows  of  the  almost. disused  old 
church  huDg  banners  of  knights  and  war 
trophies,  dusty,  and  still,  and  faded,  like 
everything  else  in  this  sombre  building. 

It  was  a  place  to  shiver  in.  The  crown- 
ing touch  came  with  a  glance  into  a  recess 
chamber  in  tiie  west  end  of  the  church, 
where  divers  nameless  dead  lay  in  coffins 
Ui^ledy-piggledy — the  latter  rudely  deco- 
rate with  inelegant  representations  of 
death's-heads.  There  were  cobwebs  in 
tills  pretty  nook,  but  not  much  daylight 
We  know  that  it  is  not  all  ^*  cakes 
and  ale"  to  be  a  crowned  King.  It 
seems,  however,  one  of  the  least  precious 
of  the  privileges  of  a  monarch — ^this  pre- 
scriptive right  to  lie  above  ground  for 
centuries,  the  mock  of  mean  vermin,  and 
an  excitant  of  either  pitying  or  contemp- 
tuous comments  from  the  descendants  of 
the  subjects  whom  by  courtesy  they  are 
said  to  rule. 

The  old  Vikings  went  out  of  mortal 
existence  with  fine  effect — at  least,  if  the 
legends  are  to  be  believed.  Probably  in  a 
few  decades  our  great  men  will,  as  in  the 
past,  be  conaignM  to  funeral  pyres  when 
they  have  done  their  work.  A  worse 
thing  might  happen  to  them. 

When  I  left  the  church  I  had  the  luck 
to  clash  with  King  Oscar  himself  in  his 
Boyal  sledge,  spemUng  towards  his  huge 
white  Palace.  His  good  people  of  Stocks 
holm  paid  but  litde  attention  to  him ;  but 
there  was  certainly  no  mistrust  or  antipathy 
in  the  looks  that  were  directed  towards 
him.  If  you  can  fancy  it,  it  was  as  if  the 
citijsens  were  glancing  at  the  head  of  their 
vespective  households,  in  whom  they  felt 
eoididence,  and  whom  they  saw  too  often  to 
■nfifer  any  agitation  in  seebg  once  again. 
Gustavus  Yasa,  whose  tomb  is  perhaps 
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fhe  best  thing  in  the  Biddarholm  Church, 
was  probably  less  happy  in  the  full  pride 
of  hb  martial  vict9ries  than  Oscar  the 
Second  in  the  quiet  love  and  confidence  of 
his  people.  Oscar  may  well  put  up  with 
the  distrust  and  habitual  opposition  of  the 
Norwegians,  so  he  eontinue  to  be  revered 
as  he  is  by  the  Swedes. 

Stockholm  satisfies  the  visitor.  One 
does  not  expect  such  lusty  stir  as  one 
finds  in  it.  Its  beauty,  on  the  other  hand, 
answers  expectation. 

This  is  so  even  in  winter.  The  weather 
during  January  and  February  is  not  a 
succession  of  keen  bright  days,  without 
cloud.  By  no  means.  Occasionally  the 
snow  whirls  hard  and  long  about  the 
streets,  and  tries  to  paint  the  telephone 
cables  white.  Lake  Malar  is  then  melan- 
choly to  behold,  and  may  become  deadly 
on  closer  acquaintance.  The  eye  soon 
tires  of  falliDg  snow,  even  as  the  body 
revolts  against  a  too  constant  strife  with 
this  bitter  northern  wind  There  seems 
no  mercy,  nothing,  in  fact,  that  is  good  in 
Nature  at  such  times  here.  One  goes  to 
and  fro  in  the  city,  furred  to  the  ey^rows, 
and  tries  to  find  partial  relief  in  execration 
of  the  storm. 

In  the  country  it  is,  of  course,  worse. 
While  I  was  in  Stockholm  a  hardy  professor 
of  Upsala  —  he  taught  English  there- 
started  to  cross  the  fjelds  and  frozen  lakes 
into  Norway.  It  was  a  journey  for  snow- 
shoes.  For  a  time  all  went  well,  but 
one  day  he  separated  from  his  guides  for 
awhile,  bent  on  what  he  thought  might 
prove  a  short  cut.  For  him,  however,  it 
proved  a  short  cut  not  to  Norway  but  to 
eternity.  He  trod  on  some  rotten  ice  in  a 
lake,  and  fell  into  the  water.  His  snow- 
shoes,  which  had  hitherto  been  an  in- 
valuable aid  to  him,  now  wrought  his  ruin. 
He  could  not  extricate  Us  feet.  He  hung 
on  till  his  strength  failed,  then  he  gave 
up  and  died.  There  are  more  than  the 
average  of  such  chances  of  mortal  calamity 
in  Sweden  in  winter.  The  poets  and 
painters  of  the  North  are  true  to  nature  in 
the  sombre  impressions  their  works  leave, 
as  a  rule,  upon  the  mini 

Bat  what  a  rare  stock  of  human  beings 
must  be  the  outcome  of  a  brave  fight  with 
life  under  such  conditions  as  prevail  in  the 
North !  No  wonder  the  Scandinavians  do 
so  well  in  America.  They  carry  bold 
hearts  as  well  as  strong  limbs  with  them 
to  the  West  These  attributes  are  at  least 
as  important  for  the  emigrant  as  subtle 
intellectiL 
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Frithiof  in  the  Saga  said  notable  words 
when,  in  mighty  consoioaBnesB  of  his  own 
vigour,  h6  demanded : 

>'  What  is  high  birth  bat  strength  t " 

A  VOYAGE  UP  THE  MEDWAY. 


Above  the  murmur  of  the  waves  sounds 
the  voice,  confused  and  Indistinct  but 
powerM  enough,  of  the  crowd,  of  the 
holiday  crowd  that  is  enjoying  itself  in 
Its  own  hearty  fashion  on  Southend  Pier. 
Not  a  touch  anywhere  of  the  sadness  that 
is  said  to  characterise  our  pleasures,  though 
there  is  room  for  sadness,  too,  if  there  were 
time  to  ihink  about  it  But  the  contingent 
of  little  cripples  from  their  Home  down 
east  are  the  merriest  of  the  crowd, 
and  the  destitute  old  women  in  poke 
bonnets  and  white  caps,  the  uniform  of 
their  '*Betreat,"  are  positively  brimming 
over  with  glee.  There  are  numbers  on 
the  pleasure  yachts  that  are  rising  and 
sinking  with  the  swell,  and  though  far  from 
looking  comfortable  they  are  all  chorusing 
''Daisy  Bell"  or  some  other  popular 
strain.  And  how  jovial  we  are  as  we  sit 
in  rows  upon  the  benches,  eating  shrimps 
and  peelbg  walnuts! 

Even  with  those  of  us  who  have  a  more 
serious  purpose  in  view  than  to  "chase 
the  happy  hourjs  away,"  and  who  are 
clustering  about  the  gangway  that  is 
cleared  for  the  steamer  just  coming 
alongside,  the  same  cheerfiu  spirit  pre- 
vails. The  artful  boatmen  try  to  tempt 
us  from  our  purpose.  '*  Who's  for  the 
yacht  9  Who's  for  the  Nore  Light,  round 
the  Nore  Light  9  Try  the  Nore  Light  for  a 
shillin' ! "  But  we  retort  upon  them  with 
tales  of  maritime  disasters,  all  couched  in 
a  light  and  cheerful  vein.  <'  What  about 
the  oilers  busting!"  suggests  an  old  salt  in 
the  pleasure-boat  interest,  and  a  sudden 
explosive  outburst  from  the  steamet's  waste- 
pipe,  right  in  our  ears,  seems  to  emphasize 
the  suggestion,  while  It  frightens  the 
picaninnies  and  makes  them  scream  in 
chorus.  And  this  reveals  what  a  number 
of  babes  and  smadl  chQdren  are  contained 
in  the  crowd  that  is  waiting  for  the 
Medway  steamer.  Not  the  sharp  little 
London  street  urchins,  but  stout»  stolid 
country  babes,  who  put  their  fingers  in  theb 
mouths  and  stare  stolidly  at  strangers,  or 
little  maids  who  hide  their  rosy  faces  in 
their  mothers'  skirts  when  imybody  speaks 
to  them. 

By  this  time  the  **  Lady  Nancy''  has  dis- 


charged her  living  cargo  of  passengers,  and 
we,  tlie  croird,  take  a  rush  in  the  usnsJ  im- 
petuous British  manner,  squee^g  ourselves 
between  massive  timbers  and  storming  the 
gangways  like  a  forioirn  hope,  disregarding 
the  temperate  advice  of  the  steamboat  men 
to  '<  take  your  time,"  and  "  don't  all  try  to 
squeedge  In  at  once."  But  nobody  loses 
temper  in  the  struggle^  except  the  babies, 
who,  being  accustomed  to  regard  their 
mothers  as  fixed  and  stable  institutions, 
are  astonished  to  see  them  twirled  round 
and  round  and  carried  along  like  straws  in 
an  eddy. 

Once  on  board  there  is  plenty  of  room 
for  everybody,  and  as  the  living  stream 
dwindles  to  a  trickle,  then  to  Individual 
drops,  and  as  the  last  drop  fizzles  along  in 
the  shape  of  a  woman  with  a  big  carpet' 
bag  and  two  children  —  no,  there  is 
another,  and  still  another ;  but  that  one 
is  left  behind,  for  our  captain  has  given 
the  siffnal  to  cast  off. 

Pr(H)ably,  in  these  days  of  mechanical 
ai^liances,  the  andent  shouting,  stentorian 
captain  is  getting  a  little  scarce ;  but  yon 
could  hardly  expect  to  meet  with  any  one 
quite  so  quiet  as  our  captain.  He  has  to 
look  up  at  the  ship's  boy,  but  were  Ooliath 
in  his  place  he  could  not  make  that  youth 
jumpaboutmoresmartly.  Andhecommands 
that  boat — and  she  is  a  pretty  big  one — with 
a  wink  of  the  eye,  sometimes  aided  by  a 
twitch  of  the  thumb.  But  he  Is  not  dumb, 
as  poor  Harry  finds,  who  has  clambered 
up  on  a  forbidden  part  of  the  bridge  and 
is  airily  swinging  his  legs  above  the  crowd. 

"Git  dan/'  says  the  captain,  catching 
sight  of  him. 

''  Git  down  1  Oh,  I'U  git  down,"  said 
Harry,  with  a  sarcastic  Intonation,  as  the 
captain  took  a  turn  across  the  deck. 

*'  Not  dan  yet  I "  sings  out  the  captain, 
in  a  voice  like  the  cocking  of  a  pistoL 

'Tm  just  coming  down,  captain,"  ex- 
plains Harry  meekly,  and  down  he  slides 
and  joins  the  general  company.  Harry 
tells  the  story  over  and  over  agabi,  with 
the  comment:  ''We  don't  always  knotr 
how  to  reckon  'em  up ;  but  I  call  that  a 
fust-rate  orficer." 

Well,  we  are  fairly  afloat  and  crossing 
the  great  tideway,  where  big  steamers 
slide  to  and  fro,  and  all  kinds  of  craft  are 
reaching  and  tacking,  on  various  errands 
bent,  but  mostly  with  tributary  -  burdens 
for  London  town ;  and  the  white  forts  of 
Sheemess  show  more  and  more  plainlyi 
and  the  Medway  opens  out,  and  we  are 
among  a  little ,  fleet  of  white  splck-and- 
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span  gunbofttf,  where  Uaajaekets  lean 
oyer  the  nettings  and  snnrey  nn  ealmly 
with  obaenrant  eyes ;  and  there  is  a  Ug 
irendad  elnsteied  ronnd  with  barges  and 
a  hoik  or  two,  and  with  a  little  doiid  of 
ooal-dnst  aboat  her.  And  then  we  are 
nearly  ron  down  by  a  lannch  fall  of  g(dd- 
banded  officers,  a  danger  which  onr  cap- 
tain averts  with  a  combined  wink  and  jerk 
of  the  thnmb. 

And  at  Sheerness  Pier  we  bid  adien  to 
the  most  part  of  the  holiday  crowd,  and 
we  who  are  left  are  of  a  more  solid,  serious 
capacity.  We  form  famOy  groups,  we 
sj^ead  ourselTes  out  on  camp-stools,  and 
brmg  our  binoculars  to  bear  on  passing 
objects.  On  the  other  side  is  Port  Victoria, 
whioh  is  just  a  railway  piejr  set  out  on  a 
low  marshy  coasts  Its  inhabitants  live  in 
!  railway  carriages,  and  devote  their  time  to 
deaning  the  windows  of  their  temporary 
habitations,  and  polishing  up  things  in 
general.  But  once  or  twice  a  day  the 
place  wakes  up  into  sudden  life,  as  big 
steamers  land  or  eqftbark  their  passengers, 
and  every  now  and  then  the  place  is 
festooned  with  flags,  and  cocked  hats 
abound,-  and  soldiers  present  arms,  as 
Highnesses,  Imperial,  Boysl,  or  Serene, 
anlve  or  depart  And  now  we  are  among 
the  coal  .hulks,  and  looming  black  upon  us 
is  the  old  *'Benbow,"  her  toothless  old  piOrts 
all  giimy  with  coal-dust,  and  grimy  figures 
look  out  from  the  Admiral's  state-cabin,  and 
wave  a  friendly  greetbg  to  my  "Lady 
Nancy." 

And  now  we  are  in  quarantine,  where 
big  cattle  boats  are  laid  up,  dankiog  their 
chains  and  tugging  at  their  moorings,  and 
in  the  midst  of  the  liver  a  many-sided 
white  fort,  with  guns  peeping  queerly 
through  the  little  glass  casements  that  are 
now  open  to  admit  what  breese  may  blow 
into  the  dose  and  heated  quarters,  while 
one  or  two  blue-coated  artillerymen  have 
come  up  for  air  to  the  top,  which  must  be 
baking  hot  too  in  the  sunshine.  There  is 
a  string  of  these  white  casemated  forts, 
built  on  shoals  and  islets  in  the  river,  im- 
posing in  appearance,  but  not  of  much  de- 
fensive vdue. 

Whan  the  Dutch  came  up  this  way  in 
their  famous  raid  on  the  Medwajr,  the 
Boyalgunnerscomplained  thatHisMsjesty's 
forts  oflTered  more  danger  than  defence, 
and  that  the  enemy's  big  shot  knocked 
the  rotten  ramparts  about  their  ears  in  a 
lamentaUe  manner.  And  these  white  case* 
mated  forts  have  very  much  theairof  whited 
swpolehresi  and  would  probably  soon  be 


laid  in  ruins  by  the  fire  of  the  powerful 
artillery  of  the  present  day.  But  perhaps 
they  are  not  meant  for  serious  defence, 
but  like  the  wooden  guns  on  Chinese  forts 
to  fright  the  enemy  away  — and  they 
certainly  inspire  respectful  awe  in  tlie 
passengers  of  the ''  Lady  Nancy." 

"  Two  inches  more  to  the  right,  my  love, 
and  you  will  have  the  shade  of  the  f onneL 
There  1  with  the  brown  rug  at  your  back, 
and  the  crimson  one  over  your  feeti  and 
the  Shetland  round  your  shoulders.  Now ! 
do  you  find  yourself  quite  comfortable  % " 

"And  the  box  to  put  my  feet  on, 
you  have  f o^otten  that,  JD. A.P.,"  says  the 
dame,  rather  sharply. 

She  is  handsome  still,  although  her  hair 
is  silver-white,  and  a  contrast  to  the 
D.AP.,  who  is  black  and  grizzled  as  if 
he  had  been  scorched  by  gunpowder.  A 
sidlor  man  was  humming  just  now  a  stave 
of  the  dd  chanty : 

**  Two  ships  of  war  came  from  afar. 
From  £dward»  England's  King; 

'  Go  fetch/  he  said,  '  alive  or  dead. 
The  pirate  captain  King.'" 

Now  the  D.AP.  would  have  made  an 
admirable  representative  of  the  pirate 
captain,  but  he  has  never  been  anything 
of  the  kind.  The  D.A.P.B.  RN.,  which 
is  inscribed  on  all. his  belongings,  is  to  be 
interpreted  as  Deputy- Assistant  Paymaster, 
"Blossom,"  Boyal  Navy.  Still  one  can't 
help  associating  a  romantic  career  with  the 
glowing  eyes  and  resolute  countenance. 
Perhaps  he  ran  away  with  the  Port  Admiral's 
daughter,  long,  long  ago ;  and  this  may 
account  for  the  devotion  with  which  he 
still  regards  her.  He  has  a  little  basket 
of  dainties  to  tempt  her  with — a  lovely  ripe 
William  pear,  a  sponge-cake,  a  packet  of 
fondants,  and  a  very  tiny  flask.  He  is 
quite  happy  when  she  chooses  a  pear,  and 
produces  a  little  case  full  of  implements, 
amongst  which  is  a  silver-bladed  pocket- 
knife,  with  a  mother-of-pearl  handle.  Ah  t 
that  silver-bladed  knife  brings  in  the  touch 
of  sadness  to  our  pleasure,  with  the  thought 
of  the  old  walled  garden,  fragrant  with 
herbs  and  flowers,  and  with  the  scent  of 
the  ruddy  peaches  and  golden  nectarines, 
and  of  the  dainty  fingers  that  held  anoUier 
silver-bladed  knife. 

Meantime  the  D.A.P.  has  peeled  the 
pear,  but  the  Port  Admiral's  daughter  has 
changed  her  mind,  and  will  have  a  sponge- 
cake instead,  and  the  pirate  king  munches 
the  pear  himself;  with  a  twfaikle  in  his 
eyes  as  if  he  had  not  had  the  worst  of  the 
bargain. 
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Oh,  it  is  a  pleasant,  lasy  pasMgOi  ai  the 

green  shoree  flit  by,  and  the  full,  pladd 
tide  refieets  the  ehorch  spire  and  the  wind- 
mill on  the  hniy  and  the  tofted  trees  and 
the  red  and  white  cows ;  or  takes  a  twirl, 
and  serres  np  a  broken  image  of  some  great 
blaek  ironelad;  or  glows  in  the  shadow  of 
the  great  red  flapping  saU  of  the  *'  Mary 
Anne/'  of  Boehester. 

And  how  delightful  to  sit  with  yonr 
baok  to  it  all,  and  discuss  with  some  village 
crony  the  price  of  butcher's  meat,  and  the 
ways  of  infants  with  their  teeth.  The 
"aliquid  amari"  in  this  case  is  the  be- 
haviour of  little  Wilfred,  who,  seated 
astoide  the  bitts,  with  the  water  flashing 
past  in  dangerous  proximity  to  his  chubby 
little  legs,  18  shouting  and  laughing,  and 
lashing  the  deck  wi^  a  stick  in  the  per- 
verted ingenuity  of  childish  imagination, 
whidi  sees  a  cobk-horse  in  a  big  packet- 
boat,  with  its  hundreds  of  horse-power 
engines  and  machinery,  all  saddled  and 
brialed  for  our  especial  use. 

And  the  entrancing  gossip  is  broken  off, 
between  the  brisket  and  the  chine  as  it  were. 
*'  Wilfred,  you  come  upstairs  to  mother 
direeay." 
"  Shan't." 

"Wilfred,  I  shall  speak  to  the  cap'n 
about  you,"  significantly. 
Wilfred  throws  a  glance  aloft 
The  captain  has  retreated  to  an  in- 
accessible part  of  the  bridge,  and  hung 
himself  up  by  the  elbows  to  the  railings. 
His  face  is  as  impassible  as  that  of  one  of 
the  Indian  godi^  at  the  British  Museum. 
But  when  you  see  a  brawny  sailor  dart 
forward  and  haul  furiously  at  something, 
you  may  guess  that  the  captain  has  winked ; 
and  when  all  the  -crew  are  seen  suddenly 
flying  in  all  directions  to  haul  or  let  go,  it 
may  be  presumed  that  the  captain  has 
jerked  his  thumb.  Now  whether  a  comer 
of  the  captain's  eye  rested  on  Wilfred  for 
a  moment  it  is  impossible  to  say;  but 
anyhow,  Wilfred  crawled  meekly  up  the 
poop  ladder,  and  sat  down  and  listened  to 
the  discussion  on  the  brisket  and  chine  for 
at  least  three  minutes.  At  the  end  of  that 
time,  it  must  in  justice  to  Wilfred  be  said, 
that  he  was  to  be  found  once  more  upon 
the  bitts  and  lashing  his  Uterally  foamine 
steed.  And  then  .  the  captain  winked 
again,  and  a  sailor  man  placed  a  substantial 
bulwark  between  the  child  and  the  rushing 
tide.    Decidedly,  that  captain  is  human. 

Bat  we  have  passed  the  Isle  of  Grain 
and  Chitney  Marsh,  with  inlets,  and  wide 
channels,  and  islands  crowned  with  forts ; 


we  have  rounded  Oakham  Ness,  and  made 
the  island  called  Bishop's  Marsh,  that  in 
connection  with  the  Isle  of  Grain  shoold 
raggest  a  wicked  Bishop  devoured  by  ratei 
whose  4itovy  has  got  misplaced  to  soma 
castle  on  the  Bhine.  And  here  is  Gilling* 
ham  Point,  and  the  big  crane  that  marks 
the  entrance  to  the  great  dockyard  basin, 
masked  by  the  pleasant  verdant  ide  that 
has  risen  out  of  the  sUme  and  sludge  of  a 
marshy  shoal,  as  a  result  of  the  unremitting 
labours  of— 

" Convicts  1  that's  yonr  sort!"  and 
there  is  a  general  rush  of  the  London 
visitors  to  see  the  eonvictsL  '*  Chain  'em 
together,  don't  theyt"  <<  All  of  a  row 
with  rings  round  their  necks,  and  a  peeler 
holding  the  end."  As  it  happens,  convicts 
at  Chatham  are  like  snakes  in  Iceland,  a 
vanished  quantity.  They  have  finished 
their  work  and  retired  to  other  "parages." 
Certainly  there  are  none  to  be  seen. 
"They  are  aU  gone  to  dinner,"  suggests 
one.  *'  Dinner !  what  does  they  git  for 
dinner!"  asks  another.  A  serious  man 
relates  how  he  was  once  <m  a  jury,  and 
sentenced  a  man  to  penal  servitude.  And 
he  wonders  if  he's  there  now.  "'Aving 
his  dinner,  goVnor,  an'  don't  you  wish  you 
west"  is  suggested  by  a  jolly  little  man, 
who  has  the  laugh  on  his  side,  for  certainly 
the  juryman  has  a  lean  and  hungry  lool^ 
and  the  sea  and  river  voyage  has  sharpened 
everybody's  appetite. 

Somebody  must  have  winked  jast  then, 
for  the  ship  had  stopped,  and  is  backing 
up  to  a  little  wooden  pier  that  rides 
jauntily  on  the  waves.  It  is  Upnor,  upper 
or  lower,  but  a  charming  little  place  where 
everybody  is  making  holiday.  There  is  a 
hill  dirice  as  high  a«  Greenwich,  to  run  up 
or  down,  a  really  imposing  crest,  and 
bosky  thickets  and  tufted  tumuli  on  the 
heightSL  Civilisation,  perhaps,  has  retreated 
a  little  as  those  ancient  chiefs  have  slept 
so  calmly  in  their  grave  mounds.  There 
were  flourishing  communities  where  are 
now  only  salt  marshes,  and  famous 
potteries  that  supplied  all  Britain  with 
crocks  and  pots,  such  as  the  bargeman  pulla 
up  with  his  anchor  every  now  and  then. 

And  under  the  hill  lies  the  quaint, 
turreted,  Elizabethan  castle  of  Upnor,  that 
the  Dutchmen  "  regarded  no  more  than  m 
fly." 

And  now  the  dockyard  is  passed 
visible  dockyard,  for  the   steam    ba%     * 
behind  the  high  green  bank  are  only  out 

I' lined  in   funnels    and    cranes,  ani 
peaked  ridges  of  sheds.    But  here  are  tho 
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nd  briok  atore-houei,  and  the  anag  doek* 
yard  dweliingi  of  snug  officials,  in  the 
warm  HanoTeiian  pattera,  and  we  hear  the 
crash  of  the  Royal  Marine  band,  and 
hayonets  glitter  here  and  there ;  and  there 
are  the  shiny,  slaty  roofs  of  Chatham 
perehed  np  and  down  the  hill  with 
barraeks,  forts,  and  faotories  all' j  ambled 
together,  and  green  earthworks  and  red 
foi^  smiling  or  grinning  above.  And 
wKft  a  fleet  of  pleasure-boats  all  dancing 
in  tiie  water,  and  how  the  Captain  Saper- 
intendent's  gig  sweeps  along  with  the 
stordy  bluejackets  bending  their  backs  to 
tte  stroke,  and  here  is  Chatham  Pier,  a 
great  stage  of  timber,  where  rows  of 
people  are  waiting  to  welcome  their 
friends.  Adien,  captein  1  He  seems  to 
divine  oar  thooghts,  and  with  a  disengaged 
thambhepointatowardsthehill— '*Stetion." 
Adiea,  pirate  cnief  1  Wilfred  has  gone  off 
on  his  grandfather's  shoolders- without  a 
look  in  our  direction.  Port  Admiral's 
daughter,  we  salute  you.  No  more  of 
our  pleasant  sunny  voyage. 

A    TRUE   STORY   OP   AN   IRISH 
COURTSHIP.     • 

A  COMPLETE  STOBY. 
I. 

In  the  suburbs  of  the  beautiful  city  of 
Cork,  within  a  short  distance  of  "the 
pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee/'  steod 
Vernon  Mount,  the  residence  of  Sir  Henry 
Hayes.  Sir  Henry,  like  most  Irish  gentle- 
men of  the  time,  was  dashing,  reckless,  and 
improvident;  consequently  he  was  gene- 
rally  popular  and  frequently  impecunious. 

Seated  at  breakfast  one  morning  with 
his  sister,  the  knighVs  brow  was  unusually 
elondy ;  a  circumstance  that  did  not  escape 
the  lady's  observant  eyes. 

''What's  the  matter  now 9"  she  asked. 
'*  Have  you  got  inte  any  fresh  scrape  I " 

'•It's  the  same  old  story,"  he  answered 
rio<miOy ;  "  no  eash — no  credit — ^ruin  not 
ur  ahead." 

*'  Why  don't  you  retrieve  the  fortunes 
of  the  family  by  marrying  an  heiress  t  It's 
a  sure  and  easy  way  out  of  difficulty. '<^ 

"Heiress,  indeed!"  exclaimed  Sir 
Henry.  <*  Where  is  she !  Tou  •  can't 
gather  heiresses  on  the  hedges  like  black- 
berries in  a  Kerry  lane." 

**  No,"  returned  his  sister  quietly,  "  but 
they  ean  he  found,  though,  and  not  so  far 
off  either.  There's  Miss  Pike,  for 
Instanee." 

^MisB  Pike  I"   He   laughed  ^ntomp- 


tuously.  *•  Why,  I  have  never  seen  her, 
and  don't  know  tiiat  I  shall  ever  set  eyes 
on  her." 

<'  Bah  1 "  said  the  lady  scornfully.  *'  If  I 
were  a  man  I  should  soon  speak  to  any 
woman  I  had  a  mind  to." 

**  But  Miss  Pike  is  a  prim  Uttle  Qaaker, 
and  would  be.  horrified  at  the  bare  sug- 
gestion of  marrying  such  a  harum-scarum, 
devil-may-care  fellow  as  I  am  known  to 
be." 

"Henry,"  said  hisrslster,  with  severity, 
"I'm  ashamed  of  you!  How  many  of 
your  countrymen  have  carried  ojQf  their 
brides  with  a  strong  hand,  and  married 
them  willy  nillyt  I  begin  to  doubt 
whether  you  have  any  of  the  old  Hayes 
blood  left  in  your  veins." 

"Don't  despair^  Jane,"  returned  the 
knight,  with  an  evil  gleam  fai  his  eyes; 
"you're  a  good  sister,  and  I'll  try  to  bene- 
fit by  your  wisdom.  Since  the  days  of 
mother  Eve  a  woman  has  been  at  the 
bottom  of  all  mischief." 

Miss  Hayes  did  not  reply  to  this  sar- 
casm; and  the  meal  terminated  in 
silence. 

n. 

Mb.  Cooper  Penrose^  a  gentleman 
well  kuown  and  much  respected  in  society, 
lived  in  a  charming  country  house  not  far 
from  Cork.  Miss  Mary  Pike,  the  only 
daughter  and  heiress  of  his  dead  Mend, 
Samuel  Pike,  had  been  entrusted  to  his 
guardianship,  and  he  cared  for  her  with 
the  affection  of  a  father.  Miss  Pike  was  a 
young  lady  upon  whose  education  no  ex- 
pense had  been  spared.  Delicately  and 
tenderly  nurtured,  she  was  unusually  ac- 
complished ;  and  in  addition  she  possessed 
the  modesty  and  reserve  characteristic  of 
the  sect  to  which  her  famOy  belonged. 
Altogether,  a  more  attractive  young  lady 
could  hardly  be  found  even  among  the 
fascinating  daughters  of  Erin. 

The  residence  of  Mr.  Penrose  was  built 
In  a  very  picturesque  situation.  It  was,^ 
indeed,  one  of  the  sighta  of  the  neighbour- 
hood which  strangers  frequently  came  to 
see.  One  fine  summer  day  an  unknown 
gentleman  rode  up  the  avenue,  and  seemed 
to  observe  everything  with  attentive 
curiosity.  With  true  Irish  hospitality  Mr. 
Penrose  immediately  went  out,  and  con- 
ducted him  over  the  place.  The  stranger 
was  much  enterteinecl ;  lingered  about  the 
grounds  admiring  and  praidng  everything; 
and,  Anally,  as  the  hour  of  dinner  ap- 
proached, received  an  invitation  to  that 
meak    Mr.  Penrose  was  naturally  reluctant 
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to  introdnoe  an  nnknoim  sfcranger  to  hk 
funily;  bat  the  hoqpitable  faalingt  of  eb 
Irish  gentleman  prevailed  over  Ids  scmplee. 
Sir  Henry  Hayet — ^for  it  was  he-r-was  re- 
eeived  with  mueh  kindneta  and  cordiality, 
and  made  the  acqnaintanoe  of  the  fair  and 
nntnspecting  maiden  against  whom  he 
harboored  saoh  fell  des^ns.  In  faet,  he 
had  oome  solely  for  the  pnrpose  of  enabling 
him  to  identify  her  when  his  plans  were 
f  ally  matnred. 

''WellT'  said  Miss  Hayes,  nexfc 
morning. 

"Well,"  returned  her  worthy  brother, 
"I  have  seen  the  heiress.  Bat  we  are  no 
nearer  the  goal  than  before.  She  is  too 
well  guarded.  It  would  take  a  regiment 
of  soldiers  and  a  park  of  artillery  to  storm 
yon  mansion." 

"  Indeed  1 "  said  the  lady  sardonically. 
"  It  seems  to  me  the  better  plan  would  be 
to  let  the  girl  come  out  to  you  of  her  own 
free  wiU." 

**  Very  true  Indeed-— but  how  ie  it  to  be 
done  t " 

"  That's  for  you  to  find  out  I'm  not 
wanting  to  marry  Mary  Pike.  However, 
I  suppose  I  must  stimulate  your  sluggish 
invention.  Do  you  know  that  her 
mother  is  very  ill  in  Cork  t  ** 

"So  I  have  heard — ^but  what  has  that 
to  do  with  it  t " 

*'  And  her  medical  attendant  is  Doctor 
Gibbings/'  pursued  the  lady,  unmindful  of 
his  question. 

<* Well,  what  then)"  said  her  brother, 
not  perceiving  her  drift 

"How  dull  you  are  this  mombg, 
Henry  1  *'  Miss  Hayes  continued.  "  Oould 
not  Dr.  Gibbings  ask  Mary  to  come  into 
Gork  some  night  to  see  her  mother  % " 

"  Impossible  1"  ezelaimed  the  knight 
"In  the  first  place,  I  don't  know  Dr. 
Gibbings;  and,  in  the  second  place,  he 
wouldn't  join  in  any  plot  of  the  lund." 

"  Pshaw  I "  answered  Miss  Hayes.  **  You 
^are  dense  to-day,  Henry — ^perfectly  stupid, 
in  fact — so  I  am  compelled  to  speak  plainly. 
Write  to  Dr.  Gibbings  for  a  prescription 
for  the  goat — ^you're  sure  to  need  it  sooner 
or  later.  You  can  thus  get  a  sample  of  the 
doctor's  handwritine — and  the  rest  is  easy 
to  a  man  of  your  s^lt  and  reaoorce." 

IV. 

Late  one  dark  July  night,  a  few  days 
after  the  interview  recorded  above,  Mr. 
Penrose's  household  was  awakened  by  a 
violent  knocking  at  the  outer  door.    A 


messenger  had  come  in  hot  haste  from  Oork 
with  a  letter,  wUch  lie  delivered,  and  then 
vanished  in  the  gloom.  The  letter  was 
superscribed  "To  Mr.  Cooper  Poirose," 
and  the  handwriting  was  that  of  Dr. 
Gibbings.    It  ran  thus : 

"Dear  Sib,— Our  friend,  Mrs.  Pike, 
is  taken  suddenly  ill;  she  wishes  to 
see  Miss  Pike.  We  would  recommend 
despatch,  as  we  think  she  has  not  many 
hours  to  live. — ^Yours,  Robebt  Gibbings." 

Instantly  Miss  Pike  arose  from  her  bed, 
and  made  haste  to  depart  fearful  that 
the  worst  might  happen  to  her  mother 
before  she  oouRi  arrive.  The  carriage  was 
promptly  brought  to  the  door;  Miss  Pikci 
Miss  Penrose,  afad  ano^er  lady  got  into 
it ;  and  about  two  in  the  morning  they  all 
set  out  on  tiieir  sad  journey,  little  dreaa^ 
ing  how  sad  it  was  to  be.  The  night  was 
pitch  dark ;  the  rain  fell  in  torrents ;  and 
as  the  coach  ploughed  tlirough  the  miry 
road  it  was  suddenly  met  by  four  or  fiva 
armed  men,  who  called  upon  tlie  coachman 
to  stop.  -     " 

Naturally  the  ladies  were  terrified  al- 
most out  (^  their  wits  by  this  rencontre. 
As  soon  as  their  terror  would  permit  they 
asked : 

"  What  do  you  want  9 " 

At  this  one  of  the  men,  disguised  ia  a 
long  great-coat  and  with  a  handkerdbief 
tied  over  his  face,  advanced  and  answered: 

"  You  must  be  searched." 

The  carriage  door  was  thrown  open.  By 
the  dim  Ught  of  a  dark  lantern  its  occu- 
pants could  be  seen  shrinking  back  in  fear 
and  alarm.  The  leader  pointed  oat  Miss 
Pike,  and  despite  the  poor  girl's  protestSi 
entreaties,  and  tears,  she  was  torn  forcib^ 
from  her  friends  and  placed  in  a  chaise 
which  stood  by.  Ab  the  chaise  drove  off 
she  sank  back  exhausted,  and  foand — a 
lady  by  her  side. 

"  Oh,  save  me  1  tave  me  1 "  orled  Misa 
Pike,  convulsively  clinging  U>  her  com- 
panion. ' . 

"Hush I"  said  the  stranger  sternly, 
though  not  unkindly.  "  We  mean  yon  no 
harm.    But  yoa  muat  be  quiet." 

The  young  lady's  entreatiea  pioved 
futile.  There  was,  indeed,  no  help  to  be 
had  from  the  iron  woman  at  her  dde;  so 
the  chaise  drove  on  to  Vernon  Mountt  Ak 
the  bottom  of  the  long  and  steep  avenue 
the  horses  stoppedi  b^g  unable  to  drag 
the  vehid0  f  artlier  over  the  heavy  road* 
Hereupon  Sir  Henry  Hayes  rode  ap»  die* 
mounted,  took  the  atruc^ling  girl  In  hia 
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ftroui,  and  in  ipito  of  her  airenaoas  reaiai* 
•1100  oarried  her  np  to  his  honee.  When 
they  entered,  a  person  attired  lik^  a  clergy- 
man came  forvrard ;  some  sort  of  ceremony 
was  gone  throngh ;  words  were  mnttered 
in  a  Isngnage  which  the  half-faintbg 
victim  ei&er  did  not  hear  or  did  not 
understand,  and  at  the  close  she  was 
informed  that  she  was  Lady  Hayes  1 

**  Now,"  said  Sir  Heniy,  patting  a  pen 
into  her  hand,  *'yoa  had  better  inform 
yoor  friends  of  yoor  weddbg  without 
deUy." 

In  the  wild  hope  of  obtaining  deliverance 
phe  wrote  what  they  suggested ;  but  neither 
persuasion  nor  threats  could  induce  her  to 
sign  the  letter  by  the  odious  name  of  hm 
captor*  And  now,  in  the  last  extreme, 
modesty  gave  the  unhappy  creature  un- 
expected courage  and  strength.  Thb  fine 
example  of  kn^hthood  could  not  succeed 
in  overcoming  her  scruples  even  by  force, 
so  he  resort^  to  blandishment  and  con- 
dilation.    He  expostulated,  he  pleaded. 

« Don't  you  know  met  I  am  your 
friend,  your  husband." 

"  Tei,^'  she  answered,  "  I  do  know  you 
now.  I  remember  your  intrusion  at  my 
cousin's.  But  you  are  not  my  husband ; 
and,  Heaven  hdping  me,  you  never  shall 
be." 

And  so,  strong  in  her  innocence  and 
purity,  Mary  Pike  remained  a  captive 
under  the  rpof  of  Sir  Henry  Hayes. 

V. 

Meantime  the  friends  of  Miss  Pike 
were  not  idle.  Enquiries  were  prosecuted 
on  all  sides,  and  at  length  the  place  of  her 
captivity  was  discovered.  Armed  with  the 
aathority  of  the  law  for  the  recovery  of  the 
lady,  a  party  proceeded  to  Vernon  Mount 
with  all  speed.  They  found  Miss  Pike  not 
so  much  the  worse  for  her  adventure  as 
migjit  have  been  expected,  and  greatly  re- 
joioed  to  be  restored  to  her  relations.  But 
the  bold  kniffht  and  his  amiaUe  sbter  had 
disappeared,  UMving  no  trace  of  thefar  where- 
abouts ;  and  not  without  very  good  reason, 
for  the  crime  of  abduction  was  then  punish- 
able by  death. 

Informationa  were  immediately  lodged 
in  a  court  of  justice,  the  usual  legal 
maehinery  was  put  in  motion,  and  a  large 
reward  was  offered  for  the  arrest  of  ^ 
nindpal  culprit.  Howevw,  as  he  remained 
m  ooncealment,  the  process  of  law  went  on 
in  his  absence,  and  at  lengtii  sentence  of 
outlawry  was  passed  upon  him  in  due  form 
by  the  Court.  . 


Now  comes  the  most  curious  part  of  thb 
singular  story — a  part  that  throws  a  lurid 
light  upon  the  state  of  Irish  sodety  so  late 
as  the  beginnbg  of  the  present  century. 
The  practice  of  abducting  young  and 
marrii^eable  girls  of  fortune  had  been 
prevalent  in  Ireland  for  a  long  time,  and 
was  looked  upon  witii  approval  by  a  large 
section  of  the  Irish  public  During  the' 
whole  of  the  eighteentii  century  it  was  no 
uncommon  occurrence  for  some  predatory 
Irish  '^gentieman,"  accompanied  hy  his 
retainers,  to  swoop  down  upon  an  un- 
suspecting household,  and  carry  ott  a  help* 
less  maiden.  True,  the  unfortunate  girl 
frequendy — ^perhaps  generally — ^became  the 
wife  of  the  man  who  had  captured  her  by 
his  bow  and  by  his  spear.  Marriage^  how- 
ever, with  these  barbarians,  and  under  such 
conditions,  was  often  a  worse  fate  than 
perpetual  spinsterhood.  According  to 
various  authorities,  ''abduction  dubs" 
flourished  even  in  the  city  of  Dublin  itsdf. 
Bankrupts,  spendthrifts,  and  blackguards 
banded  themselves  ti^ether,  and  drew  lots 
for  digible  girls;  and  the  abductor  usually 
placed  the  lady  before  him  on  horseback  in 
order  to  plead,  with  a  touch  of  Irish 
humour,  that  she  had  abducted  him  1 

To  mend  this  scandalous  state  of  matters, 
a  law  was  enacted  making  the  crime  of 
abduction  a  capital  offence;  but  the  law 
was  practically  inoperative  while  it  ran 
counter  to  public  opinion.  Twenty  years 
before  the  date  of  the  present  narrative, 
two  sisters  named  Kennedy  had  been 
canied  off  by  force  in  open  day.  A 
prosecution  was  instituted  against  their 
captors,  and  the  young  women  with  re- 
luctant modesty  consented  to  appear  as 
witnesses..  Every  means,  however,  was 
used  to  deter  them  from  coming  forward. 
Popular  feeUng  ran  so  Ugh  that  it  was 
actually  necessary  to  guard  them  through 
two  counties  with  a  detachment  of  military 
as  they  went  to  prosecute;  and  it  was 
hailed  by  the  decent  section  of  Irish  society 
as  a  remarkable  triumph  of  justice  when 
tiie  offenders  were  found  guilty  and  hung. 

In  such  circumstances  it  was  not^  perhaps, 
surprising  that  Sir  Henry  Hayes  could  not 
be  made  amenable.  He  was  a  well-known 
man,  he  was  a  criminal,  he  had  incurred 
the  pains  and  penalties  of  outiawry, 
rewards  amounting  to  near  one  thousand 
pounds  had  been  offered  for  his  appre- 
hensbn ;  yet  he  walked  about  openly  in 
the  streets  of  Cork  among  his  friends 
and  acquaintances,  enjoying  himself  to 
the  top  of  his  bent  at  balls  and  festivals 
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and  races,  like  a  fine  old  Irish  gentleman 
all  of  the  olden  time.  Not  only  so,  bnt 
the  hapless  yonng  lady,  whose  life  he  had 
rendered  miserable  by  his  TiUainy,  was 
forced  for  her  personal  safety  to  take  refnge 
in  England,  away  from  her  family  and  her 
home  1 

VI. 

Two  years  elapsed.  The  gallant  knight's 
sister  and  accomplice  was  now  dead,  and 
he  himself  desirous  of  bringins  <Hhe  Pike 
affair"  to  a  oonelnsion — possiUy  owing  to 
the  depleted  state  of  his  exoheqner.  At 
all  events,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  Miss  Pike, 
half-appealingi  half-threatening.  The  poor, 
persecuted  man  stated  that  his  conduct 
had  been  honourable  and  delicate  through- 
out ;  that  no  lady  with  a  spark  of  humanity 
in  her  bosom  could  thirst  for  his  blood ; 
that,  if  she  did  indulge  in  such  an  unlady- 
like thirst,  it  would  hd  worse  for  her ;  and 
that  he  was  willing  to  abide  his  trial  in  the 
city  of  Cork,  where,  he  thanked  Heaven,  he 
stood  as  high  as  any  man  in  the  regards  of 
tich  and  poor. 

So  this  pious  honourable,  and  eminently 
delicate  knight  a^t  last  appeared  in  Court 
The  sentence  of  outlawry  was  reversed 
without  opposition,  as  the  prosecutors 
wished  the  trial  to  take  place  on  the 
original  charge  of  abduction.  A  motion 
for  change  of  venue  on  the  ground  of  the 
prisoner's  popularity  in  Cork  was  made  by 
counsel  for  the  prosecution;  but  the  judges 
dismissed  it,  stating  tiiat  they  believed  a 
Cork  jury  would  remember  what  they 
owed'  to  their  oaths,  to  their  families,  and 
to  their  comitry,  and  would  do  their  duty 
without  fear,  favour,  or  affection. 

The  friends  of  Miss  Pike  spared  no 
expense  to  secure  a  conviction.  Curran, 
then  at  the  zenith  of  his  fame,  was  brought 
down  "special"  to  Cork  to  prosecute. 
Besides  being  the  most  brilliant  advocate 
that  the  Irish  bar  ever  produced,  he  was 
the  darling  of  his  countrymen ;  and  to  do 
him  justice,  few  men  better  deserved  their 
affection.  As  he  passed  into  the  Court- 
house, an  old  fishwoman,  who  had  known 
him  in  earlier  days,  saluted  him  with : 

"Hooray,  Counsellor  dear  I  I  hope 
you'll  gain  the  day  1 " 

"Take  care  what  you  say,  my  good 
woman,"  answered  the  Counsellor,  smiling, 
"  for  if  I  gain  the  day,  you'll  certainly  lose 
the  (k)aight  1 " 

Curran  was  more  used  to  the  defence  of 
prisoners  than  to  their  prosecution.  But 
in  the  present  case  he  produced  a  profound 
effect  by  a  speech  at  once  luminous,  ele- 


quenti  and  pathetic,  worthy  to  rank  among 
the  best  orations  that  even  he  had  ever 
delivered* 

The  evidence  and  the  doquence  were 
alike  overwhelming.  The  jury,  much  to 
Sir  Henry's  surprise  and  horror,  brought 
in  a  verdict  of  guilty;  and  the  prisoner 
was  sentenced  to  death.  Consternation 
fell  upon  his  friends  at  this  unexpected 
result.  Was  it  possible  that  a  real  Irish 
gentleman  should  suffer  the  fate  of  a  vulgar 
Croppy  for  such  an  amiable  weakness! 
The  thing  was  absurd,  outrageous,  in^ 
credibla  Sir  Henry's  friends  set  to  work, 
and  made  strenuous  efforts  on  his  behali 
Owing  to  their  exertions.  Sir  Henry  Hayes 
— ^like  that  other  eminentiy  moral  knight, 
Sir  John  Falstaff— remained  unhung,  the 
sentence  of  death  being  commuted  into  one 
of  transportation  for  me. 

Time  ran  on.  After  passing  some  years 
in  banishment^  Sir  Henry  got  Ills  sad  case 
brought  to  the  notice  of  the  Prince  Begent^ 
who  obtained  a  pardon  for  the  deUnquenti 
and  Sir  Henry  was  restored  to  that  select 
circle  which  had  so  long  mourned  his  loss. 

But  when  he  returned  to  his  native  land 
times  had  changed ;  a  death-blow  had  been 
given  to  the  abducti<m  of  young  ^Is ;  a 
more  enlightened  public  sentiment  was 
gradually  growing  up  in  Ireland  ;  and— to 
adapt  the  Ibes  of  lbs.  Hemans : 

His  banner  led  the  spears  no  more 
•     Among  the  hills  of  Cork. 


LUCK. 


It  is  the  successful  man  who  is  apt  to 
express  the  strongest  disbelief  in  luck, 
"There  is  no  such  thfaig  as  luck,"  he  tells 
you.  "A  man  makes  good  use  of  liis 
opportunities,  and  they  call  him  lucky." 
Bnt  he  foigets  to  add  that  some  men  never 
seem  to  have  opp(»tnnities  of  which  they 
can  make  good  us&  This  is  a  world  of 
inconsistencies.  There  is  a  man  of  my 
acquafaitance  who,  though  still  in  the  early 
prime  of  his  life,  has  rnsde  a  large  fortune 
on  tiie  Stock  Exchange,  and  he  proteati, 
with  might  and  with  main,  that  he  does 
not  owe  his  fortune  to  his  luck,  but  to  liis 
judgement  So,  in  a  sense,  it  may  be. 
There  undoubtedly  are  men  who^  if  tiusf 
had  been  placed  in  hb  position,  would  atiU 
have  contrived  to  make  a  mess  of  thinge. 
Still,  the  fact  remains  that  he  had  the  good 
luck  to  be  on  the  Stock  Bxchange  when 
money  was  to  be  made  by  clever  men,  andi 
sometimes,  even  by  fools.     He   himself 
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owns  that  if  he  had  conttnaed  on  the  Stock 
Exchange  antil  to-day  he  might  have  lost 
all  he  had  mada  Bat  he  cat  the  game  fai 
Ume  —  and  that  again,  he  adds  with  a 
triumphant  grin,  was  evidence,  not  of  hu 
good  lack,  but  of  his  jadgement.  No 
doubt  his  jadgem^  did  have  something 
to  do  even  with  that ;  bat  still,  I  maintain, 
his  lack  had  mora  He  went  into  tibe 
'*  house  "  as  a  young  man,  when  things  were 
booming,  and  he  made  all  his  money  in 
dz  or  seven  years.  Suppose  he  had  been 
going  in  just  when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he 
was  coming  out,  would  he  then  have  made 
his  money  in  six  or  seven  years  t  I  doubt 
it,  and  so,  in  his  heart  of  hearts,  does  he. 
Not  though  he  had  exercised  all  the  judge^ 
mentin  the  world. 

Life  is  a  more  complicated  problem  than 
anything  which  is  to  be  found  In  Euclid, 
and  one  to  which,  when  all  is  said  and 
done,  no  man  has  the  key.  The  strangest 
things  do  happen.  A  strives  for  a  tUng 
with  might  and  main^  and  never  gets  it; 
while  exactly  that  thing  comes  to  d  with- 
out his  even  having  Itfted  a  finger.  One 
has  only  to  move  to  and  fro  over  the  face 
of  the  earth  to  find  that  the  thing  which 
we  call  luck  is  everywhere*  ''It  is  not  in 
mortals  to  command  success  |  but  we'll  do 
more,  Sempronius.  we'll  deserve  it."  Capital 
morality,  for  the  school-room,  where  they 
are  apt  to  teach  morality  even  at  the 
expense  of  truth.  But  experience  teaches 
us  that  it  is  better  to  be  a  lucky  than  a 
deserving  man.  *'I  make  it  a  rule  never 
to  have  dealings  with  unlucky  men"— « 
we  have  seen  the  saying  attributed  to  a 
member  of  a  Bothschild  family,  and  to 
Benjamin  DisraelL  Whoever  did  eaj  it 
was  a  wise  man  if  he  acted  up  to  it.  It  is 
good  policy  to  leave  the  sinking  ship.  It 
Si  equally  the  part  of  wisdom  to  attach 
oneself  to  the  rising  sun. 

On  the  other  hand,  such  a  line  of  con- 
duct is  not  without  its  drawbacks.  Bad 
luck,  like  good  luck,  has  a  trick  of  coming 
in  slices.  Before  you  know  it^  the  un- 
lueky  man,  whom  you  have  been  carefully 
avoiding,  all  in  a  moment  may  become  the 
laddest  man  alive,  and  that  owing  to 
drenmstances  which  the  most  fsr-seeing 
judgement  could  never  have  foreseen. 
There  is^  at  this  moment,  a  member  of  the 
peerage  whom,  during  the  last  few  years, 
one  has  often  heard  spoken  of  as  the 
luckiest  man  in  England.  When  he  was 
a  yomig  man,  severid  lives  stood  between 
him  and  his  present  position^— good  lives, 
in   the   insurance  office  sense '— he  was 


ignored  by  the  elder  branch  of  the  family, 
was  in  receipt  of  a  scanty  income,  with, 
practically,  no  prospects  for  the  future. 
Almost  with  the  rapidity  of  a  transforms*' 
tion  scene  at  a  theatre,  the  scene  wait 
changed.  The  Destroying  Angel  insisted 
on  all  the  members  of  that  elder  branch 
'*  handing  in  their  checks.'.'  The  present 
man  found  the  ball  of  fortune  at  his  feet— 
certainly  owing  to  no  special  desert  of  his 
own. 

In  one  of  the  home  counties  a  young 
man  lives  in  a  fine  house  in  the  centre  of 
a  fine  estate.  When  that  young  man  was 
a  still  younger  man,  he  was  an  all-round 
bad  lot — a  drunkard,  and  a  gambler.  Hia 
family  sent  him  to  Australia  for  the  good 
of  his  health — and  theirs.  He  went  wrong 
there  as  he  went  wrong  here.  He  was 
gambling  one  night  idth  some  otI;ier 
impecunious  vagabonds  who  had,  practi- 
callv,  nothing  to  lose  but  what  they  stood 
up  m.  Ha  .won  from  one  of  them  a  bundle 
of  papers.  These  papers  were  shares  in  a 
certsin  gold-mine,  so  called.  The  shares 
were  so  wholly  valueless  that  the  young 
man,  disdaining,  even  in  his  state  of 
penury,  to  keep  such  rubbishy  threw  them 
on  to  the  fire.  Repenting,  however,  of  his 
act,  he  snatched  them  back  again,  when 
they  had  already  been  scorclmd  by  the 
flames.  Shortly  afterwards,  the  man  who 
had  lost  those  shares  died  in  a  fit  of 
delirium  tremens.  The  day  he  died»  by 
the  purest  accident,  a  workman  in  the 
mine  struck  upon  a  paying  lode. 
Speculators  will  tell  you  that  the  history 
of  tlMt  mine  has  since  been  one  of  the 
most  surprising  in  mining  annals — a  history 
of  unvarying  success.  That  young  gambler, 
who  had  never  even  taken  the  trouble  to 
examine  his  winnings,  discovered,  to  his 
amazement,  that  he  held  a  commanding 
share.  .  He  holds  it  stilL  He  has  already 
realised  a  large  fortune,  and  he  continues 
to  receive  what  to  some  folks  would  be  a 
large  fortune,  every  year.  He  has  returned 
to  Ibgland,  he  has  bought  that  house  and 
that  estate,  and  there  he  lives  in  style, 
spending  his  money  quite  in  the  good  old 
way.  If  his  was  not  a  case  of  luck,  what 
was  it) 

Take  the  reverse  of  the  picture.  I 
am  personally  acquainted  with  a  case  of 
such  continuous,  and,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
such  iindeserved  ill  luck,  that,  when  I  tell 
you  the  tale,  you  will,  perhaps,  deem  the 
thing  inoredibla  But  it  is  true,  every 
word  of  it. 

A  friend  of  mine  had  a  youngster,  whose 
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goal  was  a  commiMion  in  the  army.  He 
was  one  of  the  most  promiaing  yonogatera 
I  ever  knew.  He  went  through  achool 
with  all-ronnd  honoora.  He  paaaed  from 
College  high  on  the  liat  of  those  entitled  to 
oommiaaiona.  On  undergoing  hia  final 
medical  examination  aa  to  physical  fitneas, 
it  waa  diaeovered  that,  aince  hia  entering 
GoUege,  a  relation  had  died  of  eonanmp- 
tion.  He  atood  over  aiz  feet  in  hia  aooka ; 
hia  physique  waa  in  every  way  worthy  of 
hia  inohea ;  he  had  acarcely  had  an  honr'a 
illneaa  in  his  life.  Bat  he  was  ploughed — 
becanse  of  the  relation  who  had  died*  He 
appealed,  yon  may  be  sure ;  bat  hia  appeal 
waa  disallowed.  In  the  first  frensy  of  his 
disappointment  he  enlisted  in  the  ranks. 
The  doctors  paased  him  that  timet  He 
had  not  been  a  cavalry-man  six  months 
before  a  horae  in  the  atablea  aavaged  Um 
ao  badly  that  the  authoritiea,  condading 
that  the  task  of  healing  him  might  not  be 
worth  the  candle,  '<  retired  "  him.  It.  was 
a  long  time  before  he  was  himsdf  again ; 
bat,  when  he  was  himself,  at  his  own 
request^  his  father  gave  him  a  sum  of 
money  and  his  passage  oat  to  the  States. 
On  the  way  out  his  money  was  stolen — 
it  was  never  known  by  whom.  Practically 
penniless,  he  landed  in  New  York.  Soon 
he  waa  conducting  a  tram-car.  In  an 
argument  with  an  intoxicated  "tough," 
who  objected  to  pay  hia  fare,  he  alipped  ott 
the  platform  of  his  oar,  and  stumbled  in 
the  street.  A  cart  paaaed  over  him.  He 
waa  in  a  hospital  when  he  came  to.  His 
father  sent  him  money  to  enable  him  to 
return.  He  returned.  Back  in  England, 
his  father  set  him  up  as  a  market-gardener. 
Probably  he  was  not  a  master  of  his  trade, 
and  his  first  two  seasons  were  two  of  the 
most  disastrous  which  have  ever  afflicted 
the  British  market-gardener.  At  the  end 
of  them  he  waa  pennUess,  and  worse.  De- 
clining to  come  again  upon  his  father,  who 
was  not  by  any  means  a  wealthy  man,  he 
worked  hia  own  way  out  to  the  Western 
States  of  America.  There  he  becfime  a  cow- 
boy. His  first  winter  was  one  of  the  hardest 
winters  on  record — ^that  is  saying  a  good 
deal  in  that  part  of  the  world.  In  the 
course  of  it  both  of  his  feet  were  frost- 
bitten. They  had  to  be  amputated  above 
the  ankles.  Now  he  is  back  again  in 
England,  scarcely  over  thirty,  a  lifelong 
cripple,  with  a  shattered  constitution,  and, 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  not  a  hope  left 
in  the  world.  Again,  if  his  was  not  a  oaae 
of  luck,  what  waa  it  t 
If  we  want  a  tiling,  by  all  meana  let  ua 


try  to  get  it;  but  it  does  not  follow  that 
we  ahall  get  it  becauae  we  try.  The 
doctrine  of  "Self-Help"  Is,  no  doubt^  a 
convenient  one.  Unfortunately,  it  Is  not 
sound.  Men  have  gained  tilings  which 
they  have  struggled  to  gdn  —  a  small 
minority.  The  large  majority  have  wholly 
failed.  You  say  that  their  failure  has, 
probably,  been  a  good  deal  owing  to 
themselves.  But  do  you  not  thbk  that 
the  element  of  luck  enters  into  the 
constitution  of  a  man)  A  has  had  the 
good  luck  to  be  born  with,  deeply  en- 
grained In  him  somewhere,  the  capacity 
to  achieve  success,  while  B  has  the  bad 
luck  to  be  bom  with  a  trend  towarda 
failure.'  We  did  not  make  onraelvea — we 
are  made.  After  all,  it  waa  only  an 
accident  that  Lord  Tennyaon  waa  a  great 
poet^  and  that  Martin  Tapper  waa  a  Uttle 
one.  Not  by  taking  any  amount  of  thought 
could  Martin  Tapper  have  been  Lord 
Tennyson.  Possibly,  thongh  he  had  tried 
his  hardest,  Lord  Tennyson  could  not  have 
been  a  Martin  Tapper.  It  was  purely  a 
qaestion  of  luck :  one  was  Tennyson,  the 
other  was  Tupper. 

It  has  been  said,  many  a  time,  that 
"Self-Help"  has  done  a  great  deal  of 
good.  It  may  be  questioneil  whether  a 
book — any  book-^ver  did  much  good,  or, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  much  evil  I»  for 
one,  doubt  if  booka  have  anything  like  the 
Infiuence  upon  the  lives  of  those  who  read 
them,  which  the  common  and  irresponsible 
conversation  of  the  world  supposes.  Be 
that  aa  it  may,  it  would  seem  to  be  beyond 
all  doubt  that,  if  «* Self-Help"  has  done 
anything,  It  has  done  at  least  as  much  evil 
as  good.  It  haa  filled  a  number  of  un- 
reflecting persons  with  the  belief  that  they 
can  be  exactly  what  they  pleaae.  There  ia 
nothing  more  common  than  for  people  to 
mistake  the  deaire  to  be,  for  the  power  to 
be.  Probably  «' Self-Help"  haa  done  aa 
much  aa  any  book  to  foater  this  mistake. 
Many  who  read  Mr.  Smilea's  book  jamp  to 
the  conclusion  that  his  heroes  qwed  aU 
their  successes  to  themselves  —  to  their 
capacity,  that  is,  for  self-help.  These 
readera  aay,  what  theae  men  did,  we  can  do. 
If  it  ia  only  a  queation  of  peraeverano^  of 
*i  dogged  doea  It,"  we  can  peraevere  with 
any  ona  They  do  peraevere,  and  continue 
failures  to  the  end. 

If  you  read  between  the  lines  of  Mr. 
Smiles's  book — and  what  is  being  said  of 
thia  particular  work  appliea  equally  to  the 
multitude  of  othera  of  whioh  it  ia  a  type — 
you  will  perceive  that  hia,  ao-oalled,  aelf« 
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made  men,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  owed  very 
little  to  themBelyea.  Theb  saccesB  was  as 
much  the  lesalt  of  a  fortaitons  combination 
of  circamBtances  as  of  anything.  To 
begin  with,  they  were  all  of  them  remark* 
able  men — ^that  in  itielf  is  an  accident 
which  does  not  occur  to  all  of  oi.  A  great 
man  ii  a  great  man,  and  a  man  of  foor 
foot  six  shall  never  attain  to  six  foot  four. 
Moreover,  yon  will  find  that  most  of  them 
were  what  are  nowadays  called  "  cranlni  '* 
— ^men  of  one  idea.  They  were  almost  in- 
variably reduced,  by  their  own  actions,  to 
the  direst  straits,  and  then,  in  the  very  nick 
of  time,  they  struck  oil,  just  as  they  were 
starving.  Success  was  their  only  justifica- 
tion. If  they  had  failed  they  would  have 
borne  a  suspicious  resemblance  to  criminals. 
Arkwright,  Palissy,  a  whole  list  of  them, 
were  guilty  of  conduct  which,  if  it  had  not 
been  crowned  by  ultimate  success,  could 
scarcely  have  been  defended  by  any  code 
of  morality  with  which  I  am  acquainted. 
If  a  man  neglects  his  business,  allows  his 
wife  and  family  to  nearly  starve  in  the 
effort  to  keep  Um  and  themselves,  while 
he  sellf  his  all,  and  their  all,  to  provide 
himself  with  the  means  of  making  models, 
when,  as  generally  is  the  case,  the  models 
turn  out  in  the  end  to  be  absolutdy 
worthless,  do  we  not,  at  the  very  least,  say 
to  that  man:  "Go  to,  thou  fool!"  If  a 
man  **  breaks  up  his  home,"  not  once,  nor 
twice,  but  over  and  over  again,  to  feed  his 
fomaces  with  the  family  goods  and  chattels, 
when,  as  they  nearly  always  do  do,  his  ex* 
periments  ultimately  result  in  failure,  are 
our  sympathies  with  the  man,  or  with  the 
lielpless  victims  of  his  frenzy  t  We  guessed 
from  the  first  that  he  was  some  sort  of  a 
Innaiie;  at  the  last,  he  has  proved  it  to 
our  oompletest  satisfaction.  No  doubt 
there  are  men  walking  about  to-day,  who 
have  done  exactly  what  Arkwright  and 
Palissy  did,  and  who,  as  a  natural  and 
practically  inevitable  consequence,  have 
found  themselves  in  jaiL  Mr.  Smiles's 
heroes  had  the  luck  upon  their  side;  these 
other  men  liad  the  luck  against  them. 
Enthusiastic  worshippers  of  the  sliining 

Sd,  Success,  may  put  it  as  fliey  please, 
lat  is  how  it  appears  to  me. 
I  am  not  advising  any  one  not  to  do 
his  best  —  quite  the  contrary.  I  am 
■imply  stating  what  I  hold  is  a  self- 
•vident  truth,  that  ttiough  one  does  one's 
besty  it  does  not  follow  that  one  will 
smceeed,  because  every  day  of  every  man's 
life  the  element  of  luck  comes  in.  How 
do  yoa  suppose  a  successful  book  is  pro- 


duced t  By  taking  thought,  or  its  equiva- 
lent, pains  1  I  doubt  it.  I  do  know  that 
success  in  literature  is  apt  to  be  achieved 
by  something  very  like  a  fluke,  and  that  a 
man  constantly-^I  do  not  say  invariably, 
but  constantly — does  his  best  work  when 
he  is  taking  least  pains.  Take  an  artist : 
he  chances — observe  the  word  1 — ^to  hit 
upon  a  good  idea;  fhe  picture  in  which  he 
gives  it  expression  achieves  a  world-wide 
bme.  Other  men,  more  than  his  artistic 
peers,  never  chance  upon  a  good  idea,  and, 
therefore,  never  attain  to  a  tithe  of  his 
fame.  Do  you  think  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  luck  in  the  Army,  and  the  Navy ; 
that  there  have  never  been  commanders 
who  have  won  battles  which,  had  it  not 
been  for  some  lucky  chance,  they  would 
have  lost  f  You  know  very  little  about  the 
matter  if  you  do. 

At  the  same  time,  the  man  who  habitu- 
ally relies  upon  his  luck,  and  upon  his  luck 
only,  if  he  lights  upon  evil  days,  as  he  is 
tolerably  certain  to  do,  deserves  all  that 
he  gets,  and  more.  There  is  something  in 
the  Mahommedan's  theology — ''  Kismet ! 
It  is  to  be  1  "^  And  because  there  is  some- 
thing in  it,  the  really  strong  man  is  he 
who,  fully  recognising  that  the  arbitrament 
in  no  way  depends  upon  his  efforts,  still 
fights  on.  Understand  this  dearly,  the 
joy  is  not  in  the  prise,  but  in  the  running 
of  the  race.  Do  your  best.  If  -  luck  is 
against  you,  why,  do  it  still.  Work  for 
the  work's  sake.  Strive  for  the  sake  of 
the  strife.  Luck  is  against  most  of  us,  it 
is  certain ;  what  then!  Between  the  lucky 
and  the  unluclrf  man  there  is  not  so  great 
a  gulf  as  many  think;  between  success 
and  failure  there  is  often  but  little  to 
choose. 

Also  let  us  remember,  though  we  may 
not  be  what  the  world  caUs  lucky — that  is, 
successful — we  most  of  us  do  have  some 
share  of  good  luck.  Many  of  us  have  the 
luck  to  be  healthy.  I  wonder  how  many 
are  conscious  how  much  luck  has  to  do 
with  health.  Fortune  can  endow  us  with 
no  richer  gift.  It  may  almost  be  said  that, 
if  you  have  not  good  health,  you  have 
notliing.  In  spite  of  all  the  boasted  ad- 
vance in  sanits^  and  medical  science,  who 
is  not  aware  that  good  health  is  still  very 
much  an  affair  of  accident  t  There  are  men 
who  actually  boast  of  their  good  luck,  who 
are  without  the  capacity  to  enjoy  anything 
which  their  boasted  good  luck  brings  them. 
We  unlucky  ones  may  thank  our  stars  that 
we  are  not  like  them.  I  know  a  man  who, 
from  some  points  oi  view,  has  had  all  the 
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Inoki  bat  who  haiB,  from  my  point  of  view, 
bad  none.    He  is  a  wealtby  banker,  eome- 
thing,  I  believe,  very  like  a  millionaire. 
He  18  owner  of  one  oz  the  noblest  estates 
in  the  sonth  of  England*    Bat,  with  so 
many  gifts  from  fortane's  laoky  bag,  he 
has  the  misfortane  to  be  dowered  with  the 
most  extraordinary  disposition.  Heqaarrels 
with  every  one.     He  Hves  in  one  wing  of 
the  hoase,  his  wife  and  family  live  in 
another.    He  has  tried  ,to  tarn  them,  oat, 
and  faUed.    It  is  anderstood  that  he  and 
his  wife  have  not  spoken  to  each  other  for 
years.    His  chOdren  cat  him  in  the  streets. 
He  is  continually  embroUed  in  law-^saits 
with  his  relations.    Ab  if  that  were  not 
enough,  he  Is  always  fighting  with  the 
country  folks  on  questions  of  right  of  way. 
His  estate  not  only  swaims  with  warnings 
to  trespassers,  bat  he  keeps  a  small  army 
of  retired  policemen  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
watching  for  cases  of  trespass.    Some  of 
the  footpaths  run  across  waste  land,  on 
which  there  are  no  crops,  no  hay,  no  game, 
and  no  nothbg^     Yet  if   you   step  off 
them  a  yard  on  either  side,  you  are  sure 
to  have  a   discussion  with  one   of   his 
watchers.  His  purpose  seems  to  be  to  make 
a  passage  iicross  any  of   the  recognised 
public  footpaths  so  full  of  disagreeables, 
that,  in  course  of  time,  people  wiU  cease  to 
use  thenu     He  is  always  changing  his 
servants,  and  he  never  gives  them  charac- 
ters.    The  neighbouring  tradesmen  will 
not  work  for  him,  they  i|re  sure  to  have 
some  unpleasantness  with  him  if  they  do. 
He  has  no  friends.    He  lives  on  good  terms 
with  no  one.    Fortune  has  placed  him  in 
a  position  in  which  he  is  able  to  make  the 
peculiarity  of  tiis  disposition  widely  felt — 
and  he  takes  care  that  even  his  unoffending 
neighbours  feel  it.    To  crown  all  he  looks 
what  he    is,  a  suspicious,  peevish,  can-« 
tankerous  creature.     I  am  a  proverbially 
unlucky  man ;  all  the  same,  I  would  soont  r 
have  my  luck  than  his. 

It  is,  to  my  tldnking,  a  curious  out- 
look on  to  the  world  whfch,  regards  it 
as  a  sort  of  monster  competition  class. 
The  idea  that  life  is  a  long-drawn-out 
competitive  examination,  in  which  one 
has  only  to  da  certain  well-ascertained 
things  hi  order  to  achieve  certain  well- 
ascertained  results,  is  not  only  an  unplea- 
sant one  to  contemplate,  but  it  is,  fortu- 
nately, falcre  throughout.  Life  is  not 
necessarily  the  endless  unceasing  grind 
and  cram  which  such  an  idea  supposes. 
The  inspirers  of  the  idea  have  brought 
things  to  a  pretty  pass.    In  the  prevalent 


rage  for  competition  men  and  women  are 
not  only  cutting  each  other's  throats,  but 
also,  and  at  the  same  time,  they  are  cutting 
their  own.  The  prizes  for  which  the  com- 
petitors are  so  frantically  contending  are 
being  purchased  at  such  a  price  that  they 
can  only  be  regarded  as  so  much  dead  loss 
when  won.  Nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine 
out  of  every  thousand  fail  to  win  them. 
And  the  point  of  a  very  bitter  joke  is 
that  not  improbably,  the  thonsandth,  who 
does  win,  is  the  only  .one  who  has  not 
tried. 

If  you  want  a  thing,  try  to  gain  it,  but 
not  like  a  madman.    So  order  your  life 
that,  while  the  desired  object  stands  first 
and  foremost,  it  U  *till  not  regarded  as  the 
only  thing  for  which  to  live.    We  have 
only  one  life  to  Uve.    Let  us  make  the 
best  of  it^  so  that  each  day,  at  evening, 
may  bring  us  peace  of  mind.  Let  your  pace 
be  steady,  so  that,  prematurely,  you  may 
not  break  down.     All  the  time  recognise 
the  fact— do  not  be  afraid  to  face  it — that 
luck  will  probably  be  against  you,  and  that 
therefore,  In  spite  of  all  your  efforts,  the 
desired  object  may  never  be  attained.    It 
may  possibly  come   almost  within  your 
graspi   and  yet  may  elude  you,  though 
you   are  already  touching  it  with  your 
finger-tips.    What  of  itf    It  is  the  fo^ 
tone  of  war.    In  spite  of  your  ill-luck, 
you    are  still  a  lucky  man  if   you  are 
made  of  that  sort   of   stuff  which   can 
laugh  at  fortune's  chances.    I  know  no 
greater  luck  than  to  be  made  like  that; 
no,  nor  any  rarer.    There  are  many  ttvea 
which  the  world  calls  failures  which,  to 
me,  seem  to  be  successes,  after  all.    Such, 
for  instance,  as  the  life  of  the  man  who 
works  and  waits,  and  waits  and  workSg 
laughing  all  the  time,  even  though  the 
reward  which  he  has  justly  earned  is  denied 
him  to  the  end;  yes,  even  when  the  door 
into  the  infinite  is  opened,  and,  still  unre- 
warded, fortune  throws  him  through.    For 
I  cannot  but  suspect,  when  people  are 
crying,  "Alas,  poor  Yorick  I"  that  he  wai^ 
in  truth,  a  fellow  of   infinite   jest  and 
humour — ^he  had  the  luck ;  that  he  loved 
his  work  for  the  work's  own  sake;  that 
he  loved  his  life,  because  he  himseU  was 
living;  that  if  he  dreamed,  it  tickled  him 
to  know  it;  and  that  it  was  vHlth  the 
sportsman's  joy  that  he  played  a  game 
with  fortune,  and  watched  to  see  tt  his 
dreams  might,  by  any  chance,  come  tniei 
And  when,  in  the  end,  he  realised  they 
never  would,  I  can  easily  believe  that  it 
was  the  humour  of  the  tUog  which  struck 
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Ubx  moat  of  all,  and  ihat  he  was  amiline 
when  he  died^  And  what  greateir  laek 
oan  a  man  deafae  than  to  be  aUe  to  pait 
from  the  world  with  a  smile  t 


TWO  LETTERS. 

A  STORY  IN  THREE  CHAPTERS 


GHAPTXR  UL 

• 

Things  went  on  very  mnch  as  usual 
for  the  next  few  weeks — the  Count  eager, 
impassioned,  ardent,  and  devoted,  Lettiee 
eaim  to  coldness,  nnmoved  to  indifference. 
In  spite  of  the  fact  that  affairs  were  pur- 
suing their  ordinary  course,  however,  I 
think  we  all  had  a  sort  of  vague  impression 
tiiat  ther0  was  thunder  in  the  aJr. 

"  Do  yon  know,  Lettice,"  I  remarked  to 
her  one  day  when  we  were  alone  t<^ether, 
"  that  you  have  grown  very  white  lately  1 " 

•<I  never  have  much  colour,  yon  know," 
said  Lettice,  without  looking  up  from  the 
book  she  was  reading. 

"  But  this  is  a  different  sort  of  white- 
ness," I  perdsted,  with  my  eyes  stUl  fixed 
on  her  face ;  ''  and  you  are  so  thin,  too.'' 

''Dear  me,  Ellen,  I  wish  you  wouldn't 
sfcare  so,^  she  exclaimed  irritably.  "  There 
isn't  the  slightest  difference  in  me." 

«•  And  you  are  so  often  cross  now,"  I 
pursued  relentlessly.  "  Nothbg  ever  used 
to  put  you  out,  and  nqw  you  are  always 
flazfaig  up  about  the  merest  trifles." 

She  closed  her  book,  and  returned  my 
gaae  with  a  sad  little  smOe. 
>    "And  so  I  am  bad-tempered  as  weU,  am  It 
Do  you  know,  Ellen,  I  am  afraid  you're  rights 
I  always  feel  dreadfully  irritable  now." 

"  Then  you  can't  be  happy,"  I  said  boldly. 

She  began  to  play  with  her  magnificent 
diamond  ling.  It  fell  from  her  wasted  little 
hand,  and  dropped  to  the  carpet  at  my  feet. 

"  It  must  be  made  smaller,"  she  said  in  a 
matter-of-fact  voice,  in  reply  to  my  look. 

I  picked  it  up  and  regarded  the  costly 
tiinket  curiously* 

"After  all,  is  it  worth  while  selling  one- 
self for  five  little  glittering  stones! "  I  asked, 
as  I  handed  it  back  to  her.  "Upon  my 
word,  LettijDCb  I  i^ui  glad  I  am  not  you  I " 

•<You  may  well  be  so,"  she  answered 
fiercely,  her  self-control  broken  down  at 
lasti  "for  I  do  not  believe  there  is  a  man 
wretched  woman  in  England  at  the  present 
moment." 

I  half  expected  to  see  her  fling  the  ring 
away;  but  after  looking  at  It  for  a 
moment  with  a  strange,  concentrated  gaze, 
ahe  returned  it  to  the  betrothal  finger  again. 


"  You  will  not  go  on  with  this  marriase. 
LetticeT'  ^* 

"Imustw" 

"  Semember  that  an  engagement  can  be 
broken — a  marriage  tie,  never." 

"  I  shall  not  break  either,  Ellen,"  she 
answered  drearily. 

"  You  will  die  if  you  marry  a  man  you 
hate.    You  are  wasted  to  a  shadow  now." 

"  I  would  give  worlds  to  have  never  seen 
him ;  but  now  there  is  no  escape,  none." 

She  spoke  in  duU,  hopeless,  lifeless  tones. 

"How  absurd  you  are!"  I  exclaimed 
scornfully,  *"  If  you  are  afraid  to  tell  him. 
I  wUl." 

This  time  her  laugh  had  a  ring  of 
genuine  mirth  in  it. 

"Poor  child  1  You  little  know  with 
what  sort  of  man  you  have  to  deal.  I  am 
not  easily  terrified,  as  you  know,  but  I 
would  as  soon  face  a  raging  lion  as  tell  the 
Count  da  Gastello  that  I  meant  to  break 
our  engagement.  Ifo,  I  have  made  my 
bed,  and  I  must  lie  upon  iti  It  has  been 
my  fault  all  through,  and  I  have  no  right 
to  complain.  Luigi  has  been  everything 
that  is  good,  and  noUe,  and  gouerous.  I 
shall  be  quite  certun  that,  if  I  marry  him, 
he  will  adore  me." 

She  got  up  as  if  to  close  the  conversa- 
tion, and  went  towards  the  window. 

"  Here  he  comes  I "  she  said  to  me  with 
a  smile. 

As  Luigi  da  Castello  entered  the  room 
I  looked  at  him  curiously — tibe  man  of 
whom  Lattice  wasafraidl  For  my  own  part^ 
I  wondered  why  she  did  not  love  him-— or 
should  have  done,  rather,  if  I  had  not 
suspected  the  truth  about  Arthur  Wells. 
I  fancy  few  women  would  have  been  able 
to  resist  him  as  he  stood  there^  instinct  with 
buoyant  life  and  vigorous  numly  beauty. 

He  had  brought  her  a  narrow  gold 
bangle  as  a  gift,  with  the  word  "  Lettice  " 
sparkling  on  it  fai  diamonds.  It  was  a 
princely  offeringl  I  watched  him  clasp 
it  on  the  fair  wrists  and  murmur  words  of 
love  fai  her  ear.  Then  I  looked  at  her 
listless,  indifferent  face,  and  marvelled 
that  such  apathy  could  ever  satisfy  his 
hungry  eagerness.  How  different  she  had 
looked  one  nighty  and  how  she  had  flushed 
with  pleasure  when  Arthur  had  brought 
her  a  little  book  she  had  expressed  a 
desire  to  readl  It  was  fortunate  that 
Arthur  had  not  been  near  the  house  since 
the  Count  arrived.  Luigi's  jealous  eye 
would  have  recognised  a  rivad  at  once. 
And  though,  of  course,  it  is  absurd  to  talk 
about  stibttoes   and    vendettas  in  this 
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commonplaoe,  ereiyday  England  of  oan, 
yet  I  confess  I  should  not  have  cared  to  be 
a  rival  who  stood  in  the  Ooant's  way. 

She  thanked  him  sweetly  and  coldly  for 
the  bracelet,  and  assented  to  his  proposition 
that  they  shoold  go  for  a  stroll  in  the  rose- 
garden —  an  old-fashioned,  lovely,  strag- 
gling place  where  the  flowers  grew  and 
loarished  in  fragrant,  riotoas  confusion. 
She  never  talked  very  much  to  him,  seldom 
starting  a  topic  of  her  own  accord,  but  then, 
certdnly,  the  Count  tidked  enough  for  two. 

He  was  with  her  an  hour,  evidently 
plying  her  more  earnestly  than  ever.  She 
looked  white  and  exhausted  when  she  came 
in,  Hke  a  person  who  has  been  strained  up 
to  a  certain  pitch  of  endurance  and  can 
bear  no  mora 

That  evening,  as  she  was  sitting  holding 
the  newspaper,  as  a  liieans  of  getting  the 
silence  and  rest  she  wanted — for  I  am  cer- 
tain she  hardly  read  a  line  for  over  an 
hour — she  suddenly  put  it  down  with  a 
little  cry. 

**  Whatever  is  the  matter  T'  I  enquired 
hastUy. 

<< Ellen!  Only  to  think— how  awful 
for  poor  Sir  Ludovic!  Just  read  that," 
and  she  put  the  paper  into  my  hand. 

I  read  the  paragraph  she  pointed  out  to 
mOi  It  told  how  Ludovic  and  Henry 
Wells — Sir  Ludovie's  two  sons — ^had  been 
drowned  when  out  yachting.  Many  other 
things  as  terrible  have  been  told  in  as  few 
lines,  but  I  never  remember  anything 
Affecting  me  so  much  before.  Hie  two 
were  so  young,  so  strong ;  and  the  poor 
old  man  was  left  so  desolate. 

I  am  quite  sure  that  it  occurred  to 
neither  of  us  for  a  long  time  that  this 
terrible  accident  would  be  the  means  of 
removing  any  barrier  that  there  might 
have  been  between  Arthur  Wells  and 
Lettice.  Only,  like  most  things  in  this 
life,  it  had  come  too  late. 

That  night  I  woke  several  times,  and 
thought  over  the  terrible  news.  On  each 
occasion  I  could  see  by  the  radiant  moon- 
light that  flooded  the  room  that  Lettice's 
blue  eyes  were  wide  open,  although  she 
lay  as  still  as  though  she  were  asleep. 

At  last  I  spoka 

*'  Lettice  i " 

«WeU!" 

<<What  are  you  thinking  about  t  I 
don't  believe  you  have  slept  at  all." 

*'  I  am  thinking  what  a  pity  it  is  that  I 
have  spoilt  my  life,"  she  answered  drearily. 

<'  Fon  are  thinking  of— of— Arthur  t " 

She  turned  a  little  towards  me. 


<<  Ellen,  don't  think  so  hardly  of  mo  as 
all  that.  It  is  not  the  money  that  has 
made  such  a  difference  to  me  witfi  regard 
to  him,  though,  of  coursCi  other  people 
would  think  sa  But  I  have  known  for  a 
long  time  now  that  I  would  rather  marry 
Arthur  and  live  in  poverty  all  my  life, 
than  go  away  bom  you  all  with  —  with 
the  Oount" 

I  said  nothing,  and  she  went  on : 

''I  oannot  describe  to  you  bow  I  am 
feeling  about  it.  I  believe  if  I  go  on  with 
it,  it  will  kill  ma  To  marry  him  and  go 
away  with  him  to  a  stranffe  country—-^-" 

She  stopped,  with  a  half-choked  sob. 

"  Lettice,  how  absurd  you  are  1  Why 
ever  don't  you  break  it  off  I " 

''  He  would  kill  me,  I  believa'' 

"  We  don't  live  in  the  days  of  romantic 
revenge,"  I  remarked.  ^'  You  are  ezagge* 
rating  things  very  unnecessarily.  The 
Count  is  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to 
worry  you  by  useless  protestations  after 
you  have  once  told  him  that  you  have 
changed  your  mind." 

/'He  may  be  a  gentleman,  Ellen,  but 
above  everything  else  he  is  a  man,  and  a 
man  of  very  strong  passions  and  feelings. 
I  shall  never  dare  to  thwart  him." 

She  would  talk  no  more  after  this, 
and  presently  fell  into  a  broken  slumber, 
from  which  she  awoke  several  times,  crying, 
in  feverish  agony : 

"  I  cannot  do  it !    Oh,  I  cannot  do  it  I " 

She  was  quite  ill  in  the  morning,  and 
stopped  in  bed.  She  rose  in  the  after- 
noon, however,  and  went  downstairs,  look- 
ing white  and  exhausted.  The  first  thing 
she  did  was  to  write  a  littie  note  to  the 
Count  at  his  hotel,  asking  him  to  come  and 
see  her  at  five  o'clock.  He  had  already 
been  down  twice  to  enquire  after  her,  and 
had  sent  her  some  lovely  flowers  as  usuaL 

I  watched  her  write  the  note  with  sOtne 
curiosity.  There  was  an  air  of  relief 
mingled  with  the  terror  of  her  eyes. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  f  "  I  asked. 

She  came  to  me  and  took  both  my  hands 
in  hers. 

"  I  am  going  to  take  your  advice,  Ellea, 
and  break  off  my  engagement.  I  believe 
I  would  rather  he  kUl^l  me  than  married 
me!  He  will  be  here  in  hdf  an  hour. 
Will  you  keep  the  others  out  of  the  roomi 
Nelly!" 

Of  course  I  promised  rapturOtlsly.  I 
was  now  quite  as  eager  for  the  breaking 
off  of  the  engagement  as  I  had  beforo  been 
for  its  ratificatioa 

The  Count  came,  his  hands  again  full  (A 
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flowers,  and  was  shown  into  the  drawing- 
room  where  Lettice  waited  for  Um  alone. 

What  passed  between  them  I  never 
knew.  Lnigi  da  Oastello  was,  no  donbt, 
terrible  in  his  wrath.  He  stopped  for 
over  an  hour,  and  we  watched  him  go 
away  from  behind  the  maslin  eartains. 
When  I  went  to  Lettiee  I  found  that  she 
had  binted.  She  told  me  that  night 
before  we  slept  that  the  Ooont  would  never 
tmble  her  again.  She  had  made  him 
understand  clearly  that  she  would  rather 
die  than  marry  him.  She  had  put  the 
matter  in  too  brutal  a  light  for  him  to 
possibly  make  a  mistake. 

"  He  is  going  to  leave  the  country  the 
day  after  to-morrow,"  she  added.  "I 
shall  not  breathe  freely  till  I  know  that 
he  has  gone." 

Lettioe  slept  badly  that  night,  and  she 
made  me  restless  too.  She  tossed  and 
murmured  and  muttered  in  her  sleep,  and 
finally  sat  erect  with  a  shriek  of  terror,  and 
her  hands  pressed  convulsively  to  her  heart. 

'<  What  b  it  f "  I  asked,  alarmed. 

But  she  did  not  seem  to  hear  me.  She 
got  out  of  bed  and  sought  the  writing 
materials  that  were  always  to  be  found  on 
a  side-table,  and  for  a  few  minutes  she 
wrote  rapidly  on  a  sheet  of  paper.  She 
seemed  to  me  to  be  half  awake.  I  got  up, 
too,  and  bent  over  her.  What  she  had 
written  ran  thus,  word  for  word : 

''  SiONORiNA,— I  need  not  tell  you  that 
your  decision  of  this  afternoon  has  left  me 
heart-broken.  You  alone  know  how  I 
have  loved  you ;  but  I  am  not  the  man  to 
force  myself  on  any  woman,  and  reproaches 
from  me  would  be  out  of  place  and  useless. 

<'  I  leave  England  to-morrow.  Will  you 
grant  me  one  last  interview  before  I  go 
from  you  for  evert  Oonsidering  our 
Intimate  and  tender  friendship,  I  think  I 
am  entitled  to  ask  this  one  poor  favour. 
It^  may  not  be  according  to  English 
etiquette ;  that  I  am  a  foreigner  must  be 
my  excuse  for  making  the  request. 

"  I  shall  await  you  at  our  old  trysting- 
place  at  four  o'clock. — Da  Castello.'' 

I  placed  my  hand  on  her  shoulder  to 
rouse  her. 

''What  are  you  writing  this  for,  Letticef " 
I  asked,  ratbet  sharply,  "Upon  my  word, 
you  have  Da  Gastello  on  the  brain  1 " 

She  woke  to  full  consciousness  with  a 
long  shudder,  and  dung  to  me  with 
>  desperate  energy.  Then  her  eyes  fell  on 
the  words  she  had  just  written. 

''Ah,  it  will  come  true,  then  1 "  she  said. 


I  soothed  her  agitation  as  well  as  I 
could,  but  for  a  lone  time  her  terror  was 
almost  uncontrollabb. 

<*Was  it  a  dream!"  I  asked  at  last, 
when  she  was  a  little  calmer. 

"  Yes ;  it  was  a  dream — such  a  dream ! " 

She  paused,  mechanically  pushing  back 
her  long,  fair  hair  with  a  trembling  hand. 

"You  have  always  laughed  at  me  for 
fearing  the  Count,  Ellen.  Well,  listen  to 
my  dream,  and  judge  whether  or  not  I  am 
right  in  doing  so  I 

"I  dreamed  that  I  was  sitting  alone 
with  you  in  the  drawing«reom  juit  before 
lunch,  when  the  servant  came  in  with  a 
letter  from  Luigi  in  her  hand.  I  opened 
and  read  it  There  it  lies  before  you,"  she 
added,  pointing  to  the  sheet  of  paper  on 
the  table, "word  fDr  word,  exactly  as  I 
read  it  then.  You  see  that  the  Count 
asks  me  in  it  to  give  him  a  farewell  inter- 
view at  our  old  trysting-plaoe — ^the  glen. 
Well,  I  dreamed  that  I  showed  you  the 
letter,  and  that  you  tried  to  dissuade  me 
from  going.  'It  will  only  upset  you,'  you 
said.  But  I  argued  that  I  had  after  all 
treated  him  very  badly,  and  that  a  last 
good-bye  before  parting  from  me  for  ever 
was  not  much  to  ask.    So-— I  went  1 '' 

She  paused  a  moment^  and  her  voice  when 
she  spoke  again  sounded  thick  and  diy. 

"I  went.  Luigi  was  there  before  me, 
waiting  for  me.  I  had  been  afraid  before, 
but  I  was  not  afraid  now.  He  was  quite 
quiet  in  voice  and  manner — ^gentle,  and 
rather  sad.  I  felt  very  sorry  for  him. 
Eb  had  been  so  desperate,  so  angrily 
passionate  the  day  before.  Now  it  was  all 
different^  and  I  almost  began  to  like  him — 
and  trust  him.  He  said  he  only  just 
wanted  to  bid  me  good-bye  and  wish  me 
every  happiness*  He  said  I  had  given 
him  nothing  but  sweet  and  pleasant 
memories  to  look  back  upon. 

"  His  voice  was  very  soft  and  low,  and 
his  eyes  tender  and  sad.  He  ssid  a  man 
could  not  hope  to  marry  his  ideal,  and  I 
had  been  that  to  him.  He  would  never 
forget  ma  Then  he  asked,  still  in  the  same 
voice,  if  there  was — any  one  else ;  he  said 
I  must  not  think  he  grudged  me  my 
happiness  because  he  himsdf  was  dis- 
appointed, only  he  would  like  to  know. 

"He  was  so  unlike  hImself,Ellen,so  frank, 
and  kind,  and  quiet  I  I  began  to  remem- 
het  how  cruel  I  had  always  been  to  him. 
I  told  him  that  he  would  soon  marry  a 
much  better  woman  than  I ;  that  I  was 
not  as  good  as  he  thought  me;  that  he 
must  try  and  forget  me,  because  I  had 
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never  been  worihy  of  his  great  love*  And 
he  listened  to  it  all  with  downcast  eyes, 
only  repeating  when  I  stopped : 

"  *Is  tliere  any  one  elsef 

**  I  asked  him  why  he  wanted  to  know — 
I  was  not  a  bit  afraid — and  he  said  It  was 
because  he  should  like  to  wish  him  happi- 
ness. He  had  been  so  good  and  kind  that 
I  thonght  I  wonld  be  quite  open  and  frank 
with  hki  at  the  last  So  I  told  him  yes,  that 
there  had  been  some  one  else  all  the  time ; 
that  I  had  never  loved  him  really.  Then 
he  lifted  his  eyes  and  looked  at  me.  Ellen, 
I  pray  to  Gk>d  I  may  never  really  see  saoh 
expression  in  human  eyes  1  There  was  the 
fierceness  of  a  lost  despairing  soul  in  them. 

'*  He  drew  nearer  to  me,  still  looking  at 
me,  although  I  dirank  from  him.  For  the 
first  time  I  began  to  feel  afraid. 

"  He  took  my  left  hand  in  his,  and  stoop- 
ing down,  said : 

'*  *  You  shall  never  live  to  be  any  other 
man's  wifa    I  love  yon  too  much  for  thai' 

"  Then  something  bright  flashed,  and  I 
suddenly  fdit  a  horrible  cold  feeling  in  my 
heart — so  cold  and  sharp  that  I  knew  that 
he  had  stabbed  me — ^that  I  was  dying  I 
And  I  heard  his  slow,  straose  laugh  fading 
away  In  the  distance— and  1  knew  that  he 
had  left  me  to  die  alone " 

She  stopped,  and  the  convulsive  shudder 
came  over  her  again.  In  spite  of  myself  I 
was  struck  by  the  extraordinarily  accurate 
way  she  had  remembered  the  dream,  and 
the  vivid  manner  in  which  she  had  de- 
scribed it.  The  letter,  too— the  fatal  letter 
that  was  to  decoy  her  to  her  death— lay 
there  before  my  eyes  1 

I  tried  to  laugh  away  her  Jears,  in  spite 
of  my  own  conviction  that  tfiey  were  well- 
founded,  but  It  was  useless.  The  rest  of 
that  night  we  neither  of  us  slept  What 
would  the  morrow  bring  forth  % 

We  were  sittbg  in  the  drawIng*room 
before  lunch  when  the  servant  brought 
Lettioe  a  letter  in  the  Count's  well-known 
delicate  Italian  writing. 

•<The  man  is  waiting  for  an  answer, 
miss,"  die  sud,  as  she  went  out. 

Lettice  broke  the  seal  and  began  to  read. 

"  Come  here,  Ellen,"  she  said. 

I  came  and  looked  over  her  shoulder. 
There,  line  for  line,  word  for  word,  was 
the  letter  of  her  dteam  1    She  took  the 


sheet  of  paper  that  she  had  written  the 
night  before  from  her  pocket,  and  laid 
them  side  by  dda  They  were  Identical  1 
We  looked  at  eadi  other. 

'*It  is  a  wamingr'  I  said,  awestruck 
and  no  longer  doubting. 

"  Yes,  it  IS  a  warning,  thank  Heaven,  and 
one  which  I  dare  not  disregsird.  But  lor 
my  dream  who  knows  what  my  end  would 
have  been!" 

She  rose  and,  going  over  to  the  devon- 
port|  wrote  the  f  oUovring  words : 

''  I  do  not  wish  to  see  your  face  again. 
You  said  your  last  good-bye  to  me  yester- 
day. I  cannot  afiford  to  risk  the  possible 
repetition  of  such  a  scene.  Besides,  this 
time  might  not  the  Italian  stiletto  avenge 
the  Italian  wrong  t — ^Lsttics." 

It  was  not  until  she  knew  that  the  Count 
had  actually  been  seen  to  leave  the  place, 
that  Lettice  ventured  outside  the  housa 

Those  days  were  days  of  sickness  and 
of  dread  with  her,  so  fully  persuaded  was 
she  of  the  reality  of  her  dream.  In  a  week's 
time  the  following  lineSi  the  last  she  ever 
had  from  him,  came  from  Luigl  da  Castello : 

"  You  are  right.  I  meant  to  kill  you. 
How  did  you  know  V* 

What  I  have  written  about  occurred 
more  than  forty  7ears  ago,  for  my  story 
is  a  true 'one. 

Lettice  lived  her  long  and  happy  life 
as  Lady  Wells,  and  no  one  but  myself  ever 
knew  how  nearly  her  English  treachery 
had  been  avenged  by  her  Italian  lover. 

Before  me  on  the  table  lie  the  two 
duplicate  letters,  both  faded,  yellow,  old, 
but  both  identically  the  same.  The  one 
in  round,  trembling,  girlish  characters; 
the  other  In  Luigl  da  Castello's  elegant^ 
flowing,  foreign  hand.  The  dream  letter 
and  the  real  one  1 

Scoff  at  the  coinddenee  If  yon  likel  I 
Solve  the  mystery  if  you  can ! 

No'w    Ready,. 
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THE  FORTUNES  OF  PHYLLIS. 


-  CHAPTER  L 
PROLOGUE.      LEFT  ALONE. 

The  Gaards  were  to  ga  Orders  to  em- 
bark early  on  the  morrow  had  come  to  the 
battalion  quartered  fn  the  Tower,  just  as 
''la&t  posf  was  sounded,  and  the  skirl 
and  rattle  of  fifes  and  drums  had  roused 
the  echoes  from  every  nook  and  corner  of 
the  grey  old  fortress.  The  time-honoured 
ceremony  of  challenging  the  keys  had  been 
duly  performed,  and  the  keys  themselveSi 
that  unlocked  so  many  Bluebeard's 
chambers,  prisons,  torture  chambers,  dun- 
geonif  stained  with  the  secret  crimes 
of  long  ago,  these  keys,  under  proper 
escort,  had  been  marched  oS  to  the 
quarters  of  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower, 
and  the  whole  building  was  being  gradually 
overspread  by  the  spirit  of  repose,  when 
the  rattle  of  the  wheels  of  a  hansom  on 
the  rough  stones  of  Tower  Hill,  and  the 
clank  of  the  drawbridge  under  a  hasty 
tread,  with  the  challenge  of  sentries,  and 
the  opening  of  doors  and  windows  here 
and  there,  betokened  that  something  was 
going  on  beyond  the  usual  routine. 

The  warning  of  sudden  departure  spread 
like  wUd-fire  through  the  regiment,  and 


the  sober  brick  buildings  where  the 
soldiers  were  quartered  swarmed  like  an 
ant-hilL  The  stifif  routine  of  duty  was 
relaxed  in  the  stress  of  circumstances.  The 
canteen  was  reopened,  and  was  speedOy 
crowded  with  men  in  every  stage  of  dress 
and  undress,  who  in  every  variety  of 
dialect  or  brogue  were  eagerly  discussing 
the  prospects  of  the  future.  The  generd 
tone  was  jubilant,  but  there  were  not 
wanting  voices  of  uncheerful  presage. 

''We'll  be  left  wid  Pharo  and  his 
chariots  at  the  bottom  of  the  Bed  Sea; 
divil  a  wan  of  us  will  iver  come  back 
again,"  cried  Figgins,  a  brawny,  capacious 
Irishman,  who  generally  prophesied  evil 
things. 

**But  there's  fine  feeding  out  there," 
cried  another,  who  had  heard  good 
accounts  of  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt. 

"  Yis,  for  the  vultures,"  rejoined  Figgins 
gloomily. 

<*  Well,  anyhow,  Larry,  them  birds  will 
have  fine  pickiogs  out  of  you,"  rejoined 
the  other. 

And' stout  Figgins  was  overwhelmed  in 
a  general  chorus  of  laughter,  and  a  scene 
of  jovial  horse-play  followed  in  which 
individual  voices  and  opinions  were 
lost. 

The  general  ferment  communicated 
itself  to  the  other  inmates  of  the  Tower. 
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The  Beefeaters,  to  whom  ancient  custom 
suggested  a  Eqoare  meal  in  the  way  of 
sapper  when  the  labours  of  the  day  were 
fairly  over,  these  gallant  yeomen  of  the 
guard,  for  the  moat  part,  threw  up  knife 
and  fork,  and  tamed  out  to  visit  their 
friends  among  the  non-commissioned 
officers  of  the  regiment  to  discuss  the 
stirring  news.  One  among  these  was 
Sergeant  Yeoman  Duffield,  who,  in  the 
dignity  of  his  position,  did  not  forget  that 
he  was  once  a  Sergeant  of  the  Guards. 
Bat  having  gathered  all  the  intelligence 
ttuat  came  to  hand,  and  resisting,  or  rather 
evading  many  tempting  invitations  to  par- 
take of  drinks,  Duffield  made  his  way  back 
to  his  own  quarters,  which  were  pictu- 
resquely but  rather  inconvenientlyplaced  in 
one  of  the  old  towers  of  the  outer  bail 

"The  regiment's  away  for  Egypt  in  the 
morning,  mem,''  said  Duffield  to  his  spouse^ 
^comfortable,  pleasant-looking  dama  ''And 
I  wed  advise  ye,  mem,  to  have  some 
aubstantial  settlement  with  the  Captain 
before,  he  goes." 

A  frown  and  a  significant  glance 
from  his  spouM,  put  the  atout  beef- 
eater to  silence.  The  glance  was  In 
the  direction  of  a  deeply  splayed  em- 
brasure of  the  old  tower,  through  which 
£he  glow  of  the  summer  twilight  shone 
upon  the  figure  of  a  little  maid  of  nbie  or 
tenjearsold,  who,  reclining  in  the  grim, 
atony  casemate,  was  entirely  absorbed  in 
the  perusal  of  some  well  -  thumbed 
Tolume. 

Sergeant  Yeoman  Duffield,  for  all  his 
tufted  halbert,  his  slashed  doublet,  his 
puifled  hose  and  resetted  shoes,  was  in 
.private  life  but  the  meek  and  humble  in- 
atrument  of  his  wife's  good  pleasure.  He 
addressed  her  always  as  '*mem|"  and 
idlowed  that  to  his  happy  marriage  with 
a  bride  who  had  been  for  many  years  nurse 
and  oonfidential  servant  in  the  famOy  of 
Lord  Goleworth,  one  of  the  high  officiids 
permanently  reigning  at  the  Horse  Guards, 
he  owed  his  present  comfortable  position. 

"Now,  Miss  Phyllis,"  said  Mrs.  Daffield 
briskly,  "don't  you  go  spoiling  your 
pretty  eyes  reading  that  nasty  small  print; 
and  it's  long  after  bed-time." 

"  Oh,  not  just  yet,"  cried  Phyllis,  with 
an  impatient  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  "  I 
must  finish  this  next  chapter,  Duffie  dear." 

"Ah,  the  dear  child  alvrays  does  get 
over  me  with  those  chapters,^  said  Mrs. 
Daffield,  with  a  sigh ;  "  I  never  do  happen 
on  the  finish  of  one." 

"You're  jast  a  bit  slack  in  the  deescipline. 


mem,  if  ye'Il  allow  me  to  say  it,"  struck  In 
the  Sergeant  "  But,  my  word,"  he  added, 
as  the  clank  of  a  steel  scabbard  was  heaffd 
on  the  stone  staircase,  "  here's  the  Captain 
himself  I  do  believe  1  Now  be  firm  with 
him,  mem,  be  firm." 

Daffield  drew  himself  up  and  saluted 
as  the  figure  of  a  young  or  at  all  events 
young-looking  officer,  in  the  undress 
uniform  of  the  Guards,  appeared  in  the 
arched  doorway. 

"It  is  Master  Gerald!"  cried  Mrs. 
Daffield,  her  eyes  dilated  with  plaasure. 
She  had  been  acquainted  with  the  young 
gentleman  in  his  cradle,  and  had  brought 
him  up,  as  far  as  he  bad  been  brought  up, 
and  was  still  immensely  proud  and  fond  of 
him. 

Phyllis  looked  up  &om  her  book  in 
momentary  interest.  "Oh,  it  fa  only 
Paddie,"  she  murmured,  and  returned  to 
the  perusal  of  her  book. 

"But  where  fa  Phyllis t"  cried  the 
Captain  in  lace,  looking  eagerly  round. 
"  Phyllfa,  my  bird,  come  down  from  your 
perch  and  give  poor  Paddie  a  kfas." 

"Oh,  dear! "said  Phyllfa,  with  a  sigh, 
"why  do  you  always  come  at  the  most 
interestiDg  part  9 "  J3at  she  climbed  down 
from  her  window  and  came  and  sat  on  the 
Captain's  knee,  and  stroked  hfa  face  in  a 
kindly  and  appreciative  way. 

"Phyllfa  dear,  you  do  love  me  a  little, 
don't  youf"  asked  Captain  Coleworth 
anxiously. 

"  Oh,  just  A  UtUe,  Paddie,"  said  PhyUfa 
unconcernedly.  "Just  as  much  as  this, 
you  know,"  marking  off  a  very  minute 
portion  of  a  littie  pink  finger-ndl. 

"But  I'm  not  content  with  that, 
Phyllfa,"  said  the  Captain,  "and  I'm 
going  away,  dear,  aid  perhaps  you  will 
never  see  poor  Paddie  again." 

The  Captain's  voice  quivered,  and 
Phyllfa,  touched  by  some  subtle  sympathy, 
threw  her  arms  about  his  neck. 

"I  will  love  you  an  awful  lot,  dear 
Paddie,  all  the  time  you  are  away." 

"But,  Phyllfa  dear,"  continued  Captain 
Coleworth  in  a  low  vofae,  "would  you 
mind  for  once,  instead  of  calling  me 
Paddie,  call  me  father,  and  give  me  one 
good  hug,  and  say :  Good-bye,  father  t " 

"I  don't  know,"  murmured  Phyllfa, 
hanging  off  coyly,  "  I  don't  think  I  could;" 
and  then  seeing  a  cloud  of  dfaappointment 
on  the  Captain's  face,  she  threw  her  arms 
about  him  and  murmured  the  words  he 
wanted  to  hear. 

Coleworth  gathered  the  child  In   hfa 
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aims  and  held  her  to  his  heart  so  tightly, 
that  Phyllis  cried  oat  to  be  let  go.  He 
could  not  trost  himself  to  woras,  and 
Dame  Daffield,  herself  a  good  deal  mored, 
oonld  only  pat  him  kindly  on  the  shoulder. 

I'Don'b  you  fret  about  Miss  Phyllis, 
slie'll  be  safe  enough  with  me  till  you 
come  back.  And,  Master  Gerald,  at  such 
times  you  officer  gents  are  often  short  of 
eash,  and  Nurse  has  got  some  yellow-boys 
put  away  in  the  old  stocking " 

<'  Dear  old  soul ! "  said  the  Captain  in  a 
choked  voice.  "  But  not  from  you ;  and  if 
I  don't  come  back,  see  L%dy  Coleworth. 
She  knows  everything,  and  will  be  a  friend 
to  Phyllis.  Dear  Nurse,  good-bye.  Phyllis, 
my  darling,  one  more  kiss  1  *' 

The  Captain  was  gone,  and  the  Sergeant, 
who  had  discreetly  made  himself  scarce 
from  the  commencement  of  his  visit,  now 
showed  his  hatchet  face  in  the  stairway. 
''But,  mem,"  he  cried,  "I  trust  yeVe  taken 
good  security  from  the  Captaia" 

"  The  very  best.  Sergeant,"  rejoined  his 
spouse.    <*  Fve  got  Phyllis." 

The  Sergeant^  lengthened  visage  was  a 
study. 

Very  early  next  morning,  whQe  Phyllis 
was  fast  asleep  in  her  little  turret  chamber, 
Nurse  came  and  roused  her^  and  helped  her 
to  dress  in  great  haste/ 

''Don'b  ye  hear  the  drums,  lassie,  and 
the  bugles  I  The  lads  will  be  marching 
out,  and  we'll  not  miss  the  sight.-" 

And  Phyllis  was  at  the  top  of  the  wind- 
ing stair  and  out  on  the  battlements  of  the 
Byward  Tower  while  Nurse  was  pounding 
doggedly  on,  half-way  up.  Ahready  the 
regiment  was  formed  on  the  parade  ground, 
of&cera  and  markers  were  running  to  and 
fro«  Sharp  words  of  command  were  heard, 
and  with  a  great  clash  and  clang  of  drums 
and  cymbab  the  companies,  falling  into 
fours,  marched  forth  to  the  stirring  tune  of 
the  *' British  Grenadiers,  echoed  back 
with  resonant  clamour  from  the  grim  en- 
closing walls, 

''  There  goes  Paddie ;  good-bye,  Paddie 
good-bye  all,"  cried  PhyUis  with  irrepressible 
enthusiasm,  as  she  recognised  her  Captain 
at  the  head  of  his  company.  The  Captain 
tamed  and  waved  his  sword,  and  half  a 
hundred  head«,  surmounted  by  as  many 
black  bearskins,  were  turned  upwards  at 
the  same  moment.  Most  of  the  men  knew 
little  Phyllis,  and  grinned  and  nodded  thefar 
adieuzj  but  Figgins,  the  big  Irishman,  who 
had  naturally  enough  appropriated  Phy  llis's 
greeting  specially  to  himself,  turned  round 
and  cried  :    '*  Good-bye,  little  maid,  we'll 


bring  ye  back  a  slice  of  the  puramids  to 
play  wid." 

Eoofs  and  battlements  were  now  sprin- 
kled thickly  with  spectators;  -heads  and 
shoulders  were  thrust  out  of  windows,  and 
cries  of  encouragement  or  farewell  broke 
the  decorous  stillness  of  the  Tower  precincts. 
The  river  sparkled  beyond  in  full  flood, 
with  ships  getting  under  weigh,  capstans 
and  winches  elanKing  and  sailors  yo-hoing, 
while  fainter  and  fainter  in  the  distance 
sounded  the  march  of  the  British  Grena- 
diers. 

And  now  all  the  brave  Bearskins  were 

5 one,  and  in  their  place  marched  up  and 
own  on  sentry-go  the  men  of  another 
regiment,  no  longer  Guards,  but  habited  in 
the  more  sober  costume  of  the  line. 

''Why,  they're  more  like  policemen," 
said  Phyllis  discontentedly,  who  had  been 
reared,  so  to  say,  on  Bearskins. 

"Oh,  hush,  my  dear,  they're  a  very 
fine  regiment,"  eried  Nurse ;  "  the  Boyid 
Cambrian  Bangers,  with  a  beautiful  white 
goat." 

<'  Phyllis  I  Phyllis  ! "  cried  a  voice  from 
below ;  '*  come  along,  quick—quick.  Come 
along  to  XJnde  Grimshaw's  wharf;  we'll 
see  them  all  embark.    Comealong." 

**Vm  coming,  Arthur,"  cried  Phyllis 
joyously,  whirling  down  the  corkscrew 
staircase,  while  panting  Nurse  toiled  after 
her  in  vain.  "  Gone,  the  thoughtless  lassie, 
and  without  any  breakfast ! "  exclaimed 
Nurse.  But  Arthur  Gray  was  sure  to  take 
good  care  of  his  little  maid,  and,  indeed, 
he  liad  already  purchased  a  couple  of 
scones  at  the  breakfast-stall  at  the  comer ; 
and  munching  one  of  these,  Phyllis,  hold- 
ing Arthur  by  the  hand,  danced  joyously 
along  through  devious  passages  and  narrow 
byways  till  they  came  suddenly  out  into 
the  open,  where  the  river,  and  the  ships, 
and  all  the  whirling  tide  seemed  to  rush 
upon  them. 

Seeing  that  the  hour  was  early  and  the 
embarkation  not  extensively  advertised,  it 
might  have  been  expected  that  the  Guards 
would  have  had  a  quiet  march  through 
the  City.  But  the  hour  was  not  too 
matutinal  for  the  workmen,  porters, 
packers,  with  all  the  tribes  of  early  market 
bbds,  who,  in  some  instinctive  way,  knew 
everything  that  was  going  on,  and  had 
already  filled  to  repletion  the  streets 
through  which  the  troops  would  pass.  The 
martial  music  died  away  in  the  crowd,  the 
big  drum  was  almost  stove  in  by  the 
pressure,  and  the  narrow  red  and  black 
column,  with  the  white  belts  and  shoul- 
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dered  rifles,  was  almost  lost  to  sight.  All 
were  tsheering,  shoating,  calling  oat  en- 
couraging catch-words,  seeking  individnal 
recognition.  "  Are  ye  there,  Jem  Hallet  t 
Here's  Mary ! "  and  a  soldier's  sweetheart 
is  passed  along  through  the  crowd,  and 
steps  oat,  if  not  gaOy,  at  least  cheer- 
fal^,  beside  her  Jem.  "  Figgins's  wife  1 " 
was  haOed  with  delighted  <meers  in  the 
form  of  a  battered  old  market-woman, 
,who  di£fased  an  agreeable  flavoor  of 
potheen.  ''It's  jast  my  motherin-law, 
God  bless  her ! "  cried  Figgins,  unheeded, 
to  his  comrades^  as  he  carefolly  stowed 
away  sundry  half-crowns  that  the  brave 
old  dame  had  scraped  together  to  start 
him  handsomely  on  the  campaign.  Bat 
the  wharf,  where  the  men  embarked,  was 
held  by  a  strong  party  of  the  Cambrians, 
and  sweethearts,  wives,  mothers-in-law, 
brothers,  sisters,  good  chums  and  old 
friends,  all  had  to  break  away  with  one 
firm  hand-clasp  and  husky  farewell  as  sole 
remembrance  in  the  perhaps  solitary  days 
to  come. 

But  Phyllis  and  her  friend  Arthur  Gray 
were  delightfally  placed,  with  a  private 
view,  as  it  were,  of  the  whole  ceremony 
of  embarkation.  London  Bridge  was 
black  with  heads ;  drays,  and  waggons,  and 
early  buses,  crowded  with  outside  pas- 
sengers, all  stopped  for  the  moment  and 
helped  to  pile  up  the  living  fretwork; 
people  jumped  on  barges  or  clambered  upon 
the  wherries  that  hung  to  the  dripping 
stairs;  the  men  who  were  loading  the 
Continental  steamboats  crowded  to  the 
fronts  the  crates  and  cases  swinging  idly 
in  mid-air.  '  And  here,  too,  everybody 
cheered  and  shouted  their  lustiest,  while 
the  bells  of  the  City  churches,  waking  up 
for  the  day,  began  their  soft  clamour. 
There  was  a  ruffle  of  drums,  recovered  from 
the  squeeze,  and  with  one  accord,  as  the 
tenders,  crowded  with  soldiers,  gave  their 
warning  whistles,  a  wild  chorus  of  wUst- 
ling  broke  forth  from  all  the  steam-pipes 
around.  Phyllis  shouted,  too,  and  waved 
a  morsel  of  cambric,  and  Arthur  threw  up 
his  cap  so  high  that  a  puff  of  wind  caught 
it  and  blew  it  into  the  river. 

All  was  blight  and  sparkling  just  about 
the  bridge;  bridges  and  churches  and 
Paul's  hazy  dome,  all  quite  white  and 
radiant;  but  looking  downwards,  there 
hung  a  deep,  impenetrable  haze,  like  a 
curtain;  and  as  the  boats,  with  their 
scarlet  and  steel -bound  freight,  glided 
slowly  down,  they  were  soon  lost  to  sight 
in  the  folds  of  this  black  and  gloomy  shi^e. 


As  they  peered  and  strained  their  eyes 
to  see  the  .very  last  of  the  old  battalion, 
now  a  gleam  of  the  scarlet,  now  a  flicker 
of  light  from  the  steel,  out  of  the  gloomy 
shade  there  came  sweeping  along  with  the 
tide  A  great  black  barge  with  two  men 
tugging  with  might  and  main  at  a  huge 
sweep,  while  a  boy,  with  his  back  against 
the  tiller,  crammed  it  over  hard  a-port. 
Then  suddenly  hauling  the  sweep  on 
board,  the.  men  hurried  to  a  huge  hawser, 
and  seizing  a  coil  of  rope  attached  thereto, 
hurled  it  with  considerable  accuracy  of  aim 
In  the  direction  of  the  two  young  people. 
Phyllis  covered  her  eyes,  but  Arthur, 
dashing  forward,  dexterously  caught 
the  rope^  and  hauling  at  the  hawser, 
managed  with  some  difficulty  to  slip  the 
loop  of  it  over  a  big  iron  hook.  Then  for 
a  moment  it  seemed  doubtful  whether  the 
wharf  would  hold  back  the  barge,  or  the 
barge  carry  away  the  wharf;  but  finally 
the  toughness  of  inert  matter  prevailed, 
and  the  barge  swung  captive  alongside. 

"Forty  bales  from  the  'Jumna'  for 
Grimshaw's,"  cried  the  man  in  charge  of 
the  flat. 

"  All  right,"  said  Arthur.  "  On  whoso 
account  ? " 

« Don't  ast  me;  some  blossoming  toff," 
growled  the  bargee.  Bat  Arthur  seized 
the  manifest  and  read : 

<*  Shipped  on  the  '  Jumna,'  on  account 
of  the  Bajah  of  Eandurga." 

"  What  are  you  doing  with  that  paper, 
Arthur?"  said  the  shrill  voice  of  Mr. 
Grimshaw  himself.  He  was  small  and 
rather  wizened ;  generally,  as  now,  dressed 
in  a  tweed  suit  and  felt  hat,  rather  the 
worse  for  wear ;  and  often  was  very  much 
at  home  in  a  little  grimy  launch,  that 
would  puff  noisily  along  among  docks  and 
tiers  of  shipping,  and  might  sometimes  be 
seen  with  hi  barge  at  its  tail  or  a  loaded 
wherry.  But  ^thur  averred  to  Phyllis 
that  seen  in  evening  dress,  which  he  some- 
times assumed  for  a  City  dinner,  Uncle 
Grim  looked  a  thorough  patrician,  and  that 
you  might  have  fancied  him  wearing  a  pig- 
tail, or  with  a  wig  and  sword  and  knee- 
breeches,  without  any  violent  strain  on  the 
imaginative  faculties.  But  Uncle  Grim 
was  very  cross  at  times,  as  Arthur  acknow- 
ledged, and  this  was  one  of  his  times^  for 
he  scowled  at  Arthur  as  he  snatched  the 
manifest  from  his  hands,  and  he  looked 
crossly  at  Phyllis,  so  that  the  child  was 
glad  to  find  herself  on  terra  firma  once 
more  and  under  the  protecting  segis  of  the 
Tower. 
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And  there  she  met  the  white  goat  of 
which  Norse  had  told  her,  and  tried  to 
make  friends  with  it,  but  found  it  disdain- 
ful of  her  advances.  A  big  grey  wolf- 
hound, also  a  fresh  arrival,  was  of  a  more 
amiable  disposition,  and  followed  Phyllis 
to  the  steps  of  the  Byward  Tower,  in  the 
cool  shade  of  which  they  both  sat  down. 
And  there  drowsiness  overcame  the  child, 
and  she  fell  asleep  on  the  steps,  her  head 
pillowed  on  the  soft  coat  of  her  shaggy 
friend.  And  here  she  was  found  by  Oolonel 
Lloyd,  of  the  Cambrian  Sangers,  who  was 
takbig  a  turn  round  the  place  with  Major 
Jones  and  a  beefeater  to  show  the  way. 

'*  Who  would  think  of  finding  a  little  fairy 
princess  in  this  rough  old  prison,  Jones ! " 

«•  Pretty  cretur  I "  said  Jones.  "  What 
do  they  call  her  1 " 

"'Tis  Phyllis,  sir,"  the  Sergeant  Yeo- 
man's little  girl/'  said  the  veteran. 

''  Oh,  Phy  Uis ! "  cried  the  Major,  and  in  his 
sharp  falsetto  he  hummed  a  stave  of  the 
song : 

*•  Phyllis  is  my  only  joy, 
Faithless  as  the  wind  or  seas  : 
Sometimes  coming,  sometimes  coy, 
Tet  she  never  fails  to  please." 

CHAPTER  II.    ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  RIVER. 

If  seven  years — or  perhaps  eight,  or  even 
nine— have  elapsed  since  Phyllis  fell  asleep 
on  the  steps  of  the  Byward  ToWer,  it  must 
not  be  supposed  that  we  intend  to  depict 
our  heroine  as  emerging  from  a  Bip  Van 
Winkle  kind  of  trance,  and  finding  herself 
transformed  from  a  child  into  a  young 
woman.  That  kind  of  transformation  is 
not  effected  so  easily.  The  pretty,  perilous 
passage,  full  of  hidden  griefs  and  evident 
delights,  is  not  to  be  accomplished  in  a 
dream;  the  golden  bridge  betwixt  seven 
and  seventeen  is  not  to  be  crossed  except 
by  dint  of  hard  scrambling  and  climbing. 
Yet  the  interval  had  brought  no  violent 
changes  in  Phyllis's  surroundings.  The 
Sergeant  Yeoman  was  dead,  and  his  official 
residence  was  occupied  by  some  other  stout 
beefeater.  But  Phyllis  still  lived  with 
her  ''  dear  Duffie,"  and  not  very  far  from 
the  Tower  either,  for  in  Nightusgale  Bow^ 
where  they  had  taken  up  their  abode,  two 
out  of  the  four  pepper-box  turrets  of 
the  White  Tower  could  be  seen  peering 
6ver  a  blank  wall  in  a  quite  startling 
manner. 

Otherwise  ITightingale  Bow  was  almost 
shut  in  bv  docks,  huge  warehouses,  high 
brick  walls,  and  swbig-bridges.  Yet  the 
houses  were  handsome  and  substantial,  with 


a  florid  comeliness  about  them  suggestive 
of  an  earlier  origin  than  this  commercial 
age,  and  that  they  were  probably  a  survival 
of  the  lost  faubourg,  swallowed  up  less 
than  a  century  ago  by  docks  and  shipping. 
Some  knowledge  of  the  locality,  of  times 
and  of  tides,  which  if  they  wait  for  no  man 
often  themselves  kept  waiting  numbers  of 
men  and  horses  and  drays,  was  necessary 
to  find  a  direct  way  to  Nightingale  Bow. 
But  for  Phyllis  on  her  daily  trip  to  school 
and  back  again,  the  transit  had  no  diffi- 
culties. When  drawbridges  were  raised 
and  steamers  and  lines  of  barges  floated  in 
and  out,  balancing  between  the  tranquil 
stillness  of  the  pent-up  waters  and  the 
rough-and-tumble  of  the  fervid  tideway, 
there  was  generally  a  tug  to  be  hailed 
or  the  harbour-master's  launch,  or  a  spring 
from  one  barge  to  another  and  a  scramble 
up.the  dock  gate  might  shorten  the  passage. 
And .  as  Phyllis  had  grown  up  among 
the  shipping,  she  was  a  general  favourite 
with  everybody  about  the  docks,  so  that 
bargees  were  kind  and  labourers  civil,  and 
ship  captains  brought  her  eifts  from  beyond 
seas,  while  apprentices  and  mates  cherished 
romantic  dreams  on  her  behalf. 

All  this  time  Goleworth  was  still  absent. 
The  Guards  came  back,  but  he  was  not 
with  them.  He  had  obtained  a  staff 
appointment  in  India^  and,  subsequently, 
was  placed  at  the  head  of  an  expedition  to 
settle  the  question  of  a  boundary  line  on 
some  wild  Indian  frontier.  The  pay  and 
allowances  were  fidrly  good,  and  the 
Sergeant  Yeoman's  heart  was  rejoiced  by 
liberal  remittances.  Then  bad  news  came 
to  hand.  The  exploring  expedition  had 
been  attacked  and  dispersed,  and  Oolonel 
Ooleworth — for  he  had  gained  brevet  rank 
by  his  services — ^was  missing.  Survivors 
reported  that  he  «had  been  seen  to  fall  under 
the  blades  of  a  dozen  truculent  tribesmen ; 
and  though  his  body  was  not  recovered, 
yet  so  little  doubt  existed  as  to  his  fate 
that  his  name  was  removed  from  the  army 
list,  and  his  relatives  went  into  mourning 
for  his  death. 

Phyllis,  too,  was  dressed  in  sable  gar- 
ments, but  that  might  have  been  for  the 
death  of  Sergeant  Duffield,  who  died  at  this 
time.  His  widow  icherited  a  comfortable 
amount  in  savings,  of  her  own  money,  'tis 
true,  and  that,  with  certain  snug  invest- 
ments of  her  own,  secured  the  household 
from  want.  But  Phyllis's  education  must 
be  provided  for,  and  her  future  position 
settled,  and  Mis.  Duffield  travelled  west- 
wards to  interview  Lord  Ooleworth  on  the 
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subject  Bat  in  this  object  the  wm  foQed. 
Loid  Ooleworth  had  retired  from  his 
official  poBition.  Hia  son's  death  had 
aflfected  him  a  eood  deal,  and  he  was  quite 
feeble  and  broken  now,  while  Lady  Oole- 
worth watched  over  him  with  admirable 
care  and  assiduity,  keephig  from  him 
eyeiything  likely  to  worry  or  disturb 
him. 

Now  Mrs.  Dnffield  belonged  to  the  age 
of   the   first    Lady  Ooleworih,    Gerald's 
mother,  and  she  haa  no  faith  in  the  reign- 
ing spouse,  who  had  been  a  widow  with 
two  chQdien  of  her  own  when  she  married 
Lord  Ooleworth.    Undoubtedly  she  was  a 
clever  managing  woman,  and  havmg  no 
children  by  her  present  marriage,  she  was 
naturally  anxious  to  provide  for  her  own 
two,  as  well  as  to  secure  her  own  future  inde- 
pendence.   But  Lord  Ooleworth's  personal 
means  had  been  trifling,  derived  chiefly 
from  his  own  economies,  while  he  had 
inherited  from  his  first  wife,  who  had  left 
evenrthing  unreservedly  in  his  hands,  a 
handsome  fortune,  amounting,  perhaps,  to 
a   hundred    thousand   pounds.    All  this 
Lord  Ooleworth  had  carefuUy  explained  to 
Mrs.   Yyvian,  the  handsome  and  clever 
widow  who  had  fascinated  him.    He  was 
a  man  of  the  strictest  probity,  and  in- 
capable of  anything  like  deceit  or  dissimu- 
latfon  himself,    was   intolerant   of   such 
conduct  in  others.    And  justice  demanded 
that  such  fortune  as  came  to  1dm  through 
his  first  marriage  should  descend  to  the 
offspring  of  that  marriage,  his  only  son 
Gerald.    To  his  chosen  v^fe  he  could  only 
offer  a  share  in  his  very  handsome  income 
while  he  lived,  and  at  his  death  the  sum 
of  ten  thousand  pounds   which  he  had 
saved,  and  which  should  be  hers  absolutely, 
together  with  such  economies  as  she  might 
be  able  to  effect  in  the  future.    Only  one 
contingency  could  affect  this  resolution. 
Should  his  son  prove  unworthy,  he  would 
disinherit    him    without    scruple.      Mrs. 
Vyvian    had    assented    to  all   this  very 
gracefiilly;   but  during  the  years  which 
had    elapsed   since    their   marriage   the 
position  had  changed  a  good  deal.    Dick 
and  Baby  Yyvian  were  gay,  affectionate, 
pleasant  young  pe(n>le,  who  became,  as 
time  went  on,  very  dear  to  the  old  man's 
heart    And  Lady  Ooleworth  had  assumed 
the  supreme  management  of  affabrs,  and 
her  inflaenoe  over  her  husband  seemed 
unbounded.    Tet  she  herself  well  knew 
that  this  influence  had  its  limits*    Lord 
Ooleworth  would  deplore  with  her  that  her 
children  were  so  slenderly  provided  for. 


**  Let  us  save  for  the  dear  creatures,"  he 
would  say;  "let  us  live  on  five  hundred  a 
year  and  put  by  idl  the  rest  for  the  young 
ones."  Bat  this  did  not  suit  Lady  Oole- 
worUi  at  alL  "Bather  let  them  aU  diare 
alike,  yours  and  mine,"  she  had  ventured 
to  say.  But  on  this  Lord  Ooleworth 
assumed  an  idr  of  cold  surprise. 

"  What  you  suggest  woidd  be  dishonour- 
able on  my  part,"  and  Lady  Ooleworth 
did  not  venture  to  urge  the  matter  again. 

But  when  the  presuned  death  of  Gerald 
OoleworUi  was  reported,  Lady  Ooleworth 
saw  that  her  opportanity  had  arrived. 

^'Dear  Stephen,"  she  said,  "  you  will  of 
courae  make  a  new  will  and  leave  every- 
thing to  me." 

Lord  Ooleworth  was  surprised,  but  he 
could  not  but  own  that  the  request  was  a 
reasonable  one.  Yet,  so  punctilious  was 
he  that  he  thought  it  risht  to  communicate 
with  tiie  nearest  of  km  of  his  late  wife 
before  altering  the  dispositions  of  Iiis  will. 
The  first  Lady  Ooleworth's  only  sister  had 
married  the  Earl  of  Uaneltyd,  and  only 
one  child  was  born  of  the  marriage,  that 
child  being  now  a  young  woman,  no  longer 
very  youthfdl,  who  was  biown  as  Li^y 
Dorottiea  Wynne.  And  Ladv  Dorothea 
being  a  great  heiress,  naturally  had  been 
much  sought  after  by  tiie  gilded  youth  of 
the  periM.  But  the  only  one  she  ever 
favoured  was  her  cousin,  Gerald  Ooleworth, 
and  him  she  discarded  on  coming  to  hear 
of  some  doubtful  conduct  on  his  part;  for 
Lady  Dorothea  was  of  a  veiy  high  and 
lofty  nature,  and  chivalrously  devoted  to 
redressing  the  wrongs  of  her  own  aex. 
However,  as  to  the  matter  of  Lady  Oole- 
worth's money,  she  begged  her  iinde  to 
dispose  of  it  as  he  pleasM,  for  if,  as  seemed 
now  certain,  poor  Gerald  was  no  more,  no- 
body was  concerned  in  the  matter,  except 
himself  and  those  connected  with  him. 
And  upon  that  it  only  remained  to  set  th^ 
family  lawyer  at  work  to  draw  up  ii  new 

wni. 

Thus  all  was  rosy  and  pleasant  in  Lady 
Ooleworth's  horizon,  when  a  threateninff 
cloud  in  the  shape  of  Mrs.  Daffield 
appeared  upon  the  scene.  Not  tlmt  my 
lady  was  unprepared ;  she  had  been  taken 
into  Gerald's  confidence ;  she,  if  any  one, 
was  acquainted  with  the  history  of  Phyllis 
from  her  birth.  Mrs.  Daffield's  know- 
ledge began  when  the  child  wasabeady 
two  years  old,  and  thus  she  was  under  a 
disadvantage. 

"  It  is  the  old  story,"  said  Lady  Oole- 
worth coldly ;  "  but  I  promised  Gerald  to 
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befriend  the  child,  and  as  far  as  my  means 
allow  I  will  do  bo." 

And  she  would  make  a  certain  allowance 
out  of  her  own  private  parse  till  Phyllis 
was  ei^teen,  by  which  time  she  oaght  to  be 
able  to  earn  her  own  living.  For  the  rest, 
Lady  Ooleworth  washed  her  hands  of  the 
whole  matter.  And  she  finished  with  a 
gestore  that  reminded  Mrs.  Dnffield,  so 
she  said,  of  Pontins  POate. 

But  all  this  is  ancient  history,  and 
Phyllis  as  she  is  now  demands  oar 
attention,  a  piqaant,  latighing  little  beauty, 
for  whom  her  present  life  and  the  love  of 
those  about  her  is  fall  and  engrossing 
enough.  She  is  known  as  Miss  Ooleworth, 
eertewly — ^Nurse  took  care  that  she  should 
be  80  far  distinguished — and  she  is  proud 
of  a  father  who  died  fighting  for  his 
country.  But  as  for  her  family,  if  she  has 
any,  she  would  never  give  up  dear  Duffie 
and  Arthur  Gray,  to  say  nothing  of  old 
Oaptain  Ironbridge  and  lots  of  o&ers,  for 
any  unknown  and  unoourteous  kindred. 
And  as  for  the  future,  she  has  her  music, 
and  a  voice  which  good  judges  pronounce 
to  be  of  excellent  quality.  Is  not  Phyllis 
a  pupil  at  the  School  of  Music  on  the  Em- 
bflmkment,  which  is  but  a  stone's  throw 
after  all  from  Nightingale  Sow  1 

Anyhow,  it  is  a  delight  to  sing  duets 
with  Arthor  Gray,  who  is  a  fine  baritone, 
and  makes  the  old  sconces  ring  again,  and 
the  cut-glass  drops  play  a  little  chime,  when 
be  sings  in  Uncle  Grimshaw's  old-fashioned 
dnwifl^-room.  Mr.  Grimshaw  has  retired 
from  business,  and  Grimshaw's  wharf  has 
been  let  to  a  steamboat  company.  But  Grim- 
shaw himself  does  not  look  much  older, 
and  he  still  has  a  share  in  a  steam-tug 
company,  and  goes  up  and  down  the 
river  in  his  noisy  little  launch.  People 
say  that  he  is  enormously  rich,  but  that  he 
mistrusts  everybody,  and  prophesies  that 
the  Bank  of  England  itself  wUl  break  in 
such  and  such  a  year,  and  so  keeps  all  his 
money  in  gold  in  a  strong-room  beneath 
his  house.  There  is  such  a  room,  for 
Arthor  once  saw  his  uncle  unlock  it,  but 
there  were  no  heaps  of  gold  and  jewels  to 
be  seen,  and  Grimshaw  angrily  said,  when 
ha  found  the  boy  had  observed  him,  that 
he  kept  there  his  old  business  ledgers,  in 
case  anybody  should  make  an  unfounded 
claim  upon  lum.  Bat  if  Uncle  Grim  were 
riA,  poor  Arthur  did  not  get  much  benefit 
from  his  wealth.  Oertainly  his  uncle  had 
sent  him  to  a  public  school — it  was  St. 
Paul's  and  involved  a  twelve  miles  journey 
every  day — ^bat  then  he  put  Arthur  into 


a  shipping  office,  where  he  worked  very 
hard  for  very  little  pay.  He  was  to  work 
his  own  way  as  Uncle  Grimshaw  had  done. 
But  as  his  principals  compounded  with 
their  creditors  every  year  or  two,  it  did 
not  seem  to  Arthur  as  if  there  were  much 
use  in  getting  to  the  very  top  of  the  tree. 

But  Aagust  had  come,  and  schools  of 
music,  as  well  as  every  other  kind,  were 
in  vacation.  The  weather  had  been  wet 
and  cold,  but  cleared  all  of  a  sudden,  and 
a  spell  of  glorious  sunshine  followed.  It 
was  glorious,  that  is,  if  you  had  nothing  to 
do  but  loll  in  the  shade;  but  for  people 
who  had  to  move  about  in  the  Oity  it  was 
a  little  too  glorious.  London  began  to 
gasp  for  breath ;  the  streets  were  ovens, 
the  shops  were  hothouses.  But  for  fruits, 
and  ices,  and  cold  drinks  there  would  have 
been  general  slaughter  from  heat  apoplexy. 
It  was  baking  hot,  too,  in  Nightingale 
Bow.  Grimshaw  had  already  made  his 
escape  in  a  big  ocean  steamer  for  Norway. 
Mrs.  Dnffield  suggested  that  they  should 
go — she  and  Phyllis — to  Southend;  but 
the  heat  of  the  transit,  and  the  probably 
still  greater  heat  to  be  suffered  in  narrow 
quarters,  deterred  them. 

And  then  Arthur  came  whirling  in,  call- 
ing for  Phyllis  just  as  he  used  to  do  when 
they  were  boy  and  girl  together.  His 
governors  had  given  l£n  a  week's  holiday, 
in  consequence  of  having  called  in  an 
accoantant  to  arrange  their  affairs,  and  as 
Uncle  Grim  was  away  he  would  borrow  his 
launch,  and  they  would  all  go  up  the  river. 
**  But  isn't  she  a  very  shabby  old  thing  % " 
queried  Phyllis  doubtfully.  Shabby  for 
want  of  painti  g  and  gilding,  perhaps ;  but 
in  her  inward  parts  of  exemplary  bright- 
ness, and  one  of  the  fastest  boato  on  the 
river.  Phyllis  thought  that  the  plan  was 
of  a  promising  nature,  and  Mrs.  Daffield, 
who  would  have  done  anything  to  please 
her,  agreed  to  go.  It  was  like  starting 
from  their  own  door,  for  the  launch  was 
in  dock  close  alongside,  and  they  pro- 
visioned her,  and  fitted  up  the  little  cabin 
so  that  Phyllis  and  Mrs.  Daffield  could 
sleep  on  board,  while  Arthur,  with  a  tent 
and  waterproof  sheet,  would  camp  out  on 
shore. 

And  away  went  the  ''Firefly"  in  the 
cool  of  the  evening,  threading  her  way 
through  the  crowd  of  shipping  below 
bridge,  saluting  the  old  Tower  with  a 
salvo  on  the  steam  whistle,  and  snorting 
lou^y  under  the  echoing  bridges.     The 

I  myriad  lights  of  Westminster  were  show- 
ing in  tl^  opal    clearness,  and   on   the 
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terrace  of  the  Hoases  of  Parliament  mem- 
ben  thereof  were  congregated  in  crowds 
with  gaily -dressed  dames  interspersed. 
These  the  ''Firefly"  saluted  with  an 
ironic  kind  of  screech,  and  then  gave  a 
round  0  of  amazement  at  tihe  gap  left  by 
the  fallen  walls  of  Millbank  Prii^n.  Bryce, 
the  engineer  of  the  "Firefly/'  was  an 
elderly  man,  very  sOent  and  resetved,  who 
made  of  the  steam  whistle  a  kind  of  outlet 
for  his  own  repressed  feelings.  He  blew 
a  whiff  at  Lambeth  Palace,  warm  and 
lucent  in  the  evening  glow;  at  the  pot- 
teries, ?n:eathed  in  smoke,  that  took 
strange  glowing  tints  from  the  diffused 
light.  In  Chelsea  Reach,  where  the  waters 
glowed  in  opalescent  tints,  and  tiie  boat 
seemed  to  cut  out  swathes  of  liquid  gold, 
Bryce  sounded  a  solemn  note  for  the  sage 
of  Cheyne  Walk ;  and  there  the  pleasant 
homely  terrace,  the  red-brick  tower,  the 
pleasant  gardens,  the  windows  veiled  with 
sun-blinds,  all  shared  in  the  general 
glamour.  Lucent,  too,  were  the  lawns  of 
Hurlingham,  where  lamps  were  shining 
forth,  and  the  soft  strains  of  a  string  band 
seemed  to  invite  to  the  dance. 

Bryce's  Pandean  steam-pipe  gave  a  sigh 
for  the  vanished  Terrace  and  the  old 
wooden  bridge  of  Putney,  that  together 
seemed  to  speak  of  pleasant^  prosperous 
city  and  river  life ;  and  he  hooted  horribly 
under  the  granite  arch  of  the  new  bridge, 
but  that  was  only  a  warning  to  the  in- 
numerable pleasure  craft  that  were  afloat 
on  the  full  tide.  And  club  races  were 
going  on  at  Hammersmith,  with  gun-firing, 
and  flashing  off  of  fours  and  eights,  aU 
with  quite  ghostly  effect  in  the  twilight ; 
and  Chiswick  was  passed,  and  the  osier- 
bound  solitudes  beyond,  and  Barnes'  and 
Mortlake's  jolly,  hospitable  shores,  and  the 
last  of  the  real  Thames-side  villages,  still 
almost  unsophisticated  and  untouched, 
dear  old  Strand-on-the-Green,  with  the 
peaked  outline  of  Eew's  charming  balua- 
traded  bridge  gleaming  white  against  the 
thick  foliage  of  the  eyot  beyond,  where 
Brentford's  coaly  barges  loom  dark  against 
the  tawny  orange  glow.  Quietude  is  on 
the  scene,  and  semi-darknein  in  the  shade 
of  lordly  trees,  and  the  stroke  of  the  hour 
sounds  solemnly  over  the  water  from  Isle- 
worth's  dark  tower;  but  the  "Firefly" 
wakens  things  up  considerably  with  a 
succession  of  fiendish  yells  as  she  passes 
between  the  massive  piers  of  the  new  half- 
tide  lock,  that  is  to  keep  everything  afloat 
and  awash  irrespective  of  the  vagaries  of 
the  ocean  tides. 


By  this  time  Arthur  has  got  out  the  side- 
lights, and  it  was  time  for  coming  in  sight 
of  Richmond  Bridge.  They  found  it  all 
festooned  with  lamps  and  the  river  crowded 
with  boats  hung  with  lights  of  all  khids,  a 
veritable  feast  of  lanterns,  while  the  shores 
are  festooned  with  coloured  lamps,  and  the 
pleasant  gardens  and  lofty  terraces  glow 
from  shore  to  summit  We  have  chanced 
upon  an  evening  fdte,  and  the  crew  of  the 
"  Firefly  "  feel  for  the  moment  that  their 
craft,  rough  from  the  swollen  tideway  and 
rusted  with  sea^ipray,  is  not  of  the  elegant 
toumure  adapted  for  such  displays.  And 
there  is  the  danger  of  jostling  these  light 
fairy  structures,  all  lights  and  flowers,  and 
spilling  the  oil  of  the  twinkling  lamps 
over  the  elegant  costumes  of  Cleopatra  and 
her  attendants ;  but  soon  comes  the  dark- 
ness again,  black  as  Erebus  from  the 
contrast  of  the  recent  brilliance.  Yet  the 
moon  was  still  up — a  gentle,  delicate  half- 
moon  —  shining  behind  old  Twitnam's 
tall,  dignified  houses  and  tufted  groveSi 
while  tike  ferry-boat  leaves  a  track  of 
sOver  ripples  in  the  dark  waters.  Phyllis 
bethinks  her  of  tiie  song,  and  warbles 
forth : 

**  Ho  ye  ho  I  who's  for  the  ferry  ? 
I'll  row  ye  so  quick,  and  I'll  row  ye  so  steady, 
And  tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  Town  I" 

And  ah !  lor  a  summer's  night  on  the  river, 
there  only  wants  music  and  song  to  com- 
plete the  spell  of  its  enchantment 

"I  wish  we  could  fiiz  this  happy  time 
and  make  it  last  for  ever,'^cried  Arthur, 
who  was  stretched  on  the  deck  at  the  feet 
of  Phyllis. 

"  Tou jours  perdrix,"  cried  Phyllis,  laugh- 
ing. *'Not  for  me.  I  so  long  for  new 
scenes  and  new  faces  1 " 

Arthur's  face  darkened. 

"  Phyllis,"  he  said,  "  I  believe  you  are 
as  fickle  as  your  namesake. 

"  Though,  alas  !  too  late  I  find 
Nothing  can  her  fancy  fix, 
Yet  the  moment  she  is  kind 
I  forgave  her  all  her  tricks.'* 

*<  Thank  you  for  so  much,"  replied 
Phyllis  lightly ;  and  then  Bryce,  who  had 
not  been  heard  of  for  some  time,  gave  a 
warning  shriek  for  the  address  of  the 
lock-keeper  at  Teddington,  and  presently 
they  were  in  the  deep,  dripping  darkness 
of  the  lock,  and  the  roar  of  waters 
sounded  in  their  ears,  as  winches  rattled 
and  ironwork  clattered  overhead,  and  they 
rose  softly  into  the  moonlight  again. 

It  was  too  dark  now  to  go  any  further, 
and  they  blew  off  steam  and  made  fast 
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nnder  the  bank  to  a  stont  old  alder.  And 
as  they  sapped  they  watched  the  rockets 
from  Btehmond  blazing  over  the  trees,  and 
fire  balloons  sailing  majestically  into  space. 
And  then  Bryce  curled  himself  up  under  a 
tarpaulin  in  the  bowSj-and  Arthur  found 
a  lodging  in  a  neighbouring  cottage,  and 
the  other  two  made  the  most  of  the  little 
saloon,  through  which  the  summer  wind 
played  refreshingly  aU  night  long. 

And  soon  after  dawn  fires  were  lighted 
and  steam  got  up,  and  before  the  heat  of 
the  day  came  on,  the  ''Firefly"  had  made 
an  excellent  run,  with  only  Soyal  Windsor 
on  the  way  to  vary  the  pleasant  tameness 
of  grassy  banks,  and  lawns,  and  country 
houses,  varied  by  occasional  gas-works  and 
factories,  till  at  Bray  Lock  they  ascended 
to  what  Phyllis  called  the  drawing-room 
floor,  and  came  to  an  anchor  by  the 
wooded  heights  of  Olieveden,  where  they 
spent  the  day  pleasantly  enough. 

Next  morning  the  "Firefly"  did  not 
start  very  eariy,  as  the  day  promised  to  be 
cool,  and  there  was  a  general  reluctance 
to  leave  their  pleasant  anchorage.  Fhyllb, 
toOj  was  strangely  depressed. 

*'  I  feel  as  if  the  best  part  of  the  voyage 
was  over,  Arthur,"  she  said.  "Perhaps 
we  shall  never  have  such  a  happy  time 
again." 

"  Oh  I  why  not  1 ''  cried  Arthur.  "  Why 
should  we  not  sail  on  together  always, 
Phyllis  I" 

''WeU,  we  shan't,  you'll  see,"  said 
Phyllis  despondently  but  firmly.  "Some 
bolt  out  of  the  blue  will  come,  and  we 
shall  drift  thousands  of  miles  apart." 

But  getting  under  weigh  again,  all  such 
presenlMents  were  put  to  flight  And 
they  had  now  reached  apart  of  the  country 
where  Mrs.  Daffiald  felt  at  home.  In 
yonder  little  village  she  was  bom,  and 
thence  at  eighteen  she  had  gone  to  be 
under -nurse  at  Goleworth  Court,  and 
round  the  next  bend  of  the  river  sure 
enough  they  would  come  to  the  Court 
Itsell  She  had  not  thought  of  that,  and 
it  gave  her  quite  a  turn  as  she  reflected 
that  in  this  beautifol  place  Phyllis  should 
have  found  a  home,  and  have  been  reared 
in  the  lap  of  ease  and  luxury  to  take  a 
great  position  in  the  world.  For  had  not 
Master  Gerald  told  her  more  than  once 
that  all  would  be  made  right  at  last,  and 
that  Phyllis  would  be  received  by  all  the 
world  as  his  own  true  daughter]  Perhaps 
she  herself  was  not  free  from  blame  in 
having  acquiesced  so  quietly  in  Lady  Cole- 
worth's  decision.    There  were  others  to 


whom  she  might  have  appealed,  and 
though  she  had  no  certain  knowledge,  yet 
she  knew  more  perhaps  than  she  had  ever 
acknowledged.  But  how  hard  it  wotdd  be 
to  part  from  Phyllis,  whom  she  had  loved 
and  cherished  for  dl  these  years !  And 
yet  she  had  seen  With  pleasure  the  in- 
creasing love  that  Arthur  felt  for  her 
darling.  For  she  knew  that  there  would 
be  always  a  comer  for  her  in  Arthur's 
house.  It  would  be  a  very  comfortable 
house,  for  Arthur  would  surely  have  his 
uncle  Grimshaw'fl  money,  and  Phyllis 
herself  would  not  go  empty-handed  from 
her  dear  old  Doffie. 

And  while  all  this  was  passing  through 
her  head  the  launch  went  slowly  steaming 
on,  and  there  opened  out  a  lovely  space  of 
green  turf,  rich  and  velvety  to  the  very 
water's  edge,  with  a  quaint  Elizabethan 
boat-house,  stored  with  all  kinds  of  craft, 
a  marble  staircase  and  landing-place  close 
by,  where  a  peacock  sunned  himself  on  the 
white  balustrade,  attended  by  his  glittering 
harem.  Noole  trees  formed  green  arcades, 
and  carried  the  eye  among  soft  folds  of 
grassy  glades.  Above  a  thicket  of  flowering 
and  ornamental  shrabs  rose  the  white 
fa9ide  of  a  house,  moderate  in  size,  but 
handsome  without  and  within,  while  glass- 
houses, gardens,  tennis-courts,  and  bowl- 
ing-greens were  bordered  by  a  grove  of 
taU  elms,  where  an  ancient  colony  of  rooks 
kept  house  among  the  topmost  branches. 

The  scene  would  have  been  pleasant 
enough  in  utter  solitude  and  repose,  but 
on  this  particular  afternoon  it  sparkled 
with  Ufe.  Scarlet  jackets  were  seen 
through  the  trees,  and  the  melodious 
strains  of  a  military  band  fell  softly  on  the 
ear.  White  tents  were  pitched  here  and 
there  under  the  trees,  ana  groups  of  smart 
people  in  the  smartest  and  newest  of 
costumes  were  posed  here  and  there, 
changhig  with  a  gentle  movement  of 
arrim  and  departure.  Scores  of  carriages, 
no  doubt,  were  drawn  up  on  the  dusty 
road,  but  many  of  the  guests  arrived  by 
water.  There  were  punts  in  satinwood 
and  mahogany,  whose  fittings  were  a 
triumph  of  the  cabinet-maker's  rather  than 
the  boat-bunder's  art,  gigs  and  wherries  of 
the  same  luxurious  appointments,  and 
launches,  both  steam  and  electric,  as  smart 
as  vandsh  and  gilding  could  make  them; 
and  on  the  lawn  by  the  river  terrace  a 
delightful-looking  elderly  gentleman,  with 
a  lady  at  his  side,  much  younger,  but  still 
of  mature  years,  was  welcoming  a  large 
party  which    had    just   landed,    and    a 
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number  of  youDg  people,  who  were  ja&t 
pnBhfng  off  in  a  punt,  were  exchanging 
chaff  and  badinage  with  a  young  man  and 
woman,  evidently  brother  and  siater,  on 
the  terrace. 

*•  That  is  Lord  Coleworth ! "  said  Mrs. 
Doffield,  catching  sight  of  the  elderly 
gentleman.  "  Phyllis,  that  is  your  grand- 
father I"  she  continued,  with  uncontrollable 
excitement.  « 

"What  a  pretty  girl!"  at  the  same 
moment  cried  Phyllis,  whose  attention  was 
attracted  by  the  youthful  group.  At  the 
same  time  Bryce  improved  the  occasion  by 
letting  off  a  series  of  ear-splitting  shrieks. 
*<  I'm  afraid  our  behaviour  is  rather  low," 
cried  Phyllis,  as  soon  as  her  voice  could  be 
heard.     '*  Arthur,  have  you  any  string  1 " 

Bryce  coloured  fiercely,  for  he  could 
not  brook  being  interfered  with,  and  the 
gag,  as  applied  to  his  whistle,  he  never 
would  endure. 

The  gay  scene  on  shore  had  engrossed 
too  much  the  attention  of  those  on  board 
the  "Firefly."  They  had  not  seen,  and 
could  not  have  heard,  the  approach  of  a 
huge  white  launch  that  was  coming  down 
with  the  stream  at  tremendous  speed,  and 
with  an  utter  want  of  a  look-out  ahead. 
It  was  an  affair  of  a  moment  for  the  big 
launch  to  pass  over  the  '*  Firefly,"  sending 
the  boat  to  the  bottom  of  the  river  with 
her  side  stove  in,  and  throwing  all  her 
occupants  into  the  water. 

CHAPTER  m. 
IN  CHARGE  OP  LADY  DOROTHEA, 

Coming  gradually  and  painfully  to  life, 
after  the  strange  terror  and  flurry  of 
drowning,  Phyllis  was  first  conscious  of  a 
pair  of  dark,  glowing  eyes  fixed  steadily 
upon  her,  and  as  sensation  and  vague  recol- 
lection came  back  to  her  out  of  the  dread 
void  of  oblivion,  she  recognised  that  the 
dark,  finely-cut  features  belonging  to  the 
eyes  were  utterly  strange  to  her. 

"  Well,"  said  a  voice  in  deep,  soft  tones, 
"  the  soul  has  returned  to  its  tenement — 
poor  little  soul  that  had  almost  fluttered 
away  beyond  recall !  But  it  obeyed  the 
powerful  word  of  Dr.  Sancotta.  Yes,  she 
has  come  back,  the  teasing  little  soul  with 
all  her  tricks — 

"raithless  as  the  wind  or  seas." 

Phyllis  sat  up  astonished.  This  strange 
creature's  words,  his  dress  as  strange  as 
his  features,  for  he  wore  a  long  Oriental 
gown,  and  a  yellow  tarboush  was  bound 
round  his  brows ;  but  his  words  gave  her 


the  clue  that  she  lacked,  and  the  past 
sped  by  at  full  gallop  through  her  brain. 
<*  Where  is  Daffie  1  *'  she  cried,  the  final 
catastrophe  having  been  recalled. 

«Is  it  the  elderly  lady,  her  highnasa's 
chief  attendant  1  She  is  sitfe ;  also  tibe  chief 
boatman  and  the  other — what  shall  we 
call  him  t — '  Ganem,'  the  slave  of  love,  per- 
haps." 

There  was  a  mocking  playfulness  in  the 
tone  that  Phyllis  resented  a  little.  Yet 
she  had  evidently  been  well  eared  for,  and 
she  was  reposing  wrapped  up  in  blankets 
and  fleecy  coverings,  in  what  was  evidently 
the  state-room  of  a  river  yacht  As  she 
looked  about  her,  there  came  forward  from 
an  inner  cabin  a  handsome  Oriental  in  a 
jewelled  turban  and  flowing  Eastern  robes, 
who  fixed  his  bold  black  eyes  upon  Phyllis 
with  an  expression  that  made  her  shiver. 
The  pab  spoke  together  in  some  unknovm 
tongue,  and  the  young  Oriental  passed  out. 

"  He  is  a  care  to  me,  our*  SajiJi,"  said 
Dr.  Sancotta,  with  a  frown.  <'  It  is  as  if 
I'  led  a  tiger  by  a  string.  But  I  forget, 
there  are  those  of  your  friends  who  are 
asking  for  you." 

The  doctor  went  to  the  door  of  the 
cabin,  and  called  to  some  one  on  sluure, 
and  presently  a  boat  came  alongside. 

A  tall,  handsome  woman  entered  the 
cabin,  and  sat  down  beside  Phyllis,  taking 
her  hand  in  a  firm,  sympathetic  grasp. 

"My  poor  child,  you  have  had  a 
narrow  escape,  and  you  must  keep  quiet, 
and  I  will  tell  you  all  you  want  to  Imow. 
You  are  on  board  the  Bajah  of  Eanduq;a'a 
yacht,  who  ran  you  down.  She  is  a  great 
deal  too  big  for  these  waters,  as  I  told 
him ;  but  he  is  a  selfish  youth,  who  only 
cares  for  his  own  slothful  indolences. 
Now  that  young  man  of  yours  is  a  splendid 
fellow.  My  dear,  he  dived  for  yon  time 
after  time,  and  when  he  brought  you  to 
the  bank,  he  was  distracted  when  you  gav« 
no  signs  of  life.  But,  thanks  to  Dr. 
Sancotta,  who  is  the  Bajah's  private  phy- 
sician  " 

'<  Yes,  she  is  mine,"  said  the  doctoi;  **  I 
gave  her  life,  and  she  belongs  to  me." 

"I  think  there  will  be  somebody  io 
dispute  your  claim,"  said  the  other,  smiling. 
"  But  now,  Phyllis,  I  have  something  to 
tell  you  that  is  not  so  satisfactory,  roor 
Mrs.  Dofiitild  is,  I  am  afraid,  very  ill  The 
shock  at  her  time  of  life  may  have  serious 
consequences.  She  is  well  cared  for  at  a 
cottage  on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  and 
she  expressed  a  wish  to  see  Lord  Coleworth, 
and  he  has  gone  to  her.    Oh,  I  knew  Mrs, 
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Doffield  long  ago,  for  I  an  Dorothea 
Wynne^  of  whom,  paihaps,  yoa  may  have 
haaid.  And  I  am  gobg  to  take  charge  of 
yoa  till  we  know  how  your  nurse  ia  Ittcdy 
to  go^  on." 

PhyBb  felt  the  kindness  of  all  thb,  and 
was  strongly  attracted  to  the  firm,  capable 
woman  who  had  now  assomed  the  com- 
mand. And  she  breathed  more  freely  when 
she  was  clear  of  the  ill-omened  yacht,  and 
yet  she  was  gratefal  to  Dr.  Sancotta,  who 
waa  assidoDiiB  in  hdping  her  to  disembark. 

"  I  shall  come  and  see  yon,"  he  said. 
"Mkdd,  I  am  only  lending  yon  to  this 
lady." 

Lady  Dorothea's  pony-carriage  was 
brought  down  to  the  landbig-place,  and  as 
the  accident  had  excited  a  good  deal  of 
interest,  a  number  of  people  gathered 
about  tiie  carriage,  among  whom  Phyllis 
recognised  the  pretty  girl  she  had  seen  on 
the  lawn  just  before  the  upset. 

"That  is  Bnby  Yyyian,"  said  Lady 
Dorothea  good-humouredly,  indicating  her 
with  the  thong  of  her  whip.  *'  You  have  to 
thank  her  for  your  outfit,  Phyllis.  She  is 
a  good-natured  girl,  but  she  laughs  too 
much  and  gets  too  fat." 

But  where  was  Arthur  all  this  time  % 
They  met  him  on  the  road,  walking  with 
the  venerable  Lord  Ooleworth.  They  had 
just  coma  from  the  cottage,  and  Arthur's 
grave  face  warned  Phyllb  to  prepare  for 
the  worst  Dear  old  Duffie  was  dead ;  she 
had  felt  that  she  was  dying  when  she  sent 
for  Lord  Ooleworth.  And  he,  poor  man, 
seemed  strangely  agitated  and  overcome. 
He  gazed  at  rhylUs  under  his  white  eye- 
brows,  and  seemed  as  if  inclined  to  address 
hex.  But  then  Dick  Yyvian  came  along 
and  offered  the  old  gentleman  his  arm,  and 
they  walked  away  together. 

Mr&  Dnffield's  death  seemed  to  bring 
Phyllis's  fortunes  to  a  crisis.  She  had  left 
no  wUl,  and  relatives  of  hen  turned  up 
from  all  quarters  to  quarrel  over  and 
eventually  divide  her  succession.  Even 
Phyllis's  piano,  bought  with  her  own 
money,  was  clidmed  as  a  portion  of  the 
inheritance.  But  this  Lady  Dorothea,  who 
championed  Phyllis's  cause  with  her  usual 
enogy,  succeeded  in  cutting  out  as  it  were 
from  under  the  enemy's  guns.  And  there 
WM  no  question  after  the  first  of  where 
Phyltti's  future  home  was  to  be. 

*'  Providence,"  said  Lady  Dorothea,  "  in 
shutting  one  door  had  opened  another."  It 
would  be  her  care  that  Phyllis  should 
be  fairly  started  upon  some  career  that 
should  give  her  the  prospect  of  an  honest 


independence.  But  sha  would  not  lei  off 
Lady  Cbleworth  a  single  sixpence  of  her 
promised  allowance,  which  had  still  another 
year  to  run. 

«<Bahl"  said  Dr.  Sancotta,  who  stiU 
continued  his  visits  as  physician,  although 
Phyllis  declared  herself  perfectly  wdl 
"She  shall  be  dancer,  singer,  teadherl 
What  good  is  thati  If  you  cannot  do 
more  good  than  that,  I  shall  take  her 
myself." 

Sometimes  the  Bajah  came  with  his 
physician,  and  practised  talking  English 
with  Phyllis,  while  he  amused  himself 
with  exciting  her  curiosity  with  wondroua 
tales  of  his  native  land. 

Lady  Dorothea's  riverside  cottage  was 
only  a  little  higher  up-stream  than  Cole- 
worth  Oourt,  and  the  two  Yyvians  were 
constantly  at  the  Bungalow ;  and  Phyllis 
found  Dick  a  most  amusing  companion, 
and  a  past  master  in  the  art  of  makmg 
time  pass  pleasantly.  And  Lord  Cole- 
worth  would  come  iu  sometimes  in  the 
afternoon  for  a  cup  of  tea,  and  for  a  chat 
with  Lady  Dorothea,  and  he  would  sit  and 
furtively  regard  Phyllis  as  she  busied 
herself  over  the  tea-cups,  with  a  puzzled, 
anxious  look  on  his  face,  although  he  only 
talked  on  casual  every-day  topics.  But 
once,  when  everybody  hi^pened  to  be  out 
of  the  room  but  my  lord  and  Phyllis,  he 
drew  up  his  chair  near  to  hers. 

"Phyllis,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  almost  a 
whisper,  "  did  you  ever  know  a  man  named 
Figgins  1 " 

Phyllis  was  as  much  astonished  as  if  the 
teapot  had  become  a  petard,  and  exploded. 
Yet  she  thought  and  thought,  and  at  last 
she  fancied  £at  she  connected  the  name 
with  some  unredeemed  promise^ —  we 
rarely  forget  people,  even  as  childsen, 
whom  we  fancy  our  debtors  —  and  it 
occurred  to  her  that  she  had  been 
promised  a  ''slice  of  the  purandds"  by^  one 
Figgins,  and  had  never  had  it ;  and  the 
whole  scene  came  back  to  her,  of  the  tow- 
row-row  of  the  drums,  and  the  march  of 
the  British  Grenadiers.  And  she  told 
Lord  Ooleworth  softly  that  she  believed  that 
there  had  been  such  a  man  in  the  Grenadier 
Guards,  but  that  was  years  and  years  ago ; 
and  Lord  Ooleworth  acknowledged  the 
information,  scanty  as  it  was,  with  great 
empressement. 

All  this  time  the  Indian  Bajah  was  a 
very  constant  visitor  at  the  Oourt,  and  in 
high  favour  with  Lady  Ooleworth.  People 
said  that  she  wanted  the  Bajah,  who  was 
fabulously  rich,  and  whose  jewels  wereworth 
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a  dukedom,  for  her  daughter  Raby;  but 
in  truth  Lady  Goleworth  had  no  ideas  of 
the  kind.  Her  interest  in  the  Bajah  was 
founded  on  the  fact  that  His  Highness's 
principality  was  situated  on  the  very  fron- 
tier where  some  years  before  Golonel 
Colewortti's  expedition  had  come  to  a 
disastrous  end.  And  it  had  been  thought 
that  the  Bajah  himself  knew  more  about 
the  matter  than  he  was  at  all  inclined  to 
avow;  and  that  he  had  caused  sundry 
quiet,  inofiPensive  tribesmen  to  be  shot  and 
hanged  just  to  propitiate  the  British 
Government,  while  sheltering  and  even  re- 
warding the  real  authors  of  the  outrage. 
Aware  of  these  vague  suspicions,  which 
were  current  only  in  a  very  limited  circle 
of  those  who,  if  the  phrase  may  be  allowed, 
were  "  in  the  know/'  Lady  Goleworth  had 
obtained  a  considerable  iii^aence  over  the 
Bajah,  who,  if  he  had  a  tinge  of  the  ferocity, 
had  something  more  of  the  cowardice  of  a 
tiger.  But  Lady  Goleworth's  object  was 
simple  enough,  and  did  not  revert  to  these 
bygone  events.  The  Golonelhad  beenkiUed, 
no  doubt,  and  all  that  Lady  Goleworth 
wanted  was  some  conclusive  proof  of  his 
death.  And  this,  she  put  it  to  the  Bajah 
sweetly,  she  felt  sure  he  could  furniish. 
The  Bajah  turned  pale  under  his  dusky 
skin,  and  gave  her  ladyship  a  glance  as 
sharp  as  the  executioner's  sword;  but  he 
only  murmured  under  his  breath  that  he 
would  make  enquiries. 

All  this  time  Arthur  Gray  had  fared 
but  badly  at  the  hands  of  fortune.  Phyllis 
was  lost  to  him ;  he  had  no  place  among 
the  new  friends  that  she  had  found, 
and  the  best  service  he  could  render  her 
was  to  disappear  altogether  from  her  sight. 
His  scanty  fortunes  had  fallen  to  utter 
ruin.  His  employers  had  definitely  resolved 
to  dissolve  the  firm  and  retire  from  busi- 
ness. His  uncle  Grimshaw,  enraged  at 
the  loss  of  the  "  Firefly,"  and  disgusted  at 
his  want  of  success  in  the  general  shipping 
line,  had  requested  him  to  find  a  home 
elsewhere.  Bills  announcing  an  auction 
sale  were  pasted  in  the  ?rindows  of  the 
house  in  Nightingale  Terrace  where  he  had 
passed  so  many  happy  hours  with  Phyllis, 
In  the  Gity,  people  he  had  known  in 
business  hurried  past  him,  or  addressed 
him  compassionately :  "  Well,  Gray,  what 
are  you  doing  now  1 "  And  even  if  he  got 
once  more  a  foothold  on  the  tread-wheel 
which  was  twirling  round  so  merrily,  what 
was  there  before  him  but  a  wearisome 
struggle,  now  swimming,  now  sinking,  till 
he  sank  to  rise  no  more.    In  this  dismal 


mood  he  reached  Gharing  Gross,  where  a 
recruiting  sergeant  slapped  him  on  the 
shoulder.  Anything  was  better  than 
going  back,  and  with  a  feeling  that  this 
was  the  next  best  thing  tct  suicide, 
Arthur  Gray  took  his  place  in  the  forlorn 
awkward  squad  that  awaited  the  army 
surgeon's  anrival  by  a  dingy  door  in  the 
dingy  front  of  the  barracks  behind  the 
National  Gallery. 

"  Here  he  comes  I  here  comes  the  bloke 
as  '11  punch  their  ribsl"  cried  the  little  knot 
of  onlookers,  mostly  rejected  ones,  who 
crowded  at  the  barrack  gate— like  Peris  at 
the  gates  of  Paradise— as  the  doctor 
hurried  in,  and  the  squad  of  would-be 
recruits,  with  a  feeble  counterfeit  of  play- 
ful smartness,  took  the  word  of  command 
from  a  sergeant  and  marched  in  after  him. 

CHAPTER  IV.      A  FLIGHT  FROM  THE  RAJAH. 

If  Lady  Dorothea  had  been  moved  in 
her  championship  of  PhyBb  by  certain 
tender  memories,  as  well  as  a  chivalrous 
impulse  to  protect  the  unprotected  of  her 
own  sex,  these  feelings  were  soon  replaced 
by  a  strong  affection  for  the  object  of  her 
care.  People  of  her  acquaintance  had  to 
take  PhylUs  on  trust,  as  all  the  explana- 
tion vouchsafed  to  them  was  that  she  was 
the  daughter  of  an  early  friend,  whom  she 
intended  eventually  to  adopt  as  her  own. 
Lady  Goleworth,  for  her  own  sake,  was 
anxious  that  nothing  should  be  known  as 
to  Phyllis's  real  origin,  although  she 
deplored  the  fatality  which  had  thrown 
her  in  Lady  Dorothea's  way.  She  had 
cherished  the  hope  that  her  own  two 
children  would  eventually  be  Lady  Doro- 
thea's principal  legatees,  and  she  had 
strong  reasons  for  desiring  the  return  of 
PhyUis  to  the  obscurity  out  of  which  she 
had  so  unexpectedly  emerged.  And  it 
would'  not  displease  her  to  see  Phyllis 
compromise  herself  in  a  way  to  forfeit  the 
protection  of  Lady  Dorothea. 

There  was  the  Bajah,  now,  who  was  so 
much  fascinated  by  Phyllis's  attractions — 
if  his  caste  prejudices  and  the  fact  that  he 
had  left  at  least  one  lawful  wife  behind 
liim  in  his  own  dominions — if  these  con- 
siderations precluded  any  permanently 
binding  connection,  surely  money  could 
do  anything,  and  a  girl  like  Phyllis,  if 
sufficiently  well  endowed,  would  think 
herself  fortunately  placed  as  His  Highnesa'a 
reigning  favourite. 

These  notions  Lady  Goleworth  in- 
sinuated into  the  Bajdi's  quick  peroep- 
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tioxi0,  with  the  additional  encouragement 
that  Phyllis  was  not  legally  under  the 
guardianship  of  Lady  Dorothea,  and  that 
no  offence  would  ba  committed  in  re- 
moTing  her  from  her  care.  And  the  result 
was  that  the  Bajah  grew  more  and  more 
pressing  in  his  attentions  to  Phyllis,  while 
there  was  often  in  his  manner  to  her  when 
alone,  a  veiled  insolence  and  familiarity 
that  excited  her  anger  and  scorn.  But 
his  opportunities  were  few,  for  Dr.  San- 
cotta  was  nearly  always  in  close  attend- 
ance upon  him.  The  Esjah  fumed  and 
fretted  under  this  supervision,  and  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  there  was  no  love  lost 
between  the  pair. 

As  for  Lady  Dorothea,  she  tolerated  the 
Eajah's  visits  for  the  sake  of  Dr.  Sancotta's 
society.  Sancotta  was  a  Parsee  and  a 
disdple  of  Zoroaster,  as  far  as  he  was  a 
disciple  at  all  who  professed  to  be  a 
master  and  to  hold  the  key  to  the  most 
recondite  secrets  of  nature.  He  had  cap- 
tured Lady  Dorothea  on  her  visionary  side, 
and  had  won  her  faith  by  tiie  power  of 
his  penetrating  intellect.  "My  dear 
Phyllis,"  said  Lady  Dorothea,  in  a  mo- 
ment of  confidence,  "  that  wonderfd  man 
lias  penetrated  the  mystery  of  my  lifel" 
And  Phyllis  owned  that  although  Dr. 
Sancotta  was  very  kind,  and  seemed  to 
be  actuated  by  the  very  bast  motives,  yet 
tliat  he  always  gave  her  a  creepy  sensation 
when  he  approached  her,  while  he  seemed 
to  read  her  thoughts  as  readily  as  if  they 
were  written  down  for  him. 

It  was  on  one  beautiful  autumnal  day  that 
Phyllis,  taking  a  little  skiff  from  the  boat- 
house,  sculled  herself  up  the  stream  a  little 
way  to  where  a  venerable  willow  formed  a 
shady  nook,  sheltered  from  sun  and  wind, 
and  making  the  boat  fast  to  the  bole  of 
the  tree,  she  began  to  skim  the  pages  of 
the  last  new  novel  from  Mudie's.  As  she 
read  the  lines  became  indistinct,  for 
drowsiness  had  come  over  her — the  lapping 
of  the  water,  the  rustle  of  the  breeze,  the 
cheerful  sounds  of  surrounding  life^  all 
combined  to  lull  her  to  sleep.  How  long 
she  slept  she  could  not  tell,  but  when  she 
awoke  she  was  surprised  to  find  the  skiff 
in  the  middle  of  the  river  and  drifting 
rapidly  down  the  stream.  That  she  had 
moored  the.  boat  insecurely  was  her  first 
impression,  but  when  she  saw  that  the 
scdl  with  which  she  had  manoeuvred  the 
boat  had  been  removed,  she  began  to 
suspect  that  somebody  was  playing  her  a 
trick.  Bat  before  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  on  the  subject,  her  skiff  gently  came 


in  contact  with  the  gilded  counter  of  a  big 
white  launch,  when  a  dark  fellow  in  a 
white  turban  reached  out  and  made  fast 
the  wandering  craft. 

"  What  a  happy  chance  has  brought  the 
lovely  queen  of  the  river  to  the  dazzled 
sight  of  her  humble  slave!" said  theSsijab, 
hastening  to  offer  his  hand  to  the  young 
girL  "And  now  you  will  bless  me  by 
your  presence  in  my  humble  ship." 

Bat  it  was  no  chance  at  all  that  had 
brought  her  there,  but  the  skilful  manage- 
ment of  some  practised  swimmer,  who 
was  at  this  moment  landing  under  some 
bushes ;  and  the  launch  was  under  steam, 
and  at  that  moment  dropped  the  buoy  to 
which  she  had  been  moored  and  began  to 
descend  the  river.  Yet  Phyllis,  though 
vexed,  only  thought  of  the  matter  as  a 
practical  joke.  She  did  not  see  how  to 
get  away  just  then,  but  at  the  first  lock 
she  could  escape.  Bat  the  Rajah's  tone 
became  more  imperious  and  threatening  as 
he  saw  that  she  did  not  intend  to  accept 
his  invitation. 

"You  will  come  on  board  now  in  a 
minute,"  he  cried,  and  seeing  refusal  in 
her  face,  he  gave  an  order  to  the  dark 
attendant,  who,  without  more  ado,  drove 
a  heavy  spike  through  the  bottom  of  the 
skiff,  which  at  once  began  to  fill  and  sink, 
so  that  Phyllis  had  no  choice  but  to  spring 
for  safety  to  the  side  of  the  launch.  In 
so  doing  her  hat  fell  off  and  floated  on  the 
water. 

"  That  is  well,"  said  the  Bajah.  "  They 
will  fiad  the  boat  and  the  hat,  and  they 
will  say  you  are  dead !  Bat  you  shall  be 
idive,  very  much  alive,  with  me." 

The  Bajah  put  his  arm  round  Phyllis 
with  an  insolent  smile,  who  in  return 
dealt  him  a  stinging  blow  in  the  face, 
which  only  had  the  effect  of  putting  him 
in  a  violent  rage.  He  called  to  his 
attendants  to  seize  the  girl  and  convey  her 
to  the  cabin. 

The  launch  had  begun  to  move  quickly, 
but  a  difficult  bend  of  the  river  made  her 
commander  slacken  speed;  but  although 
the  craft  was  skilfully  handled,  yet  d^e 
was  held  by  something  in  the  very  middle 
of  the  river.  In  vain  the  Bajah  raged  and 
ground  bis  teeth,  but  not  an  inch  could 
the  boat  be  stirred;  and  now,  coming 
along  at  a  good  pace,  was  seen  a  boat 
pidled  by  two  good  oars,  while  in  the 
stem  sat  Dr.  Sancotta,  who  was  waving  a 
red  umbrella  as  a  signal.  The  boat  shot 
up  alongside  and  the  doctor  leapt  on 
board  the  launch,  which  at  once  began  to 


move  on  its  conrao.  The  dark  attendants 
exchan^ied  awe-strack  glancei,  and  the 
Bajah'a  gleaming  eyea  fell  before  the 
doctor's  burning  glance. 

"  Mjr  dear,"  aaid  the  doctor,  addressing 
Phyllis,  "I  witnessed  yonr  accident,  and 
have  brought  your  friends  to  your  aid." 

For  it  was  Dick  and  Buby  who  were 
rowing. 

"  Why,  Phyllis,  what  a  narrow  escape 
you  have  had  1 "  said  Baby. 

*^  Yesi  indeed/'  replied  Phyllis,  with  a 
sLldier. 

But  they  had  picked  up  her  hat,  and 
soon  regained  the  ski£f,  and  the  lost  scull 
which  was  also  floating  down  the  stream. 

People  talked  for  a  whole  evening  of  the 
accident  that  had  befallen  Phyllis,  and 
then  the  matter  was  forgotten. 

But  to  Lady  Dorothea  Phyllis  told  the 
true  versfen  of  the  affair,  and  the  recital 
filled  her  with  vivid  apprehensions.  How 
to  act  in  the  mattw  so  as  at  once  to  avoid 
aiqr  scandal  or  publicity — ^things  which 
Lady  Dorothea  dreaded  above  all  things — 
and  at  the  same  time  to  afford  due  pro- 
tection to  Phyllis,  was  a  problem  that 
pusuded  her  completely.  In  all  the 
emergencies  of  life  she  had  been  accustomed 
to  consult  Lord  Ooleworth.  Her  oracle 
was  becoming  old  and  infirm,  and  his  wife 
dissMninated  the  opinion  that  the  old  man 
was  in  his  dotage,  but  there  was  plenty  of 
intelligence  and  judgement  behind  those 
shaggy  white  eyebrows,  although  craving 
chiefly  to  be  left  in  peace  and  tranquillity. 

But  it  so  happened  tiiat  Lord  Coleworth 
himself  wished  to  consult  Lady  Dorothea, 
and  came  over  to  see  her  one  morning 
at  a  t&ne  when  he  was  supposed  to  be 
smoking  his  customary  cigar  in  the  shrub- 
bery. Lord  Coleworth  recalled  to  Lady 
Dorothea's  remembrance  the  circumstances 
attending  poor  Dnffield's  death.  That  good 
woman  haid  sent  for  him  and  imparted  to 
him  certain  surmises  of  her  own  connected 
wtth  Phyllis's  parentage  that  had  greatly 
surprised  him.  She  had  nothing  in  the 
wa^F  of  proofi  but  she  believed  that  one 
Figgins  had ;  and  with  that  she  ceased  to 
speak  coherently  and  then  the  end  came. 
The  clue  was  a  slender  one,  but  having 
ascertabied  that  Figgins  had  been  a  soldier, 
Lord  Ooleworth  imule  enquiries  through 
the  War  Office,  and  found  that  he  was 
still  recdving  a  pension  of  sixpence  a 
day,  and  was  employed  as  a  porter  in  the 
Oitv.  Lord  Ooleworth  saw  the  man,  who 
told  the  following  story.  On  the  eve  of 
the  battle  of  Tel-el-Kebir,  when  the  troops 


were  formed  in  the  darkness  and  lying 
on  the  sand  awaiting  Uie  order  for  the 
final  rush,  Figgins  was  on  the  right  flank 
of  his  company,  and  Captain  Coleworth 
was  lying  next  to  him.  And  just  there 
there  was  a  glare  of  light  from  some  fires 
that  were  burning  in  the  Miemy's  lines, 
and  in  the  light  of  that,  tiie  Captain  took 
out  his  tablets  and  pencil  and  began  to 
write.  And  when  he  had  finished  he 
fastened  the  writing  in  an  envelope  and 
addressed  it.  And  said  he,  handing  over 
the  letter  and  a  sovereign :  ''Figgins,  if  I'm 
knocked  over,  send  this  on;  if  not,  give 
it  me  back,"  and  Figgins  took  the  note  aad 
stuck  it  in  the  linii^  of  his  sleeve.  Well, 
Figgins  was  hit  on  the  arm,  and  the 
Captain  escaped  scot-free,  and  came  to 
Figginsin  the  hospital  tent  ''Where's  that 
note)"  said  he;  and  tiie  ambulance  men 
had  cut  off  his  sleeve  on  account  of  his 
wounded  arm,  and  had  taken  no  notice 
of  where  they  put  the  same.  And  it  was 
some  months  aifter  at  a  rag-shop  in  Cairo 
that  Figgins  recognised  his  sleeve  hanging 
up,  and  bought  it  for  a  piastre,  and  tucked 
up  in  the  cuff  of  it  was  the  Captain's 
letter ;  but  by  that  time  the  Captain  had  kit 
the  regiment,  and  Fi^  ns  kept  the  letter, 
thhiking  that  some  day  it  might  be  asked 
for.  And  meeting  Mtb,  D^eld,  whom 
he  had  known  when  she  was  at  the  Tower, 
he  told  her  about  it,  and  she  Bali :  **  Keep 
it  till  you're  asked  for  it."  Bat  when  the 
Captain's  father  came  and  said  how  hia 
son  was  dead,  and  looked  at  the  letter, 
and  said  he  knew  ^e  person  to  whom 
it  was  addressed,  and  as  the  old  gentlemsn; 
behaved  handsomely  to  Figgins,  n^y,  he 
was  welcome  to  the  letter. 

"  And  here  it  is,  my  dear;"  said  Lord 
Coleworth,  producing  a  yellow,  disedouiad 
letter  addressed  to  Lady  Dorothea  Wynnes 
whose  face  blanched  mth  emotion  as  sbe^ 
saw  the  faded  handwriting. 

"  Ought  I  to  open  it  9 "  she  asked,  lookp 
ing  at  Lord  Coleworth.  "  He  would  have 
ti£en  it  back,  you  know." 

Lord  Coleworth  hesitated. 

"  I  think  Gerald's  death  alters  the  case," 
he  said  at  last.     "  Yes,  open  it,  certainly." 

Lady  Dorothea  broke  open  the  covra 
and  read  the  contents  of  the  letter,  which 
consisted  only  of  a  few  words.*  At  once 
the  pallor  on  her  face  was  succeeded  by  a 
warm  glow  of  colour,  which  faded  and  left 
her  face  paler  than  before. 

"Thuik  you,"  she  said  in  a  strahied 
voice,  "thank  you  for  bringing  me  this. 
It  is  a  message  that  concerns  only  me." 


r 


Ghwtes  DiokMUL] 


THE  FORTUNES  OF  PHYLLIS. 


15 


Lord  Golewoith  took  up  his  hat  to 
depart  "  There  is  notUng,  Dorotiiea,  in 
which  I  can  be  of  service  t"  Lady  Dorothea 
beihonght  her  of  the  advice  she  had  been 
about  to  seek,  in  what  seemed  to  her  now 
the  far  distant  past.  Bat  everything  was 
different  now,  a  faded  scrap  of  writing  had 
changed  it  all.  No  longer  she  hesitated. 
In  what  concerned  Phyllis  it  was  for  her 
to  decide^  and  she  made  up  her  mind  at 
once.  Phyllis  mnst  be  taken  out  of  the 
reach  of  this  insolent  BajaJ^  and  of  his 
fascinating  bat  uncanny  phyddan. 

In  a  general  way  Bradshaw  and  a  cab 
are  the  only  essential  preliminaries,  finance 
pennitting,  for  a  successfal  evasion. 
There  were  half-i^ozen  houses  in  as  many 
different  parts  of  the  country  where  Lady 
Dorothea  would  be  welcomed  with  effasion. 
But  then,  so  would  the  Bajah.  His 
Highness  was  in  the  fashion,  and  no 
country  house  of  distinction  could  miss  a 
visit  from  the  briDiant  and  popular  Prince. 
Thus,  as  known  to  be  in  His  Grace's 
favour,  Lady  Dorothea  had  been  appUed 
to  by  various  friends.  <*  Do  persuade  your 
Bajah  to  give  us  a  few  days,  and  Us 
cluurming  physician  of  whom  one  hears  so 
much." 

But  there  was  the  Duke  of  Ancaster, 
who  detested  foreigners,  and  held  the  mOd 
Hindoo  in  especial  abhorrence.  The  Bajah 
would  never  get  an  invitation  there.  True, 
the  house  was  a  dull  one,  the  Duchess 
somnolent^  the  Duke  thinkhig  only  of  his 
grouse  and  deer,  and  surrounded  by  cronies 
and  toadies  of  both  sexes.  And  the  house, 
Ogham  Castle,  not  a  hundred  miles  from 
John  o'  Groat's,  was  encompassed  by  at 
least  a  hundred  square  miles  of  barren 
heath  and  wretched  moorland,  dignified  by 
the  name  of  forest  That  is  on  the  shore 
side^  for  the  Oastle  itself  lay  on  a  rocky 
promontory,  washed  by  the  wild  North 
Sea,  and  tall  ships  ndght  anchor  in  the 
bay,  With  thefr  ykrd-arms  poking  into  the 
very  windows  of  the  Gastle.  However,  to 
Ogham  Castle  she  would  go  with  Phyllis, 
and  lest  the  Bajah  should  follow  them,  she 
would  confide  her  destination  to  nobody 
till  they  were  fairly  at  sea. 

And  in  pursuance  of  her  plans  she  sent 
for  Dick  Vyvian,  and  gave  him  carte 
blanche  to  hire  a  commodious  steam  yacht 
of  about  two  hundred  tons,  to  be  moored 
off  Qravesend  on  the  following  Saturday. 

*' Gravesend,"  cried  Phyllis,  iriien  she 
heard  of  the  proposed  cruise ;  "  why  not 
London  Docks  9 "  and  she  carolled  the  old 
saOors'  ahanty : 


"To  London  Docks  we  bade  adieu, 
To  lavelv  Poll,  and  likewise  Sae  ; 
Our  anchor  peaked,  our  sails  unfurled, 
We're  bound  to  plough  the  watery  world," 

"That  is  jost  it,"  said  Lady  Dorothea, 
laughing.  '*  Phyllis,  if  anybody  adn  for 
our  address  for  the  next  few  months,  tell 
them  the  '  watery  world  M  " 

But  Phyllis  had  certain  tender  thoughts 
which  turned  towards  the  London  Docks 
with  a  feeling  that  none  could  shara  That 
rugged  old  playfellow,  tiie  Tower,  and 
Grimshaw's  whaxf ;  and  where  was  Arthur 
now,  and  why  didn't  he  write  or  send  her 
some  sign  of  Ms  existence  t 

Lady  Dorothea's  plans  had  worked  out 
without  a  hitch.  Dick  had  secured  just 
the  kind  of  boat  she  wanted,  with  an 
affable  captain  and  pleasant  crew.  Dick, 
too,  on  being  invited  to  ship  for  t^e  watery 
world,  replied  that  he  womd  be  delighted 
to  go  to  the  end  of  the  world  in  such 
company,  if  he  could  be  assured  of  being 
able  to  join  a  county  football  match  in  tlie 
first  week  of  October.  Satisfied  on  this 
head,  he  threw  over  a  friend  who  wanted 
him  to  join  in  sailing  a  two-ton  yacht  to 
^'  Norroway  through  the  foam,"  and  joined 
the  party  at  the  rendezvous. 

''I  want  you,  captain,"  said  Lady 
Dorothea,  as  soon  as  they  were  all  on 
board,  ''  to  sail  till  you  are  out  of  sight  of 
land,  and  then  I  shall  make  up  my 
mind." 

"I  see,  my  lady,  sealed  orders,"  sidd 
the  captain,  with  an  irresistible  wink  that 
he  indulged  in  even  in  the  most  august 
presence.  And  Sheemess  was  passed, 
where  guns  were  gruffly  barking,  and 
shot  were  raising  fountains  of  spray  that 
caught  rainbow  tints  in  the  sunshine,  and 
ironclads  lay  wallowing  on  the  tide;  and 
so  past  Heme  Bay,  where  batteries  of 
bathing-waggons  were  drawn  up  on  the 
beach,  with  Beculvers'  twin  towers,  and 
Margate  shining  on  its  headland,  roofii,  and 
white  hotels,  and  the  beach  with  its  gay 
and  busy  swarm,  the  resonance  of  the 
band  and  the  faint  hum  of  the  multitude 
falling  softiy  on  the  ears.  Bat  all  was 
still  and  hushed  in  the  calm  of  a  summer 
evening,  when,  out  of  sight  of  land,  and 
with  only  a  little  fleet  of  fishing-boats  to 
be  seen  far  or  near,  the  captain  came  to 
Lady  Dorothea  for  further  inistructions. 

"  Doncansby  Head,  madam !  That  is  our 
pointy  then — and  a  nasty  coast  it  is  with  a 
north-east  gale ! " 

The  voyage  passed  pleasantiy  and 
calmly.    There  was  a  soft  westerly  breeze, 


16 


ALL  THE  TEAS  BOUND  AUTUMN  NUMBEB.      [Oondiiotedbf 


and  the  boat  stood  eloae  in  to  the  hnge 
cli£b  of  the  northern  coast.  Scarborongh 
tempted  Phyllis  and  Dick  most  craelly, 
and  they.begged  Lady  Dorothea  to  let  the 
ship  lie-to  for  the  night  so  that  they  might 
go  ashore, 

To  tread  but  one  measare,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 

Bat  Lady  Dorothea  was  inexorable) 
and  the  gaunt  ruins  of  Whitby  Abbey 
on  the  lonely  height  were  passed,  and 
the  castled  crag  of  Bamborongh,  and 
then  no  more  was  seen  of  England, 
and  not  much  of  Scotland ;  and  as  they 
saOed  on,  the  dayUght  seemed  to  draw  in 
rapidly,  and  the  nights  were  lit  up  with 
strange  radiance  from  the  northern  skiea 
And  with  the  sea  like  milk,  and  perfectly 
smooth,  the  boat  rounded  the  dark  head- 
land, and  opened  out  the  rocky  bay  where 
Ogham  Castle,  with  its  turrets  and  battle- 
ments, was  mirrored  in  the  placid  waters. 
But  before  them  lay  the  placid  firth,  here 
narrowed  by  islets,  and  there  stretching 
out  indefinitely  into  the  glory  of  the 
setting  sun,  with  a  coast  of  dazzling  sands 
and  rocky  headlands.  It  was  the  extreme 
end  of  the  Isle  of  Britain. 

But  out  of  the  glow  of  the  evening  sky 
there  came  a  growing  obscurity  of  thick 
smoke.  A  steamer  was  coming  along 
from  the  west,  fall  tilt  for  the  Pentland 
Firth.  She  slackened  speed  as  she  made 
out  the  other  boat,  and  as  she  came 
abreast  of  her,  stopped  altogether.  Yes, 
it  was  Dr.  Sancotta  who  stood  on  the 
bridge  and  amicably  waved  his  hat  to  the 
Uttleeroup  on  the  rival  steamer. 

"  Me  is  wonderfully  guided,  the  wretch," 
said  Lady  Dorothea, "  but  I  think  we  shall 
have  the  best  of  him.  I  don't  think  he 
will  conjure  his  way  into  Ogham  Castle." 

CHAPTER    V.      "GOOD-BYE,   SWEETHEART." 

There  was  nothing  formidable  about 
Ogham  Castle  eVen  for  a  tyro  in  fine  com- 
pany. It  was  j  List  like  a  big  hotel,  only 
with  better  attendance  than  usually  falls 
to  the  lot  of  the  traveller.  The  dinner 
was  the  most  formidable  function,  but  on 
the  first  evening  Phyllis  was  taken  in 
charge  by  a  good-humoured,  talkative, 
middle-aged  Oobnel,  an  old  friend  of  Lady 
Dorothea's,  who  made  things  very  pleasant 
for  her.  And  in  the  drawing-room  there 
was  no  time  for  g^ae,  as  the  Duchess  had 
a  plan  in  her  head  which  drew  all  the 
ladies  with  eagerness  together.  It  was  a 
secret  to  be  kept  from  Doke  Leofric,  who 


abhorred  everything  of  the  kind,  but  the 
Duchess  had  managed  to  secure  Dr.  San- 
cotta for  this  one  evening,  and  in  her  own 
boudoir,  and  just  among  themselves,  for 
half  an  hour  he  would  show  them  some 
wonderful  things.  The  doctor  would  not 
appear  at  the  dinner-table,  for  he  preferred 
to  fast  before  any  manifestation  of  liis 
powers. 

**  We  are  in  for  it  now,"  whispered  Lady 
Dorothea  to  Phyllis ;  "  we  must  join  the 
rest,  but  be  careful" 

Dr.  Sancotta  sat  at  a  table  reading  by 
the  strong  light  of  a  shaded  lamp,  whUe 
all  the  rest  of  the  room  was  in  semi- 
darkness.  He  rose  and  bowed  courteously 
as  the  bevy  of  women  entered  the  apart- 
ment, and  with  a  magisterial  wave  of  the 
hand  intimated  that  ail  must  be  seated. 

"  You  must  not  expect,"  he  said,  in  his 
firm,  melodious  tones,  ''any  extraordinary 
manifestations  this  evening.  The  past  is 
within  our  grasp  to  recall,  the  future  may 
be  forecast  with  accuracy,  but  these  by 
methods  which  demand  long  and  painful 
preparation  on  the  part  of  the  neophyte  as 
well  asthe  master,and  should  be  approached 
in  a  more  solemn  spirit  than  is  compatible 
with  a  mere  casual  gathering.  Bat  the 
present  is  within  our  reach.  AJl  we  require 
is  a  medium  of  communication,  and  the 
three  requisites  of  such  j  a  medium  are 
youth,  purity,  and  a  sensitive  organisa- 
tion." 

A  certain  embarrassment  was  evident 
among  the  Dachess's  guests,  as  the  search- 
ing glance  of  the  doctor  passed  round  the 
circle. 

*' Shall  I  send  for  some  of  the  young 
housemaids!"  asked  the  Duchess  nervously. 

"  By  no  means,"  said  Sancotta.  '<  I  see 
a  young  lady  who  perfectly  fulfils  my  con- 
ditions, with  the  addition  of  charms  that 
recsU  tiie  'Phyllis  smiling  and  begoiling*  of 
the  old  song." 

"  Amazbg ! "  whispered  the  Duchess  to 
her  neighbour.  '*He  knows  everything,  you 
see." 

Lady  Dorothea's  eyes  flashed  fire,  bat 
the  doctor  met  her  glance  with  a  look  of 
triumph  as  Phyllis,  trembling,  and  with 
pupils  dilated,  approached  the  ward's  seat. 

''  Courage,  my  dear  girl,"  whispered  the 
doctor,  "  there  is  notUng  formidable  to  en- 
counter," and  he  placed  her  in  a  chair  with 
her  back  to  the  table  and  the  lamp. 
"  Now,"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  want  you  to 
think  earnestly  on  somebody  you  know  or 
knew — a  living  person  preferably.  If  dead, 
your  task  will  be  more  difficult."    Phyllis 
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tried  to  think  of  some  indifferent  person, 
of  Lord  Coleworth  or  old  Grimshaw,  bat 
do  what  she  woi^di  only  one  image  would 
fix  itself  in  her  mind,  and  that  was  of  the 
dear  '^Paddie''  she  had  known  in  her 
youth,  the  figure  associated  in  her  mind 
with  the  red  coats  and  black  busbies,  and 
the  strains  of  martial  music. 

"  You  have  thought  of  some  one,  I  see," 
said  Sancotta,  with  a  smile.  "  Now  hold 
out  your  hand."  Taking  her  hand  in  his, 
the  palm  uppermost,  he  poured  into  the 
hollow  a  few  drops  of  a  rose-coloured  fluid, 
and  bade  her  look  intently  at  the  liquid 
globule.  As  she  did  so  it  appeared  to 
increase  and  swell,  till  she  lost  sight  of 
everything  else,  and  in  the  centre  was  a 
dark  nudeus,  which  gradually  unfolded 
till  she  could  make  out  figures  and  a  luid- 
scape,  a  hillside  covered  with  a  thick 
forest  growth,  in  the  centre  of  which  was 
a  kind  of  stockaded  fort,  about  which  a 
number  of  dusky-looking  warriors  were 
loungbgi  The  gate  of  the  fort  opened, 
and  there  came  slowly  limping  forth  into 
the  open,  a  man  of  European  features,  half 
hidden  in  a  grizzly  beurd.  His  ankles 
were  sliackled  togeUier  by  heavy  irons,  so 
that  he  could  only  walk  at  a  shambUng 
pace,  and  he  was  watched  and  followed  by 
half-a4ozen  guards  with  rifies  on  theb 
shoulders.  He  made  his  way  to  a  seat 
under  a  lofty  tree,  where  he  had  carved 
his  name  and  a  long  row  of  notches,  which 
perliaps  represented  the  months  of  his 
captivity. 

All  tins  Phyllis  had  mechanically,  and 
in  a  low  monotone,  described  to  the 
audience ;  but  as  she  saw  the  figure's  eyes 
fixed  upon  her,  and  she  faeud  the  sigh  or 
groan  which  escaped  from  his  lips,  she  could 
control  herself  no  longer.  "It  is  my  father !" 
she  cried,  and  fell,  half  fainting,  into 
the  arms  of  Lady  Dorothea,  who  had  come 
to  her  aid,  and  stood  over  her,  looking 
wrathful  defiance  at  Sancotta. 

And  nothing  could  assuage  Lady  Doro- 
thea's indignation  or  induce  her  to  stay 
another  day  at  the  Castle.  She  would 
take  PhylUs  at  once  to  her  own  home  in 
Wales,  where  at  least  she  could  be  pro- 
tected from  charlatans  and  adventurers. 
Poor  Phyllis,  who  was  paying  the  penalty 
of  over-excitement  in  headache  and  nervous 
depression,  offered  no  opposition,  and  with- 
out beat  of  drum  Lady  Dorothea  re- 
embarked  her  party,  and  gave  saQing 
orders  for  the  coast  of  Wales,  to  run  within 
the  stormy  Hebrides.  This  had  been  the 
disastrous  sea  route  of  the  defeated  Ar- 


mada ;  but  for  Lady  Dorothea  it  would  be 
a  kind  of  triumphal  progress. 

But  the  progress  was  not  so  smooth  as 
before.  For  although  the  weather  was 
calm,  a  heavy  ground-swell  had  set  in  from 
the  Atlantic,  great  glassy  waves  coming 
on  in  oily  smoothness  to  break  with  a 
thundering  roar  and  in  sheets  of  foam  on 
the  rocky  coast.  Oape  Wrath  was  wreathed 
in  clouds  of  spray,  through  which  it  loomed 
as  dark  and  sinistor  as  its  name,  and  the 
tide  was  pouring  down  the  Minch  in  whbls 
and  eddies  that  made  ScyUa  and  Charybdis 
appear  probable.  For  there  were  rocks, 
too,  in  abundance,  jagged  fangs  and 
treacherous  reefs,  and  but  for  catching  a 
highland  pilot  and  making  him  take  charge 
of  the  ship,  the  captain  would  have  put 
about  the  boat  and  gone  back  the,  way  he 
came.  Then  they  ran  into  smoother 
water,  and  found  the  straits  by  Lochalsh 
as  placid  as  an  inland  lake.  But  the 
Atlantic  surges  caught  them  as  they  passed 
between  the  strange  island  peaks  of  Bum 
and  Eigg,  and  it  blew  something  like  a 
gale  off  Ardnamurchan  Point.  And  Staffa, 
with  its  wondrous  columns,  was  white 
with  sea  foam,  while  lona  and  her  dark 
low  ruins  seemed  all  awash  with  the  great 
rolling  billows.  There  was  nothing  after 
this  but  howling  vrinds  and  driving  rain, 
while  rocky  isles  and  bare  gloomy  pro- 
montories were  seen  to  pass  like  a  vision. 
The  Irish  coast  loomed  on  one  hand ;  in  a 
gleam  of  misty  light  the  rugged  Mull  o' 
Galloway  was  seen  on  the  other.  A  dark, 
shadow-like  pinnacle,  dimly  seen  in  the 
shades  of  evening,  was  said  to  be  the 
«Oalf  of  Man,"  and  after  that  all  was 
obli^on,  till  a  lovely  morning  broke  in 
perfect  peace  and  stiUness  as  we  boat  lay 
at  anchor  in  the  Menai  Straite,  with  theu 
green  shore  and  their  pleasant  towns,  their 
huge  bridges,  and  their  happy,  ''riant" 
aspect. 

With  the  clatter  of  Welsh  tongues  as 
they  landed,  Phyllis  imagined  herself  in  a 
foreign  land.  But  Lady  Dorothea  was 
familiar  with  it  all,  and  had  a  Welsh 
greeting  for  one  or  the  other.  Now  it 
would  be  an  old  market-woman  who 
would  seize  her  by  the  hand  and  pour  out 
a  torrent  of  Welsh  civilities;  or  an  old 
farmer  in  a  white  peaked  hat  would^bar 
the  passage,  gesticulating  in  what  seemed 
to  Phyllis  a  violent  rage,  but  which  was 
only  a  friendly  welcome  to  the  land  of  the 
Cymry. 

There  was  a  drive  of  eight  miles  or  so 
to  Bryndinas,  a  gradual  ascent  nearly  all 
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the  waji  with  a  mountain  torrent  roaring 
below,  and  rilhiy  and  brooksi  and  foaming 
fallfl  making  a  pleasant  mnrmnr  on  every 
ride.  And  the  hills  were  more  ragged  and 
broken  the  farther  one  went,  and  over  the 
rocky  pastures  showed  the  purple  fluik  of 
a  huge  predpioe,  and  the  ridge  of  a  moun- 
tain summit  showed  against  the  sW.  But 
Nature  had  softened  her  mood  wnen  she 
hollowed  out  the  vale  tihat  was  spread  out 
beneath  the  rude  orest  of  Bryndinas. 
There  were  traces  of  a  rude  fort  on  tihe 
hill  that  had  once  been  the  stronghold  of 
the  chief  of  the  tribe,  but  the  house  ttiat 
had  taken  its  name  therelh>m  was  in  the 
yallcy,  a  grey  and  venerable  manrion,  set 
in  the  greenest  of  sward,  with  masdye 
oaks  grouped  here  and  there  about  it,  and 
a  deep,  dark  background  in  the  firs  that 
elothed  the  hill  behind  it  And  it  was 
strange  in  the  deep  solitude  and  sOence 
to  hear  the  dock  from  the  stable  turret 
chime  forth  the  hour,  and  the  scream  of 
the  peacock  that  followed. 

"It  is  an  enchanted  palace,"  cried 
Phyllis,  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the 
lodge  gate,  a  mile  away  from  the  house. 

"  I  love  the  place,"  said  Lady  Dorothea ; 
*^but  I  love  it  best  at  a  distance,  for  I 
always  come  to  it  with  something  like 
reluctance.  There  are  places  too  deeply 
diarged  with  memories ;  but  you,  Phyllis, 
must  bring  in  the  charm  of  the  present." 

Life  at  Bryndinas  passed  pleasantly 
enough.  Visiting  neighbours  were  few 
and  at  long  distances  apart,  and  the  great 
house  of  the  district  was  closed  to  the 
dwellers  at  Bryndinas;  for  the  first  news 
that  greeted  them  on  their  arrival  was 
that  Lord  Oldfield  was  entertaining  a  large 
party  at  Penartb,  and  that  among  the 
guests  was  an  Indian  Prince  who  went 
about  all  spangled  with  diamonds. 

There  was  no  getting  out  of  the  Bajah's 
radius,  that  was  evident;  but  as  he  made 
no  attempt  upon  the  privacy  of  Bryn- 
dinas, it  seemed  probable  tliat  his  visit 
was  a  coincidence  merely,  and  Lady 
Dorothea  began  to  relax  her  anxious  watch 
over  Phyllis;  and  Gelert,  the  great  wolf- 
dog,  was  a  snffident  protection  to  that 
young  lady  in  her  walks  abroad  and  also 
m  her  drives,  for  a  strong  attachment  had 
sprung  up  between  the  two,  and  after  his 
first  introduction  to  "  Phyllis,  smiUng  and 
beguiling,"  the  poor  dog  would  follow 
nobody  else. 

And  Phyllis  one  day,  with  Gdert  in 
attendance,  had  driven  over  to  the  station, 
some  five  miles  distant,  to  fetch  a  box  of 


books  from  Mudie's ;  and  she  was  about  to 
drive  back  the  way  she  came,  when  she 
heard  ttie  sound  of  martial  mudc  and  the 
tramp  of  many  feet  "Indeed  it  is  the 
soldiers  marehing  through  the  town,"  said 
the  station-master,  the  town  consisthig  of 
hdf-a-dozen  thatched  cottages,  and  an  bin 
called  the  "Gross  Foxes,"  upon  the  old 
Holyhead  Boad.  Phyllis  thought  she 
would  Uke  to  see  them  pass,  and  drove  on 
to  the  cross  roads.  A  good  many  people  had 
gathered  to  see  the  soldiers  pass,  and  Welsh 
greetings  of  M  kinds  rent  the  air.  For 
these  were  the  Cambrian  Eaneers,  the  very 
regiment  that  had  relieved  the  Guards  at 
the  Tower  in  the  old  days;  and  there 
were  a  good  many  Welshmen  among  the 
rank  and  file,  and  they  were  marching 
from  Wrexham  to  join  a  transport  steamer 
at  Holyhead.  The  white  goat  with  the 
long  beard  marched  in  front  with  as  much 
dignity  as  the  drum-major,  while  Bran, 
the  wolf-hound,  whose  acquaintance  Phyllis 
had  made  fai  the  Tower,  and  who  was  a 
near  relative  of  Gelerfs,  ran  from  one  to 
the  other  of  the  companies.  When  the 
regiment  had  gone  by,  Phyllis  was  about 
to  drive  away,  when  she  saw  that  the 
regimental  baggage  had  still  to  pass,  three 
or  four  transport  carts,  drawn  by  mules, 
with  a  baggage  guard  of  a  corporal  and 
two  men.  IHiese  had  more  Uian  their 
share  of  the  dust  and  heat  of  the  march, 
and  looked  fagged  and  thirsty.  And  a 
woman  at  a  cottage  door  brought  out  a 
great  brown  pitcher  of  water,  and  called 
out  in  Welsh  to  them  to  come  and  drink. 
They  understood  the  gesture,  anyhow,  and 
ran  eagerly  across,  the  Corporal  making 
his  men  drink  first  As  the  young  Cor- 
poral lifted  up  his  face  from  the  pmher, 
Phyllis  recognised  him;  he  was  Arthur 
Gray.    She  called  out  his  name. 

"Phyllis,"  he  cried  hoarsely,  "good-bye. 
God  bless  you !  I  must  not  stay,"  and  he 
and  his  men  doubled  after  the  luggage 
waggons,  which  had  gone  a  good  way 
ahead. 

CHAPTER  VL      A  TIGER  ON  THE  TRACK. 

A  YEAR  or  more  had  elapsed  dnce 
Arthur  Gray  had  disappeared  m  the  dust 
of  the  Holyhead  Boad,  and  Phyllis  had 
heard  nothing  more  of  him  except  tliat  the 
regiment  had  arrived  in  India,  and  had 
been  sent  up  the  country.  As  for  Lady 
Dorothea  and  Phyllis,  they  had  bean 
moving  here  and  there,  at  Mentone  In  the 
epring,  in  London  in  the  summer,  and  they 
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hftd  ratnrned  to  BryndinaB  for  theantunn. 
The  fiajah  bad  peneveringly  followed  their 
eoune,  and  he  had  lost  no  opportnnily 
of  meeting  Phyllis,  bat  hia  demeanour 
was  irreproachable,  and  withont  ahnttfaig 
Phyllis  up  altogether,  Lady  Dorothea  saw 
no  way  of  entirely  evading  his  attentions. 
And  Dr.  Sanoottawas  not  far  off  whenever 
the  Bajah  was  at  hand,  and  Phyllis  was 
far  too  fond,  so  thonght  Lady  Dorothea,  of 
talking  with  that  enigmatic  but  fasdnatins 
personage.  Bat  he  was  in  sach  genenu 
demand  in  society  that  Phyllis  was  thought 
fortunate  in  being  able  to  secure  such  a 
share  of  his  attention.  But  Phyllis  was 
chiefly  anzioas  to  elicit  from  the  doctor 
some  explanation  of  the  vision  she  had 
aeen  or  imagined  under  his  influence.  For 
the  scene  haunted  her,  and  in  her  dreams 
she  saw  the  captive  loaded  with  chidns 
and  always  he  looked  up  at  her  wiUi  the 
same  sorrowful,  half  reproachfol  gaze.  But 
Sancotta  declared  that  he  knew  nothbig  of 
the  scene  or  the  person.  He  had  heard, 
certainly,  of  a  Ooleworth  sahib  who  Iwd 
been  kiUed  by  the  hillmen,  but  he  had  no 
concern  for  tiie  "sahibs."  He  had  the 
Eftjah  to  look  after,  and  that  was  enough 
for  him — ^too  much  at  times. 

<'  But  why  do  you  devote  yourself  to  the 
Bajafa,"  asked  Phyllis,  "when  you  don't 
really  like  him  t" 

"Because,"  said  Sancotta  gravely,  "I 
am  commissioned  by  a  higher  power  to 
regenerate,  if  possible,  a  man  whose  life 
affects  the  welfare  of  myriads  of  human 
beinflfs 

"And  if  it  is  not  possible r  said 
Phyllis. 

Sancotta  made  a  gesture  with  his  hand 
as  if  he  had  brushed  away  a  fly  from  his 
sleeve.  Phyllis  shuddered,  for  she  had 
implidt  faith  in  Dr.  Sancotta's  power. 

It  was  at  a  brilliant  reception  in  the 
Duke  of  Ancaster's  grand  Belgravian 
mamion  that  Phyllis  next  saw  the  Rajah. 
She  had  been  talking  to  the  venerable 
Lord  Ooleworth  just  before.  Only  a  few 
commonplace  remarks  had  been  exchanged, 
for  Lady  Ooleworth  was  in  waiting  and 
hurried  him  off  to  speak  to  somebody  else. 
Then  Phyllis  saw  that  the  seat  next  to  her 
was  occupied  by  the  Bajah. 

"  LtBten,  sweet  Phyllis,"  he  said,  with  a 
charming  smile.  "  I  have  thought  of  a  so 
good  way  of  softening  your  obdurate  heart, 
and  mi^g  it  respond  to  my  affection. 
You  shall  sav  to  me,  beloved  one,  I  will 
that  you  shall  make  ready  for  me  a  beauti- 
ful house,  an  earthly  paradise  where  we 


shall  live  and  love  to  the  end  of  our  days. 
And  I  so  joyful  send  a  little  word  by 
telegraph ;  it  travels  across  IncUa,  and  one 
who  just  then  was  in  chains,  is  now  free 
to  walk  here  and  there,  and  at  night  instead 
of  a  dungeon  he  sleeps  in  a  beautiful 
pavilion." 

Phyllis  looked  at  the  Bajah  with  sudden, 
intense  interest  He  was  speaking  of  her 
father,  who  was  in  some  way  in  his  power. 

"  And  when  we  are  together,  sweet,  in 
our  paradise — shall  it  be  m  Italy  1 — ^yee — 
I  will  never  go  back  to  India.  If  I  have 
wives,  there  they  shall  stay,  they  shall 
never  trouble  you ;  and  then  the  prisoner 
shall  come  free,  he  shall  close  the  old 
father's  eyes,  and  tumHhe  old  ranee  out  of 
doora" 

"  And  if  I  decline  this  peculiar  paradisel" 
asked  Phyllis,  with  curlmg  lip. 

^' Still  there  wiU  go  beneath  the  seas 
the  little  word,  and  where  there  were 
chains  on  the  feet  there  shall  be  chains  on 
the  hands  also,  and  a  weight  that  no  man 
can  lift ;  and  if  my  beloved  is  still  cruel 
another  word  shall  go,  and  they  shall  take 
irons  and  put  out  nis  eyes ;  and  another 
word,  and  they  shall  tear  his  flesh  with 
pincers." 

The  Bajah's  words  came  fast  and  tUck, 
his  eyes  gleamed,  drops  of  foam  trickled 
from  his  Ups. 

"  Oruel  wretch,"  cried  PhyUis,  "  I  wiU 
denounce  you ;  you  shall  suffer  for  ttifa." 

The  Bajah  threw  himself  back  in  his 
chafr,  and  laughed  softly  in  a  sudden 
change  of  mood.  "And  how  people  will 
laugh,"  he  cried,  "  and  they  will  say  how 
capitally  the  Bajah  draws  the  long  bow  1 " 

And,  indeed,  all  people  to  whom  Phyllis 
spoke  treated  her  story  as  an  amusing 
invention,  or  if  impressed  by  her  serious, 
eager  manner,  they  decided  that  the  poor 
gin  was  suffering  from  the  hallucination 
of  overwrought  nerves.  And  yet  poor 
Phyllis's  efforts  were  not  entirely  without 
result.  The  story  she  told  reached  the 
ears  of  a  high  official,  who  had  all  along 
had  his  doubts  about  the  Bajah.  And 
concurrently  with  a  private  telegram  from 
His  Highness, "  More  rupees,"  an  official 
one  of  greater  lengtii  suggested  that  the 
Home  Government  would  not  be  ill-pleased 
if  an  expedition  were  organised  to  chastise 
those  Ull  tribes  who  had  been  givbg 
trouble  lately,  and  to  clear  up  more  con- 
clusively the  fate  of  Colonel  Oolewortii. 
And  the  result  was  that  a  wing  of  an 
English  regiment  and  a  number  of  Gmoorkas 
were  detached  for  this  service,  and  the 
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"wing  in  qaestion  happened  to  be  the  half- 
battalion  of  the  Cambrian  Bangeri  in 
which  one  Arthur  Gray  was  sergeant 

CHAPTER  VII.   IN  THE  RANKS  OF  DEATH. 

The  little  border  war  that  had  barst  out 
on  the  frontiers  of  Eandorga  had  hitherto 
produced  no  definite  result.  There  had 
been  much  desultory  fighting,  and  wherever 
the  enemy  had  made  a  stand  he  had  been 
dispersed ;  but  he  had  gathered  again  at  a 
respectful  distance,  and  to  follow  him 
farther  in  a  wild  and  mountunous  country, 
where  regular  troops  were  at  a  certain 
disadvantage,  seemed  to  be  only  to  invite 
disaster.  .£id  the  acene  of  the  catastrophe 
of  the  Ooleworth  expedition,  some  four  or 
five  years  before,  had  been  reached,  and 
the  neighbourhood  carefully  examined,  but 
there  was  nothing  discovered  that  could 
throw  any  light  upon  the  fate  of  its  chief. 
But  some  peaceful  villagers  who  had  re- 
mained in  their  habitations,  and  had 
realised  small  fortunes  in  the  sale  of  eggs, 
and  milk,  and  vegetables  to  the  invaders, 
had  vague  information  to  give  that  a 
certain  white  man  had  been  seen  in  a 
place  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  distant,  the 
way  to  which  was  over  an  almost  in- 
accessible mountain  pais.  It  would  be 
absurd  to  risk  the  safety  of  the  force  in 
such  a  region,  but  a  small  party  of  picked 
men  might  march  out  and  reconnoitre  the 
region  and  be  back  in  the  camp  before  the 
hillmen  had  time  to  muster  in  any  force. 
The  Cambrians  had  distinguished  them- 
selves by  their  marching  capacity  as  well 
as  by  their  steadiness  under  fire,  and  the 
best  marching  and  the  steadiest  company 
in  the  battalion  was  number  five,  in  which 
Arthur  Gray  was  sergeant;  and  number 
five  accordingly  was  chosen  for  the 
business. 

The  start  had  been  made  in  the  small 
hours  of  the  morning,  and  in  darkness  and 
silence  the  little  column  had  stumbled 
along  through  the  intricacies  of  a  forest 
path  in  the  footsteps  of  a  native  guide. 
Then  there  was  a  halt  till  sufficient  day- 
light appeared  to  show  the  way  across  a 
dangerous  mountain  ridge,  and  they 
reached  the  summit  of  the  pass  before 
the  fiery  heat  of  the  day  had  fdrly 
commenced.  Stretched  before  them  was 
a  wild  forest  region,  vast  and  desolate, 
bounded  by  the  distant  snow -covered 
mountains  of  Thibet. 

The  men  had  three  days'  provisions  in 
their  haversacks,  but  it  was  forbidden  to 


light  fires  lest  the  smoke  should  alarm  the 
enemy,  altiiough  there  was  no  appearance 
of  any  human  creature  being  in  the 
neighbourhood — no  dwellings,  or  smoke 
from  household  hearths,  no  roads  or  foot- 
tracks  winding  here  and  there — ^nothing,  in 
fact,  but  the  wildest  solitude  and  deepest 
tranquillity.  Towards  evening  they  began 
the  descent  of  the  pass,  and  they  had 
passed  over  the  most  dangerous  part  of 
the  ground  while  daylight  still  lasted,  and 
they  bivouacked  in  the  dry  bed  of  a  torrent 
in  darkness  and  silence,  as  far  as  there 
could  be  silence  among  so  many  men 
encamped  in  such  an  uncomfortable 
manner.  In  the  early  morning  when 
they  should  have  resumed  theb  march, 
it  was  discovered  that  the  native  guide 
had  vanished.  He  had  wri^led  his  way 
among  the  rocks  unheard  and  unseen. 
The  occurrence  involved  a  council  of  war 
between  the  Captain  and  his  sergeants. 
"Let  us  push  on  at  daybreak/'  was  the 
general  advice.  '*  If  we  are  betrayed,  it  Is 
too  late  to  retreat."  A  council  of  war,  they 
say,  never  fights,  but  this  one  was  full  of 
fighting. 

But  when  the  sun  rose  upon  the  scene 
and  day  began  with  a  rushi  it  became 
evident  that  the  little  column  was  al- 
ready surrounded  by  enemies.  The  first 
man  who  climbed  out  of  the  nullah  had  a 
bullet  sent  through  his  toupee,  and  the 
Captain,  who  had  gone'  forwsjrd  to  re- 
connoitre, fell  dead  into  the  arms  of  Sergeant 
Gray.  The  young  Lieutenant,  a  handsome 
lad  who  had  recently  joined,  was  shot  in 
the  shoulder.  At  once  it  was  evident 
that  the  nullah  was  commanded  by  a 
wooded  knoll  from  which  puffs  of  smoke 
darted  in  quick  succession,  while  bullets 
were  humming  all  round,  flattening  them- 
selves on-  the  rocks  or  scattering  splashes 
of  lead  over  the  bivouac  "Lads,  we've 
got  to  dear  them  out  of  that^"  cried  Gray ; 
''follow  me."  He  had  thrown  adde  hia 
rifle  and  buckled  on  the  Captain's  sword ; 
and  waving  the  steel,  he  headed  the  swift 
rush  across  the  open,  where  two  or  tliree 
bit  t&e  dust,  and  up  the  steep  hillside  and 
through  the  tough  breastwork  of  mud  and 
brushwood.  The  hillmen  ran  before  the 
fierce  white  faces  Uiat  stormedin  upon  them, 
but  those  who  were  overtaken  turned 
fiercely  upon  their  foes,  and  died  like  wHd 
cats,  fighting  to  the  last 

Leaving  half-a-dozen  men  to  hold  the 
knoll  and  look  after  the  wounded.  Gray 
drew  out  the  rest  of  the  column  in  open 
skirmishing  order,  in  full  pursuit  of  the 
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fngitives  who  were  making  for  the  forest ; 
and  as  these  last  instinctively  crowded 
together  In  their  flight  they  offered  a 
better  mark  to  the  rifles  of  the  pursuers, 
while  the  steady  fire  that  rolled  along  the 
line  seemed  to  give  an  assurance  of  victory. 
And  there  was  no  stand  made  in  the 
forest,  which  w^  open  and  free  from 
underwood. 

It  almost  seemed  as  if  they  had  done 
enough,  as  the  soldiers,  panting  and  wild 
with  excitement,  reached  the  edge  of  an 
open  glade  whose  grassy  sides  sloped  down 
to  a  crystal  running  stream.  The  men 
ran  wildly  down  to  quench  their  burnbg 
thirsty  while  Gray,  with  all  the  responsi- 
bilities of  command  on  his  shoulders,  care- 
fully studied  the  position.  Perhaps  the 
panic  they  had  created  might  secure  for 
them  a  safe  retreat  over  tlmt  airful  pass; 
but  the  sight  of  their  enemy  in  retreat 
would  instil  renewed  courage  into  the 
hearts  of  the  tribesmen,  and  with  -such  a 
swarm  there  surely  must  be  a  Uve  some- 
where near  at  hand.  There  was  a  well- 
used  track  that  led  somewhere,  and  Gray 
cautiously  pursued  the  track ;  but  the  first 
object  he  saw  was  a  rustic  seat,  which  was 
so  English  and  familiar  in  appearance  that 
he  rubbed  his  eyes,  thinking  that  he  did 
not  see  aright.  And  along  the  seat  was 
eanred  in  large  letters  ''Gerdd  Ooleworth," 
and  an  arabesque  of  notches  surrounded 
the  Inscription. 

The  quick  Induction  followed  that  here 
was  Phyllis's  father,  probably  still  alive, 
and  that  his  prison  must  be  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhood.  Signalling  silence 
and  caution  to  his  men,  he  spread  them 
through  the  wood  so  as  to  surround  any 
buildbiff  there  might  be  within,  and  him- 
self followed  the  track  from  the  seat, 
a  track  which,  though  deeply  worn,  was 
now  partly  covcxred  with  freshly  sprung 
grass,  as  if  the  prisoner  had  for  some  while 
ceased  his  daily  walk ;  but  still  the  track 
was  plain  enough,  and  ended  in  a  wide 
circular  clearing,  in  the  centre  of  which 
rose  a  circular  stockaded  fort,  surrounded 
by  a  deep  ditch  and  glacis. 

After  a  successful  tussle  men  fancy  they 
can  do  anything.  The  Cambrians  had 
their  blood  up,  and  as  the  word  went 
round,  "Bush  the  blessed  stockade,"  a 
cheer  rent  the  air  and  pell-mell  they  went 
at  it,  while  a  withering  fire  from  every 
loophole  wreathed  the  old  fort  In  smoke. 
But  before  the  smoke  cleared  away  the 
fort  was  taken.  Arthur  was  the  first  in, 
and  chucked  the  swarthy  chief  of  the  band 


into  the  ditch,  while  he  cut  down  next 
moment  a  turbaned  executioner,  who  was 
about  to  despatch  a  heavily  ironed  prisoner. 
But  next  moment  he  came  heavily  to  the 
ground ;  a  flying  tribesman's  parting  shot 
had  found  a  worthy  billet. 

CHAPTER  VIII.      IN   CAPTIVITY. 

No  one  was  better  informed  of  what  passed 
in  near  or  further  India  than  the  Bajah 
of  Kandurga,  and  long  before  the  general 
public  or  even  the  official  world  knew 
of  the  gallant  deed  of  Arthur  Gray  and 
number  five  company,  the  Bajah  was  in  full 
possession  of  all  the  detdls :  Oolonel  Oole- 
worth  set  free  and  coming  to  England; 
Sergeant  Gray  badly  wounded,  but  still 
living.  This  intelligence  was  of  terrible 
significance  to  him  for  reasons  which  must 
now  be  made  clear. 

When  Oolonel  Ooleworth  passed  through 
Kandurga  on  his  way  to  the  hiUs,  he 
was  charged  with  a  secret  mission  from 
the  (xovemor-General,  to  ascertain  what 
grounds  there  were  for  the  reports  that 
had  reached  head-quarters  of  the  crimes 
and  cruelties  of  which  the  young  Bajah 
had  been  guilty.  The  Oolonel  found  that 
there  was  ample  proof  of  the  worst  that 
had  been  alleged  against  him,  and  In  a 
confidential  despatch  he  recommended  that 
the  Bajah  should  be  deposed  and  brought 
to  trial.  But  the  despatch  never  reached 
its  destination,  having  been  intercepted 
by  the  Bajah's  retainers;  and  the  Bajah, 
having  perused  Ih,  determined  on  suppress- 
ing both  the  despatch  and  its  author. 
It  was  not  difficult  to  arrange  with  a  neigh- 
bouring chief  that  the  Oolonel's  party  should 
be  attacked  and  effaced.  That  the  Oolonel 
himself  was  not  killed,  but  detained  as 
a  prisoner,  was  the  result  of  the  chief's 
subtle  policy,  who  saw  in  him  a  means 
of  keeping  the  Bajah  up  to  his  promises. 

But  with  Oolonel  Ooleworth's  liberation 
aU  was  at  an  end  for  him.  He  would 
be  tried,  he,  the  proud  descendant  of  a 
sacred  race,  would  be  tried  by  these  low 
white-faced  traders,  and  if  he  escaped 
an  ignominious  death  would  probably  be 
sent  to  herd  with  the  lowest  criminals 
in  the  Andaman  Islands. 

Yet  there  was  still  time  to  escape; 
BuBsia  would  surely  give  him  an  asylum, 
if  only  for  the  sake  of  his  influence  with 
the  border  tribes.  Or  in  America,  perhaps, 
he  would  be  safe.  Anyhow,  he  must  get 
out  of  English  jurisdictioa  His  yacht 
was  lying  at  Holyhead;  in  an  hour  he 
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ooold  be  on  boArd  of  her,  for  the  Bajah 
was  now  residing  in  a  pretty  marine  iHOla 
on  the  Menai  Straits.  And  what  a  triumph, 
what  a  grateful  revenge,  could  he  cairy  off 
his  enemy's  daughter — obscure  the  triumph 
of  his  release  by  the  intelligence  of  his 
child's  disgrace  1  Ah,  yes,  the  Bajah  was 
himself  again,  supreme  above  aU  laws, 
either  human  or  divine. 

But  one  consideration  troubled  him. 
His  enormous  revenues  were  now  derived 
altogether  from  Lidia,  and  the  Government 
wcdud  put  its  claw  on  everything.  It 
would  be  a  sorry  thing  to  show  himself 
a  ruined,  bankrupt  Bajah,  begging  for 
bread  as  well  as  for  protection.  Every 
one  would  put  him  to  the  door.  Then 
he  remembered  some  words  his  father, 
tiie  old  Bajah,  had  said  to  him  on 
Us  death-bed:  ''Son,  in  extremity  seek 
the  good  physician."  That  meant  San- 
eotta.    Let  Sancotta  appear. 

Sancotta  did  appear  at  the  moment,  and 
the  Bajah  explained  his  case. 

Said  Sancotta : 

*<  Your  Highness,  it  b  true  your  father, 
the  good  Bajah,  during  his  lifetime  en- 
trusted a  considerable  treasure  into  my 
hands,  so  that  should  you  ever  be  in  dire 
need,  as  from  his  Imowledge  of  your 
character  he  feared  you  might  be,  I  nii^ht 
relieve  your  wants.  Bat  at  my  own  dis- 
posal, and  if  I  thought  you  unworthy,  then 
to  give  it  to  some  one  more  deserving. 
But  I  am  not  disposed  to  refuse  you.  How 
much  wQl  meet  your  present  necessities  i " 

**  About  ten  thousand  pounds,"  replied 
the  Bajah,  with  a  scowL 

'*  I  must  go  to  London  for  the  money," 
said  the  doctor.  "  But  I  will  be  here  with 
it  to-morrow  evening. 

The  Bajah  nodded  assent  and  the 
doctor  departed.  Now  could  the  Bajah 
arrange  ms  plans.  He  called  to  his  two 
chief  attendants  and  gave  them  certain 
directions,  and  they  retired  assuring  him 
that  everything  should  be  done  as  he 
widied.  Then  the  Bajah  departed  to  go 
on  board  his  yacht,  determined  not  to 
spend  another  i^ght  on  English  soil. 

Lady  Dorothea  andPhylliswere  now  stay- 
ing at  Bryndinas,  and  on  the  following 
morning  the  former  received  a  telegraphic 
message  to  the  effect  that  Lord  Ooleworth 
was  in  a  dying  state  at  Goleworth  Court, 
and  desired  especially  to  see  her.  Lady 
Dorothea  went  off  with  much  concern,  fund 
just  half  an  hour  after  she  had  left,  and 
before  her  canriage  had  returned  from  the 
station,  a  dosed  carriage  drove  up  at  a 


rapid  pace  with  a  railway  porter  on  the 
box.  Lady  Dorothea  had  been  taken 
suddenly  ill  at  the  station,  and  Phyllis  was 
to  join  her  immediately — and  not  to  bring 
the  dog.  Phyllis  was  too  much  alarmed 
to  make  any  demur,  and  poor  GMert  was 
shut  up  in  the  stable,  and  away  went  the 
fly.  But  not  towards  the  station.  Before 
long  Phyllis  noticed  that  the  road  was 
strimge  to  her  and  called  to  the  driver  to 
stop,  but  he  only  drove  the  faster.  But 
when  Phyllis  let  down  the  glasses,  and 
began  to  scream  for  help,  although  the 
xoM  was  lonely  as  the  grave,  the  carriage 
did  stop,  and  an  ugly  but  powerfal  virago 
jumped  inside. 

'<  Now,  miss,  if  you  don't  hold  your  row 
you'll  be  made  to ;  no  harm's  meant,  and 
you're  with  good  friends  all  the  time." 

In  an  hour's  time  the  carriage  stopped, 
and  close  to  the  seashore  where  there  was 
a  landing-place  on  a  sandy  beach,  and  a 
half-ruinM  tower  called  Porthmawr,  which 
the  Bajah  had  repidred  and  sometimes 
used  as  a  summer-houee.  There  was  no 
creature  near  except  seagulls,  and  Phyllis 
was  obliged  to  submit  to  physical  force, 
and  was  carried  into  a  gaudily  furnished 
room,  with  a  window  overlookbig  the  sea 
but  guarded  by  iron  bars. 

'<  You'll  not  be  here  long  alone,"  said 
the  hag,  with  a  horrible  leer.  And  here 
was  Andromeda  chabied  to  her  rock,  but 
with  no  Perseus  at  hand ;  at  least,  she 
looked  for  him  in  vain  on  land  and  sea. 

CHAPTER  IX.      THE  RAJAH'S  FATE. 

''  Thv  best-laid  schemes  of  mice  or  men 
gang  aft  agley,"  and  if  it  were  not  so, 
what  chance  would  there  be  for  honest 
creatures  who  have  no  tricks  up  their 
sleeve  t  At  the  very  first  junction  at  which 
Lady  Dorothea  stopped  she  saw  Lord  Cole- 
worth  on  the  opposite  platform,  evidently 
waiting  for  a  train  in  her  direction. 

"  You  are  coming  to  see  me ;  very  well, 
I  will  go  back  with  you,"  was  her  quiet 
greeting ;  but  she  felt  terribly  fr^htened, 
for  she  saw  that  she  had  been  the  victim  of 
a  plot,  and  she  feared  that  the  B»]ah  had 
found  her  off  her  guard.  She  scarcely 
undersbood  a  word  of  what  Lord  Oole- 
worth said  to  her,  and  made  the  flyman 
drive  at  a  furious  pace  from  the  station. 
And  then  to  find  that  her  fears  had  been 
lealised,  and  Phyllis  gone  1  Her  agitation 
was  quite  incomprehensible  to  tiiose  about 
her,  and  it  was  only  increased  wkea  she 
heard  Gelert  barking  in  the  stables. 
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And  then  Lord  Ooleworiby  who  kept  his 
tranquil  mien  through  dl  the  excitement 
t'hat  Lady  Dorothea  diffiued  about  her, 
made  the  pregnant  suggestion:  *'If  tilie 
dog  follows  Phyllis  generally,  he  will 
follow  her  now." 

And  Lidy  Dorothea  ordered  a  groom  to 
put  her  saddle  on  the  fastest  horse  in  the 
stable,  and  to  let  Gelert  loose.  And  the 
dog  bounded  out,  and  making  a  east  here 
and  there  in  the  gravel,  at  last  darted  off 
in  the  direction  of  the  coast,  and  Lady 
Dorothea  after  him,  and  a  couple  of  grooms 
riding  hard  in  her  train,  ^d  iw  good 
dc^  led  the  chase  over  stock  and  stone, 
tOf  he  brought  them  all  to  the  tower  at 
Potthmawr,  where  he  flew  up  towards  the 
window  in  the  high  tower.  And  just  then 
there  was  a  cloud  of  smoke  to  be  seen, 
and  a  big  steam  yacht  showed  its  nose 
round  the  adjoining  promontory.  Lady 
Dorothea  sprang  from  her  horse,  and  find- 
ing the  door  of  the  tower  fast  locked,  she 
bade  her  men  take  up  the  spar  of  a  wreck 
that  was  lying  on  the  beach  and  use  it  as 
a  battering-ram.  But  at  that  moment  the 
attention  of  all  was  attracted  by  a  strange 
turmoil  on  board  the  yacht  The  Bsjah's 
voice  could  be  heard  screaming  with  rage, 
shots  followed,  and  then  a  man  was  seen 
to  leap  from  the  deck  of  the  ship,  and  to 
Tise  at  some  distance  and  strike  for  the 
shore.  But  a  shower  of  bullets  followed 
him,  and  lashed  the  water  into  foam  about 
him.  And  then  the  ship  itself  seemed  to 
rise  from  the  waves,  and  with  a  roar  that 
shook  both  earth  and  sea,  masts,  spars, 
iunnel,  and  a  thick  cloud  of  objects  of  all 
kinds  were  hurled  upwards,  and  a  white 
pall  of  smoke  hid  everything  else  from 
view. 

It  was  awful  to  see  the  great  white 
smoke-cloud  creeping  over  the  sea,  and  to 
think  of  all  the  lives  that  had  gasped 
their  last  into  its  fumes.  It  seemed  to 
foUow  the  form  of  the  swimmer,  and  to 
bang  about  him  like  an  aureole.  But  he 
reached  the  shore  at  last,  and  then  it  was 
seen  that  he  was  Sancotta. 

By  this  time  Phyllis  was  released  from 
her  dungeon,  and  she  came  to  where  he 
was  lying  panting  on  the  sands,  for  he 
wonld  let  no  one  touch  him. 

** Phyllis,"  he  said,  "my  art  avails  me 
no  longer.  I  have  loved  you  well,  and  now 
I  leave  you  all  that  I  possess.  Draw  the 
fing  from  my  finger ;  press  the  spring " 

He  could  speak  no  more,  and  presently 
expired ;  and  thus  was  lost  every  chance 
of   fully  explaining  the  meaning  of  the 


last  strange  scene  of  his  existence.  But 
before  many  hours  were  over  the  waves 
had  washed  ashore  the  blackened,  dis- 
coloured body  of  the  Bajah,  whose  leatxnmi 
still  bore  the  impression  of  the  rage  and 
hate  that  had  characterised  his  last 
moments. 

CHAPTER  X.      THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN. 

Lord  Goleworth's  sudden  visit  to 
Bryndinas  had  been  prompted  by  the 
receipt  of  a  telegram  from  India,  ki  the 
name  of  his  son  Gerald,  announcing  his 
liberation  and  his  speedy  return.  The 
news  had  not  afforded  unmixed  gratification 
at  the  Court.  Lady  Coleworw  declared 
that  the  whole  affafar  was  a  fraud,  and  that 
if  this  supposed  stepson  of  hers  was  re- 
ceived at  ttie  house,  she  would  quit  it  at 
once  with  her  children.  And  the  poor  old 
man,  at  his  wits'  end,  had  come  to  Lady 
Dorothea  for  advice.  All  the  old  lord's 
explanations  had  faUen  upon  deaf  ears; 
but  now  that  Phyllis  was  safe,  and  as  her 
cheerful  voice  and  song  announced,  in  no 
danger  of  suffering  from  the  shock  of  her 
late  adventure,  there  was  time  to  attend 
to  the  rest. 

In  the  meantime,  the  news  of  the 
"gallant  affair  on  the  frontier"  had  be- 
come generally  known.  The  morning 
papers  extolled  the  gallant  deed  of  the 
sergeant  lad,  who,  with  a  handful  of  men, 
had  dispersed  an  important  rising,  and  in 
capturing  an  important  position  had 
rescued  a  distinguished  officer  from  a  cruel 
captivity.  Phyllis  flew  into  the  drawing- 
room,  where  the  elders  were  discussing 
the  situation,  with  eyes  aflame  and 
brandishing  the  news  sheet  in  her  hand. 
"  It  is  Arthur,  my  ArthuTi  who  has  done 
all  this  1 "  and  she  flung  herself  upon  Lady 
Dorothea's  neck  in  a  passion  of  tears. 

"  Poor  cUldren ! "  said  Lady  Dorothea, 
when  she  had  kissed  and  soothed  poor 
Phyllis  to  her  heart's  content.  ''It  is  a 
pity  they  can't  live  upon  glory.  But," 
turning  to  Lord  Ooleworth,  ''after  these 
published  details,  surely  yon  can't  doubt 
that  it  is  reaUy  Gerald ) " 

No,  personally,  Lord  Ooleworth  had  no 
doubts,  at  least  next  to  none. 

Just  then  an  Indian  telegram  arrived 
for  Lady  Dorothea. 

'< Yes,  it  is  Gerald  himself;  read  that)" 
she  cried,  when  she  had  perused  it. 

Lord  Ooleworth  read  it  carefully,  diort 
as  it  was.  " '  Ooming  back  to  dafan  my 
own.'    What  can  he  mean  by  that  % " 
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"Do  yon  remember/'  asked  Lady 
Dorothea  in  her  turn,  ''bringing  me  a 
letter  preserved  by  one  FlgginB  ?  You 
shall  see  it  now." 

From  a  locked  desk 'she  produced  the 
discoloured  scrap  of  paper. 

'<  Dear  wife,  Phyllis  is  our  child ;  take 
care  of  her.— ^." 

The  old  lord  looked  up  in  wild  astonish- 
ment. 

•*  What,  married,  you  two  1 " 

"Yes;  married  and  parted;  we  were 
young,  and  very  foolish,  and  very  much  in 
love.'' 

"But  the  deceit,"  cried  the  old  lord, 
"  the  long  course  of  deception  1  Dorothea, 
it  is  unpardonable.  I  can  never  forgive 
it,  and  it  absolves  me  of  all  obligations 
towards  Gerald  ! " 

"The  old  rock,"  cried  Lady  Dorothea, 
turning  to  Phyllis,  who  had  been  an 
astoni&ed  listener  during  the  interview. 
"True  as  steel,  and  as  hard.  My  father 
was  just  such  another.  Hence  I  deceived 
him.  Bat,  oh,  Phyllis,  can  I  regret  it 
when  it  has  brought  you  to  brighten  my 
life  1  Phyllis  darling,  come  here  and  put 
your  arms  round  me  and  call  me  mother  1 " 

The  Calais  boat  was  late  one  afternoon, 
the  mails  being  heavy,  and  a  large  con- 
tingent of  passengers  from  the  P.  and  0. 
steamer  having  cotne  across  vid  Brindisl. 
There  was  somethbg  of  a  crowd,  too,  on 
the  harbour  jetty  awaiting  the  arrival  of 
the  boat,  the  smoke  of  which  was  even  now 
trailing  over  the  blue  sea.  Phyllis  had  a 
seat  in  the  reserved  part  of  the  structure, 
and  was  alone,  for  Lady  Dorothea  at  the 
moment  was  interviewing  the  railway 
authorities  about  a  special  carriage  for  her 
party.  For  Colonel  Coleworth  and  Arthur 
Gray  were  to  arrive  together  by  the  boat, 
Mr.  Gray  having  already  been  gazetted  to  a 
commission  for  distinguished  services  in  the 
field.  Lord  Coleworth  was  also  on  the 
pier,  but  after  saluting  the  others  gravely 
he  had  taken  no  further  notice  of  them. 

And  Phyllis  was  horribly  nervous  alf  the 
approaching  meeting.  Perhaps  Arthur 
would  be  changed — and  then  it  would  be 
so  strange  to  meet  on  such  a  footing.  For 
Lady  Dorothea  had  decided  that  Arthur 
must  be  received  simply  as'  a  guest, 
honoured  and  distinguished,  but  nothing 
more.  And  although  it  was  very  nice  to 
have  people  belonging  to  you,  it  is  not  so 
nice,  perhaps,  to  reaUse  that  you  belong 
to  them  and  are  very  much  at  their  dis- 
posal.   And  oh,  thought  Phyllis,  how  I 


wish  I  had  something  of  my  very  own  that 
I  could  share  with  Arthur  1 

Then  her  eyes  fell  upon  poor  Sancotta's 
ring,  which  die  had  worn  on  her  middle 
finger  ever  since  his  death.  There  was  a 
fine  ruby  in  it,  but  that  was  not  a  fortune ; 
and  the  doctor  had  said  something  about 
touching  a  spring,  but  no  spring  could  she 
discover.  And  Phyllis  began  to  rub  and 
polish  the  ring  with  the  inside  of  her 
glove,  when  suddenly  she  saw  an  elderly 
gentleman  at  her  side.  He  was  thin  and 
rather  sour-looking,  and  Phyllis  was  sure 
she  had  seen  him  in  earlier  days,  but  could 
not  recall  when  or  where. 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  the  stranger,  "  but 
the  sight  of  your  beautiful  ring  recalls  a 
very  old  friend." 

"  Dr.  Sancotta  V  queried  Phyllis,  feeling 
a  sudden  interest  in  the  converss^tioa 

"The  same,"  rejoined  the  other;  "and 
from  seeing  the  ring  on  your  finger,  I  fear 
that  its  former  owner  is  no  more." 

"He  is  dead,"  replied  Phyllis  softly, 
"  and  in  dying  he  gave  me  this  ring." 

**  I  was  led  to  expect  something  of  the 
kind,"  said  the  other  gravely.  "  But  did 
he  give  you  no  instructions  % " 

<'  Only  to  press  a  spring,  and  I  can  find 
none." 

"  May  I  try  i "  said  the  old  man  kindly. 
And  no  sooner  was  it  in  his  hands  than  a 
little  valve  flew  open,  and  a  minute  roll  of 
something  like  paper  fell  upon  Phyllis's 
lap. 

The  other  carefully  unrolled  it,  and  laid 
the  minute  oblong  slip  on  Phyllis's  palm, 
placing  in  the  other  hand  a  magnlfying- 
glass. 

"  Bead  it,  please." 

Phyllis  read:  ''Deposited  with  me,  to 
the  order  of  Dr.  Sancotta,  thirty-one  bales 
of  treasure,  as  per  manifest. — Signed,  J. 
Grimshaw."  While  across  the  document 
was  written :  "  Transfer  to  Phyllis.  — 
Signed,  Sancotta." 

"  And  you  are  Uncle  Grim  1 "  cried 
Phyllis,  now  recalling  the  old  gentleman's 
toumure. 

"  Not  so  grim,  perhaps,  as  I  look,"  re- 
torted Mr.  Grimshaw  sharply.  "  And  you 
are  Phyllis.  My  dear,  shaU  I  tell  you  how 
much  I  hold  of  yours  f " 

"  Will  there  be  enough  for  us,  both  for 
Arthur  and  me  i " 

"  My  dear,  you  will  be  rich ;  and  as  far 
Arthur,  he  fs  not  my  nephew  for  nothing. 
After  all,  I  am  proud  of  the  boy,  and 
perhaps  he  would  not  have  done  so  well 
in  the  City." 
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Then  the  bell  rang,  the  gong  Boanded, 
whistles  shrieked,  and  the  Calais  boat  ran 
in,  its  deck  and  paddle-boxes  crowded 
with  passengers  and  loggage. 

"There  he  is  I  There's  Gray  T'  cried 
some  soldiers  in  undress  from  the  garrison. 
"  Three  cheers  for  Gray  I " 

The  cheers  were  given  with  a  will 
Old  Grimshaw  joiQed,  and  Lord  Coleworth 
waved  his  hat  Phyllis's  heart  beat  vio- 
lently, and  then  she  was  sefzed  by  the 
shoulders,  and  saw  a  worn,  grizzled  face 
bending  down  to  kiss  her. 

"It  is  Paddie,  dear  Paddie  1" 

"Where's  your  mother,  child t"  cried 
the  Colonel  eagerly.  "Oh,  I  see  her," 
and  passed  oa 

There  was  no  time  to  arrange  the  ques- 
tion of  Arthur's  reception ;  he  settled  the 
point  himself  by  seizing  Phyllis  in  his 
urns  and  kiuing  her  with  quite  fanatic 
ardour. 

"  Ob,  Arthur,  don't  smother  me  1 "  cried 
Phyllis,  half  laughing  and  half  crying. 
"  And  let  me  speak  to  Paddie." 

"Oh,  he  is  all  right,"  cried  Arthur. 
"Don't  leave  me,  but  let  me  make  sure 
that  you  are  my  own  dear  girl.  For 
*  PbyUis  is  my  oiJy  joy.' " 
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THE  "SHIP"  AT  SHELLBEACH. 

Shellbeach  was  not  a  fashionable 
watering-place,  neither  was  the  "  Ship  "  a 
fashionable  hotel;  all  the  same,  Gerald 
Wuing  on  his  arrival  was  charmed  with 
the  appearance  of  both.  He  had  desired 
complete  rest  and  change,  together  with 
the  reiBuperative  qualities  of  a  bracing  air, 
and  had  been  recommended  to  try  Shell- 
beach.  The  "Ship,"too,  appeared  a  good  old 
fashioned  comfortable  type  of  seaside  hos- 
tehry,  standing,  as  it  did,  a  little  back  from 
what  the  inhabitants  were  wont  to  refer  to 
proudly  as  the  Maxh&e  Parade,  and  not  far 
firom  a  somewhat  elementary  pier. 

It  was  a  longy  low,  plastered  building, 
with  roomy  bay  windows  and  an  unassum- 
ing entrance  approached  by  a  couple  of 
■hallow  stone  steps ,  and  at  that  particular 
hour  of  die  afternoon  there  was  an  atmos- 
phere of  drowsiness  about  the  whole  that 
was  far  from  unattractive  to  the  traveller. 

At  first  there  appeared  to  be  no  one 
about  asy  bag  In  hand,  he  crossed  the 
threshold.    Coming  In  out  of  the  sunshine 


he,  for  a  moment,  experienced  some  diffi- 
culty in  distinguishing  objects,  and  was 
considering  what  means  he  had  best  take 
to  signalise  his  arrival  when,  as  his  eyes 
began  to  accustom  themselves  to  the 
semi-gloom  of  the  interior,  he  made  out 
the  figure  of  a  man  asleep  in  a  chair  in  the 
dark  corner  under  the  stairs. 

He  was  a  waiter  by  his  dress,  and  it  was 
not  without  some  compunction  that  Waring 
decided  to  disturb  his  slumbers. 

"  Shows  they  can't  have  many  stopping 
in  the  house,"  was  his  impression,  as  he 
administered  a  slight  but  effactaal  shake. 

The  man  started  to  his  feet  with  a  scared 
look  upon  his  face,  and  for  a  second  or  two 
gaped  at  Waring  speechlessly.  The  latter 
was  attired  in  a  dark  navy  blue  suit,  and 
wore  a  travelling-cap  with  a  peak. 

"  Poor  beggar  !  "  he  thought,  as  he  ob- 
served the  almost  panic-stricken  expression 
which  for  an  instant  distorted  the  man's 
face.  "I  suppose  he's  afraid  of  my  re- 
porting the  fact  of  his  being  caught 
napping." 

Consequently  it  was  In  his  most  genial 
and  reassuring  tone  that  he  made  enquiry 
as  to  the  necessary  accommodatioa 

"I  beg  pardon,  sir,"  was  the  waiter's 
exculpatory  remark,  "but  juBt  for  the 
moment  I  took  you  for  some  one  else." 

Then  he  went  on  to  answer  glibly  the 
questions  put  to  him.  Oh,  yes,  the  gentle- 
man could  have  rooms.  There  was  no 
lack  of  accommodation  at  the  "Ship"  just  at 
present.  There  never  was  much  doing  in 
October.  In  fact  the  staff  was  always 
reduced  to  the  smallest  possible  dimensionsi 
and  they  took  things  pretty  easy,  which 
accounted  for  his  being  caught  in  the  very 
act  of  taking  forty  winxs. 

"  Ton  see,  sir,"  he  added,  "  It's  what  you 
might  call  the  dead  season.    Oh,  lor ! " 

Again  that  scared  look  upon  the  man's 
face  as  he  pulled  himself  up  sharply. 
' '  Waring  had  his  choice  of  half-a-dczen 
bedrooms,  and  chose  a  comer  room  which 
had  one  window  with  a  view  of  the  sea, 
and  another  looking  upon  a  large  paved, 
sleepy-looking  stable-yard,  in  wUch  there 
appeared  to  be  nothing  awake  or  animate 
save  a  large  sandy  cat,  which  was  sunning 
Itself  on  a  doorstep. 

Jie  took  his  dinner  In  the  coffee-room, 
which  he  had  almofit  to  himself — a  couple 
of  young  men  at  an  adjacent  table  being 
the  only  others  present,  and  they,  as  he 
discovered  byHheir  conversation,  were  on 
a  pedestrian  tour  and  were  only  stopping 
one  night.    They  talked  largely,  possibly 
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with  the  view  of  impreBsing  their  aaditor, 
of  the  distance  they  had  already  covered ; 
but  Waring  paid  little  attention  to  them, 
being  chiefly  oceapied  in  discassing  a  very 
good  dinner  under  the  superintendence  of 
the  nervous  waiter.  His  seat  faced  the 
door.  Once  during  the  meal  it  was  pushed 
open,  and  the  hei^  of  the  sandy  cat  ap- 
peared. 

"  Shoo,  you  beast  1  Get  out  1 "  cried 
the  waiter,  flapping  at  it  with  a  table- 
napkb. 

The  cat  spat  at  liim  and  vanished. 

When  Waring  went  upstairs  to  his 
room  that  night  he  saw  the  same  cat  sitting 
outside  a  door  some  way  down  the  passage. 

A  week  went  by  and  still  Waring  found 
himself  practically  the  only  visitor  at 
the  **  Ship."  He  and  the  nervous  waiter 
and  the  sandy  cat  seemed  to  have  the 

Elace  pretty  well  to  themselves.  By-the- 
ye,  there  were  two  circumstances  in  con- 
nection with  this  last  couple  that  may  be 
worth  mentioning.  The  first  was  the  re- 
ciprocal ill-feeling  that  existed  between 
man  and  beast ;  and  the  other,  the  daily 
increasing  nervousness  on  the  part  of 
Joseph,  the  said  waiter.  He  had  a  habit  of 
starting  violently  at  nothine,  which  had  a 
deleterious  eflect  upon  the  hotel  crockery, 
combined  with  a  certain  eSx  of  furtive  and 
timorous  expectancy. 

''  I  seem  likely  to  be  your  only  visitor 
for  the  remainder  of  my  stay,"  observed 
Waring  on  one  occasion. 

<*  I  only  hope  yon  may  be,  sir,"  was  the 
fervent  reply,  as  the  man  wiped  his  fore- 
head, which  had  an  unpleasant  habit 
of  breaking  into  a  perspiration  without 
apparent  cause. 

<'  Qaeer  chap ! "  thought  Waring.  "  How- 
ever, the  fewer  the  visitors  of  course  the 
lighter  the  work." 

"At  the  same  time,"  he  continued  aloud, 
''  a  fresh  arrival  would  make  tibings  a  little 
more  lively." 

"Miaul"  in  a  strident  feline  voice 
without 

"  Drat  the  beast  1 "  from  the  waiter.  "  If 
I  don't  believe  it  understands  every  word 
that's  said." 

"  Tou  don't  seem  to  like  cats  ? " 

"  I  don't  [mind  'em  in  general,  sir,  but 
this  one.  I  can't  abide,  no  more  can  any 
one  else,  and  I  never  knew  it  to  ti^e  but 
to  one  person." 

^"  Then  I  wonder  you  don't  get  rid  of  it," 
indifferently.       -  «e»«»4 

The  man  shook  his  head  gloomily  as 
he  answered  •  I 


"  We  don't  dare.  There's  no  knowing 
how  he  might  take  it." 

"  Who's  he  f "  asked  Waring. 

The  waiter  started  and  dropped  the  lid 
of  a  vegetable  dish,  which  fortunately 
escaped  with  only  a  slight  chip,  and  h£i 
face  was  beaded  with  perspiration  as  he 
stammered : 

"  I — that  is — ^well,  vou  see,  sir,  the  cat's 
an  old  cat,  and  it  might  lead  from  bad  to 
woree." 

"  What  do  you  mean  t " 

"  Well,  I  hardly  know,  sir,"  dropping  a 
tablespooa 

The  landlord  of  the  "  Ship  "  owned  a 
second  hotel  at  another  watering-place 
about  ten  miles  o£f,  and  alternated  between 
the  two. 

Waring  gathered  from  something  the 
waiter  sidd  that  he  rather  avoided  Shell- 
beach  during  the  autumn  months,  only 
driving  over  about  once  a  week  on  a  visit  of 
inspection.  It  was  on  one  of  these  occasions 
that  the  former  overheard  him  speaking  to 
Joseph  outside  the  coffee-room  door. 

'<  Then  it's  all  right  up  till  now  1 " 

"  Up  till  now,  sb.  But  then  you  must 
remember  he's  hardly  due  yet.  It's 
generally  about  the  last  week  in  October 
that- 


II 


"I  know,  I  know.  Well,  there's  no- 
thing to  be  gained  by  anticipating  matters, 
and,  anyhow,  you  must  remember  that 
all  of  you  who  stay  on  get  double  wages." 

"  It's  worth  it,  sir.  In  fact  there  are 
times  when  I  feel  as  though  I  must  cut 
and  run  like  the  rest." 

"  Nonsense  1  Why,  you  ooght  to  have 
got  pretty  well  used  to  it  by  wis  time." 

There  was  an  evident  disclaimer  from 
Joseph,  which  was  interrupted  by  the 
sharp  enquhy : 

*<  By-the-bye,  how  about  the  cat  t " 

''Oh,  it's  going  on  just  the  same  aa 
usual  Sits  outside  the  door  nearly  all 
day  long  and  sleeps  on  the  mat  at  nighty 
which  it's  my  opinion  it  ain't  a  cat  at  all, 
but " 

"  Well,  I  must  be  off,  but  I  shall  he 
over  again  early  next  week." 

No  answer  but  a  lugubrious  sigh, 
followed  by  the  rattle  of  wheels. 

Altogether  a  queer,  mystifying  fragment 
of  conversation,  which,  recurring  to  the 
mind  of  the  hearer  late  that  night,  was  the 
reason  of  his  taking  the  trouble  to  walk 
some  yards  down  the  passage  at  the  end  of 
which  his  own  room  was  situated.  Yes, 
there  was  something  curled  up  asleep  on  a 
mat  outside  one  of  the  bedroom  doorsi    It 
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was  the  sandy  cat  Something  also 
prompted  him  to  try  the  door.  It  was 
fast,  and  the  sandy  cat  awakening  snarled 
at  him  vioionsly. 

One  day  the  weather,  which  had  been 
nnosaally  fine  and  snnny,  took  a  torn  for 
the  worse.  A  cold,  fine  drizzle  setting  in 
about  dnsk  drove  Waring  back  to  the 
hotel  earlier  than  nsnal.  Crossing  the 
hall  and  making  for  the  staircase  with  the 
pmdent  intention  of  changing  his  coat,  he 
almost  fell  over  the  nenrons  waiter,  who, 
with  his  body  bent  nearly  donble,  was  en- 
gaged in  apparent  close  examination  of  the 
bottom  step. 

'<  Lost  anything,  Joseph  i "  he  enquired 
carelessly. 

The  man  raised  a  white,  damp-looking 
face,  shook  his  head  dumbly,  and  moved 
away. 

"Queer  chap,"  thought  Waring  again, 
•(  uncommonly  queer  chap.  Should  think 
he  must  have  a  screw  loose  somewhere. 
What  on  earth  was  he  examining  so 
closely)  Oh,  I  see,  some  one  else  has 
been  caught  fai  the  rain  besides  myself." 

On  the  shining  light  linen  covering  that 
economised  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  stair 
carpet  was  a  wet  footprint 

After  this.  Waring  was  rather  surprised 
to  find  himself  still  the  only  occupant  of 
the  coffee-room.  For  the  first  time  the 
apartment  struck  him  as  Somewhat  cold 
and  cheerless  as  he  took  his  solitary  dinner 
at  his  usual  table.  Certainly,  Joseph  did 
his  best  to  enliven  the  proceedings  by 
dropping  almost  everything  he  took  in 
hand ;  whUe  he  frequently  wiped  his  fore- 
head with  whatever  came  most  convenient 
in  a  way  that  rather  disturbed  the  diner's 
fastidiousness. 

''Gh>t  any  one  else  stopping  in  the 
house t"  he  enquired  casually.  Then: 
"Hang  it  all,  man,  mind  what  you're 
about  1  You've  dropped  some  mashed 
potato  down  my  neck.'' 

The  man  gasped  an  apology,  and  Waring 
repeated  his  question. 

Tlifa  time  the  waiter  answered  it  by 
puttbg  another. 

'^Tou — ^you  haven't  happened  to  see 
anybody,  have  you,  sir  1 " 

"No;  but  I  thought,  perhaps,  you 
m^ht  have  had  some  one  down  by  the 
afiernbon  train.** 

"  Oh,  no,  sir ;  not  at.  all,  sbr.  We  have 
had  no  one  by  the  afternoon  trab,  I  assure 
yoo,  sir." 

He  seemed,  if  anything,  unnecessarily 
voluble  in  his  assertion  of  this  trifling  fact 


"Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence,"  said 
Waring,  "only  I  had  a  sort  of  im- 
pression  "     Perhaps   it  would   have 

been  more  .correct  to  have  said  he  had 
seen  an  impression.  "Eht  Did  you 
speak  ? " 

No,  he  had  not  spoken,  only  started 
and  upset  the  mustard. 

In  addition  to  the  unaccountable  conduct 
of  the  nervous  waiter,  was  the  equally  un- 
accountable conduct  of  the  sandy  cat 

Ascending  the  stairs  leading  to  his  room, 
Waring's  ear  was  attracted  by  a  strange, 
low,  grinding  sound,  which,  on  be&g 
traced  to  its  source,  proved  to  be  nothing 
more  than  the  purring  of  this  singular 
animal.  Having  taken  up  its  favoiurite 
position  on  the  mat  outside  that  particular 
door,  it  was  exhibiting  symptoms  of  ^e 
most  amazing  feline  satisfaction  —  the 
purring  noise  being  mingled  with  occasional 
short,  harsh,  caterwauling  cries,  as  though 
it  were  appealing  to  some  one  for 
admission. 

Waring  had  reason  to  believe  that  the 
door  was  locked  and  the  room  unoccupied, 
and  yet  he  could  have  sworn  that  he  heard 
a  voice — a  man's  voice,  low,  and  muffled 
—from  within  call "  Tim !  Thn  1"  in  answer 
to  the  appeal.  And  it  would  seem  that 
the  cat  heard  it  too,  for,  rolling  over  and 
over,  it  appeared  to  wallow  and  contort 
itself  wi|h  delight;  while  the  purring 
sound  it  kept  up  might  have  been  pro- 
duced by  half-a-dozen  cats  rather  than  one. 

"Uncanny  sort  of  animal,"  thousht 
Waring  as  he  turned  away.  "I  wonder 
whether  there  really  is  any  one  in  that 
room  i " 

On  reaching  his  own  door,  he  looked 
back  again  along  the  passage,  but  there 
was  no  sign  of  the  cat 

Next  meming,  standing  at  the  side  door 
of  the  hotel,  he  saw  the  beast  slinking 
across  the  stable-fard .  Something  prompted 
him  to  try  the  effect  of  the  name  he 
fancied  he  had  heard  it  called  by. 

"  Tim  I  Tim  1 "  he  cried. 

The  cat  pricked  up  its  ears,  bounded 
some  distance  towards  him,  came  to  a 
sudden  halt,  glowered  at  him  for  a  moment 
with  its  sinister  yellow  eyes,  then,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  You  are  not  the  person  I  took 
you  to  be,"  turned  and  walked  away  in 
another  direction. 

"  I  should  like  to  tie  a  brick  round  your 
ugly  neck  and  throw  you  into  the  sea," 
was  Waring's  comment. 

As  on  the  previous  day,  the  weather 
changed  for  the  worse  towards  evening. 
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Ranning  lightly  upBtaira  on  hiB  return  to 
the  hotel,  Warhig's  eye  was  again  attracted 
by  a  wet  footmark  on  the  step  before  him 
— then  another  and  another.  He  tracked 
them  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  where,  tam- 
ing sharply  off  to  the  right,  they  were 
continued  along  the  passage  to  a  certain 
point.  And  jet,  according  to  Joseph,  he 
was  the  only  visitor  stopping  in^e  house  I 
At  intervals,  too,  during  dinner,  particu- 
larly when  the  door  was  opened,  he  was 
aware  of  certain  strange,  discordant  sounds 
issidng  from  the  back  regions.  Somebody 
seemed  to  be  indulging  in  a  violent  and 

f>rotracted  fit  of  laughter.  But  was  it 
aughterf  Just  then  the  sound  struck 
him  as  being  more  nearly  allied  to  grief 
than  mirth.  The  waiter,  noting  his 
attentive  attitude,  intervened  at  this  point. 

''Beg  pardon,  sir,  it's  the  chambermaid. 
She's  had  a  bit  of  a  fright,  and  has  been 
in  hysterics,  off  and  on,  ever  since." 

"  So  that's  it|  is  it  ?  A  fright,  yon  say  ? 
How  came  that  about ) " 

The  man,  who  was  apparently  con- 
centrating his  whole  attention  upon  a 
glass  he  was  laboriously  polishing,  affected 
not  to  have  heard  this  last  question. 

Waring  repeated  it  in  anoUier  form. 

"  What  fr^htened  her  f " 

"  It  was — ^at  least — that  is — ^it  was  the 
cat,  sir." 

Here  the  glass,  upon  which  so  much 
pains  had  been  expended  that  it  might 
attain  the  highest  degree  of  crystalUne 
perfection,  had  a  hairbreadth  escape. 

"Well,"  was  Waring's  mental  remark, 
"  of  course  it  doesn't  matter  a  brass  farthing 
to  me  what  was  the  actual  origin  of  the 
hysterics,  but  I  wouldn't  mind  betting  that, 
in  spite  of  my  own  adverse  opinion  of  the 
same  quadruped,  in  this  instance  the  cat 
has  been  libelled." 

Somehow  he  could  not  sleep  that  nieht 
It  was  in  vain  that  he  arose  and  punched 
his  pillows  and  made  hay  of  the  bed- 
clothes ;  Morpheas  was  not  to  be  entreated. 
What  was  most  annoying,  too,  he  had 
forgotten  to  wind  up  his  watch,  and  so  had 
no  means  of  judging  the  time.  Then  he 
remembered  that  there  was  a  dock  below. 

It  was  now  daylight.  If  he  crept  to  the 
top  of  the  staircase  he  could  look  over  and 
get  a  glimpse  of  its  face.  He  rose  accord- 
ingly, and  opened  his  door  very  softly — 
not  tiiat  he  was  afraid  of  disturbing  any 
one,  for  he  had  every  reason  to  suppose 
that  there  was  no  one  else  sleeping  near 
him.  By  Jove,  though,  he  was  wrong  1 
Surely  that  was  the  sound  of  another  door 


opening  further  down  the  passage  f  He 
hesitated  for  a  moment;  then  cautiously 
widening  the  aperture  of  his  own,  he  was 
just  in  time  to  see  some  one  descending  the 
staircase. 

It  was  a  man,  judging  by  the  figure — 
the  face  being  turned  away — a  youne  man. 
He  was  dressed  in  dark  clothes  and  wore 
some  sort  of  a  cap  on  his  head,  and  as  he 
slowly  and  sQently  pursued  his  way, 
Waring  perceived  that-  he  was  followed 
step  by  step  by  the  sandy  cat 

Somehow  tUs  quite  put  the  idea  of  oon- 
sulting  the  clock  out  of  his  head,  instMd 
of  which  he  returned  to  bed  rather  per- 
plexed and  almost  immediately  fell  asleep. 

At  breakfast  he  attacked  Joseph  on  the 
subject. 

"  I  thought  you  told  me  that  you  had 
no  one  else  stopping  in  the  house  besides 
myself  i " 

The  man  stared  at  him  for  a  moment 
open-mouthed. 

<<Did  I— did  I  say  so,  sir?"  he  stut- 
tered. 

"  To  be  sure  you  did.  And  now  I  find 
there  Is  some  one  occupying  a  room  in 
the  same  passage — some  one  who  is  a  very 
early  riser.  I  saw  him  myself  this  morn- 
ing going  downstairs  when  it  was  hardly 
Ught" 

The  man  had  turned  away  and  was 
busying  himself  at  a  side  table ;  Waring 
could  hear  the  clatter  of  knives  and 
forks. 

'<  Begging  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  said, 
without  taming  round,  ''bat  I  think  I 
know  what  you  are  referring  to.  I 
remember  you  did  ask  me  the  other  day 
whether  any  one  had  come  in  by  the 
afternoon  train,  and  I  said  '  no,'  sir." 

"WeUr' 

''  It  was  quite  true,  sir.  The — the  party 
you  refer  to  did  not  come  by  the  afternoon 
train,  sir." 

This  sounded  plausible ;  only  why  this 
prevarication  in  the  first  place  % 

"  Who  is  he  t "  he  asked  abruptly. 

Still  the  man  kept  his  face  turned  away, 
and  his,  voice  seemed  difficult  to  manage  aa 
he  answered  that  it  was  a  naval  genUeman, 
of  the  name  of  Manvers — Lieutenant  Man- 
vers,  to  be  correct — ^who  generally  came  to 
them  about  the  last  week  in  October.  He 
also  contributed  the  information  that  it 
was  not  likely  that  Waring  would  see 
much  of  him,  as  he  kept  himself  almost 
entirely  to  his  own  room,  and  gave  very 
littie  trouble 

"  I  suppose,  then,  he  waa  going  for  an 


early  iwim  when  I  caught  sight  of  him 
this  morning  t" 

No  answer;  only  a  slightly  increased 
clatter  among  the  kniyes  and  forks. 

"  The  eat  appears  fond  of  him,"  he  went 
on  half  to  himself. 

There  was  a  smothered  exclamation 
from  the  direction  of  the  side  table, 
whereby  that  particular  animal  was  seem- 
ingly dedicated  to  some  violent  end. 

Waring  was  beginning  to  feel  that  he  had 
pretty  well  exhausted  Shellbeacb,  and  that 
he  should  not  care  to  remain  over  the  end 
of  the  week.  It  was  on  Wednesday  that 
the  weather,  which  had  been  gradually 
going  from  bad  to  worse,  culminated  in  a 
violent  storm.  Late  in  the  evening  the 
rain  abated  somewhat,  but  the  wind 
remained  as  high  as  ever.  There  was  to 
be  a  high  tide  at  ten  o'clock,  and,  in  spite 
of  meteorological  drawbacks,  Waring  de- 
termined to  sally  forth  and  view  the 
scene. 

Having  equipped  himself,  therefore,  in 
the  manner  most  calculated  to  defy  the 
elements,  he  left  his  room  and  was  already 
descending  the  stairs  when  he  perceived 
that  some  one  —  in  whom  he  recognised 
the  same  individual  he  had  seen  once 
before  in  the  early  morning  —  had  the 
start  of  him.  Joseph,  too,  chanced  to 
be  coming  out  of  the  coffee-room  as  they 
passed  through  the  hall,  one  behind  the 
other.  Waring's  attention  was  attracted 
towards  him  by  the  sound  of  breaking 
glass. 

'*If  the  fellow  has  to  pay  for  all  he 
smashes  it  must  take  a  pretty  good  slice 
out  of  his  wages,"  he  thought 

"  Joseph,"  addressing  the  waiter,  '<  I  am 

going  down  to  the  shore  and  shall " 

Glancing  at  the  man's  face  he  was 
struck  by  the  look  upon  it,  as,  totally  dis- 
regardful  of  himself  or  of  the  damage  just 
committed,  his  eyes  were  fixed  in  a  straDge, 
wild  stare  upon  the  other  receding  figure. 

'*Doe8  he  drink,  or  what?"  was 
Waring's  thought  as  he  followed. 

No  sooner  did  he  set  foot  outside  than 
the  wind,  which  had  been  lying  in  wait, 
swooped  down  upon  him  in  fury  and  dared 
him  to  come  oa  At  the  same  time  he 
gave  a  slight  stumble  as  something  —  it 
might  have  been  a  dog  or  a  cat — brushed 
hastily  by  him. 

The  "  Ship  "  was  not  more  than  a  hun- 
dred yards  from  the  pier.  After  a  success- 
ful wrestle  with  the  adversary  he  set  his 
face  that  way,  baffled  Boreas  hooting 
after  him  in  rage  and  derision.    A  dark 


figure,  now  some  way  on  ahead,  showed 
liis  fellow-lodger  to  be  making  in  the  same 
direction. 

The  man  at  the  tumstQe,  as  he  tendered 
his  admission,  remarked  that  it  was  a 
rough  nighti  and  he,  for  his  part,  wasn't 
sorry  that  it  wanted  only  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  to  closing  time. 

As  Waring  stepped  upon  the  slippery 
planks  a  blinding  cloud  of  spray,  and  a 
fierce  gust  of  wind  that  made  mm  stagger, 
gave  additional  weight  to  the  man's 
words. 

"  Confound  it  all ! "  he  muttered,  as  he 
regained  equilibrium  and  eyesight,  *<the 
fellow  on  in  front  forges  ahead,  and 
makes  no  more  of  it  than  if  it  were  the 
mildest  zephyr." 

Taking  advantage  of  a  lull  he  qtuckened 
his  steps  until  he  had  lessened  the  distance 
between  them  by  more  than  half.  The 
wind,  acting  as  a  besom,  swept  the  face  of 
the  moon  clear  from  obscuring  clouds,  and 
Waring  caught  the  gleam  of  a  gold  band 
encirding  the  man's  cap.  He  also  noticed, 
with  a  nort  of  shock,  that  though  the  rain 
had  now  ceased,  moisture  was  dripping 
from  the  other  at  every  point. 

**  I  must  see  his  face,"  he  resolved. 

Scarcely  was  the  determination  formed 
than  it  was  fulfilled.  For  suddenly,  as 
they  were  both  within  a  few  strides  of  the 
pier-head,  the  one  who  was  in  advance 
ludted  and  wheeled  round. 

Never  as  long  as  he  lives  will  Waring 
forget  that  wild,  palHd  countenance  with 
its  look  of  doom,  or  those  eyes  that,  meet- 
ing his  owp,  burned  themselves  into  his 
memory.  Then  a  great  wave  struck  the 
pier,  which  seemed  to  rock  beneath  their 
feet,  and  a  drenching  cloud  of  salt  spray 
enveloped  both,  hiding  each  from  the 
other. 

When  Waring  emerged,  gasping  and 
choking,  he  was  alone. 

Alone  1  Bat  what  was  that  half- 
drowned-looking  object  skulking  there  f 
Surely  not  a  sandy  cat !  Oat,  indeed  I  how 
came  a  cat  there,  of  all  living  creatures  t 
A  sudden  savage  impulse  took  possession 
of  him.  He  seized  the  animal  as  it  made 
a  futile  effort  to  escape  him,  swung  it 
backwards  and  forwards  once  or  t^ce, 
and  then  flung  it  from  him  with  all  his 
force. 

There  was  a  wild  yell,  followed  by  a 

faint  splash;    then    Waring,    with    this 

murder  of  the  sandy  cat  upon  his  soul, 

turned  and  beat  his  way  back  in  the  teeth 

I  of  the  wind. 
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AniviDg  haggard  and  breathleaa  at  the 
tarnBtOe,  he  mMe  shift  to  sasp  aomething 
to  the  effect  that  he  feared  tome  aoeldent 
moat  have  befallen  the — the  gentleman 
who  had  passed  on  to  the  pier  jast  before 
him. 

The  man  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

'<Toa  are  mistaken,  sir.  No  one  bat 
yourself  has  set  foot  upon  the  pier  this 
night'' 

"  Weill  sir/'  this  from  the  nervous  waiter, 
'*  if  you  will  insist  on  hearing  all  about  it, 
and  at  such  atime  of  nisht,  too,  alll  know 
is  that  six  years  ago  thia  very  month  he 
came  and  engaged  a  room  here.  He  was  a 
quiet  sort  of  gent,  but,  all  the  same,  he  let 
out  as  he  was  expecting  a  letter — a  very 
important  letter.  His  first  words  in  the 
morning  would  be :  '  Joseph,  any  letter  for 
me ) '  And  his  last  words  at  night : 
'Joseph,  if  any  letter  comes  in  the  morn- 
ing see  that  I  have  it  at  once.' 

"Well,  one  morning  a  letter  does 
come.  The  address  was  in  a  lady's  hand ; 
I  could  swear  to  it  I  took  it  up  to  him, 
and  I  seem  to  see  the  look  on  his  face  now. 
Being  a  trifle  curious  like,  I  waited  about 
a  bit  outside  his  door.  '  I  hope  it's  good 
news,'  I  says  to  myself.  Then  I  heard  a 
sort  of  cry,  and  the  words,  'False  1  false  1 ' 
in  a  voice  that  made  my  blood  run  cold.  I 
saw  nothing  more  of  him  till  night  Then 
he  comes  up  to  me,  looking  like  the  ghost 
of  his  own  self .  'Joseph,'  he  says,  'I'm 
going  out ;  you  needn't  sit  up.' 

"  I  did  sit  up,  but  he  never  came  back, 
not  till  he  was  carried  in  a  cold,  wet 
corpae," 

"  He  was  drowned,  then  t " 

'*  Drowned  off  the  pier-head.  Death  by 
misadventure  they  brought  it  in,  but  I 
knew  better.  Aud  every  year  since  then 
he  comes  back  about  the  same  time,  and 
occupies  his  old  room  and  scares  most  of  us 
out  of  our  wits." 

"  And  the  qat  i "  guUtay. 

"  Why,  that  cross-grained  varmint  took 
to  him  uncommon ;  followed  him  wherever 
he  went,  like  a  dog.  What's  more,  it's 
never  forgotten  him,  but  watches  and  wsufts 
for  him  to  come  back — as  you're  a  witness 
yourself,  sir,  as  he  does  from  time  to  time 
— which  you'll  excuse  me,  sir,  but  I'm  all 
of  a  shake  and  a  shiver." 

At  daybreak  Waring  woke  with  a  strange 
feeling  of  oppression — a  heavy  weight 
upon  his  chest,  so  that  he  could  scarcely 
breathe.  As  he  opened  his  eyes  a  pair  of 
malignant  yellow  orbs  gazed  straight  into 


them.  Then,  with  a  sound  between  a  lilss 
and  a  snarl,  something  leaped  from  the 
bed. 

He  rose  and  searched  the  room,  but 
found  nothing.  Door  and  window  were 
both  shut  fast 

"I  will  not  remain  here  another  night," 
was  the  resolution  he  came  to,  *'and  if 
ever  I  come  to  Shellbeach  again  it  sliaU 
not  be  in  the  dead  season." 

A  few  weeks  later  be  read  in  the  paper 
an  account  of  the  destruction  of  the 
'<  Ship  "  by  fire. 

The  chief  witness,  a  waiter,  whose 
excessive  nervousness  under  exunination 
was  particularly  referred  to,  stated  that  he 
was  carrying  a  lighted  lamp  when  a  cat,  or 
something,  ran  right  between  hia  ieet, 
upsetting  him  and  causing  the  eonflagration. 
He  addc^  that  he  believed  the  cat  to  be 
one  that  had  mysteriously  disappeared 
some  time  previously. 


HIS  DANGEROUS  FRIEND. 

When  the  chief  takes  a  prolonged 
holiday  it  sometimes  happens  that  hia 
right-hand  man  gets  none  at  all,  or  waita 
till  the  leaves  in  the  woodland  are  sere 
and  the  rains  of  early  winter  have  come. 
One  of  these  prospects  was  before  Hector 
Baylies,  and  he  felt  as  if  he  did  not  greatly 
care  which.  With  strange  ill-luck  he  had 
managed  to  quarrel  with  a  pretty  girl  on 
the  very  morrow  of  winning  her  consent 
to  be  his  wife.  It  was  about  another 
loiterer  in  the  big,  dull  town. 

« Everybody  has  forsaken  London  — 
everybody  who  is  anybody.  Yes,  thafs 
true,"  Morrison  Schofield  said.  <<  But  Fm 
not  sure  that  I  come  into  the  class.  And 
then  I've  been  a  persistent  globe-trotter, 
and  I've  earned  the  right  to  do  as  I  please, 
and  not  as  other  people  do.  I  have  a 
fancy  now  for  poking  about  in  the  sodal 
desert  I  feel  as  solitary  sometimes  as 
if  I  were  at  Tadmor  in  the  wilderness." 

"If  I  had  your  freedom  and  your 
money,  old  boy,  I'd  be  off  pretty  sharp 
and  find  some  change  and  some  company." 

Hector  Baylies  was  tying  up  a  small  bag 
of  inferior  gems,  as  he  spoke,  in  hia 
principsl's  private  room.  He  was  manager 
for  Mr.  Fischler,  whose  fame  as  a  dealer 
in  cUamonds  is  in  all  great  housef.  The 
master's  trust  in  Hector  was  as  flawless  aa 
the  finest  stone  he  had  ever  sold. 

The  broadest  of  smiles  overspread 
Morrison  Schofield's  liandsome  face.    He 
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looked  happUy  aBBordd  of  hU  own  comfort 
and  content.  HCa  jollity  rather  grated  on 
Hector.  It  emphasized  the  contrast  in 
position.  This  old  schoolfellow  had  come 
in  for  a  fortane  before  he  began  the  globe- 
trotting to  which  he  had  referred.  He 
had  not  to  screw,  and  scrape,  and  dance 
attendance  on  the  whims  of  a  selfish 
principal  who  absorbed  all  the  good 
weather  in  his  own  vacation.  Hector 
listened  with  a  disagreeable  sense  for  a 
second  of  being  patronised. 

*'  I  have  decided  to  stay  and  brighten 
yon  np,  Bayliss.  It  is  a  shame  that  it 
should  be  all  grind,  grind  with  yon. 
Fischler  onght  to  know  that  all  work  and 
no  play  will  blont  his  best  tool  As  to 
company,  I've  got  it  here  —  first -class 
company.  And  didn't  yon  hint  some- 
thing the  other  day  about  bright  eyes  that 
had  bewitched  yout  You  might  take 
me  along  and  faitroduoe  me  as  'fidus 
Achates,'  eht  Or  am  I  too  presumptuous, 
both  in  the  thought  and  in  ttie  name ) " 

**  Not  a  bit,"  Hector  Bayliss  answered. 
"You  must  meet  Carrie  Fuller.  I  was 
going  to  suggest  it  if  you  had  not  fore- 
stalled me." 

He  was  ingenuous  over  his  love-dream 
and  engagement.  There  was  positively 
a^  colour  creeping  into  his  cheeks.  He 
did  not  notice  the  drop  of  Morrison 
Schofield's  jaw  and  the  quick  line  on  his 
brow.  These  symptoms  came  and  went  in 
an  instant 

'*  I  shall  be  most  happy." 

The  confident  lover  looked  for  no  diffi- 
culty ;  but  he  encountered  ona  Though 
man  might  plan,  it  was  for  woman,  in  this 
case,  to  dispose 

Oarrie  Fuller  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the 
proposition  that  she  should  receive  and 
welcome  her  betrothed's  oldest  friend. 
Her  mother  came  in  when  he  had  only 
gone  so  far  as  to  fiad  that  there  was  an 
obstaela  The  discussion  dropped,  to  be 
taken  up  again  at  tixe  next  interview. 

Between  these  two  calls  of  Hector 
Bayliss  at  Lauriston  Gardens  a  perilous 
situation  had  declared  itself.  On  the 
second  occasion  he  was  perturbed  and 
out  of  temper,  and  weary  to  boot.  In- 
deed, long  hours  and  the  pressure  of  a 
contfaiual  anxiety  had  so  worn  him  down 
that  while  waiting  in  the  boudoir  for 
Oarrie's  release  from  an  appointment 
with  a  modiste,  he  dropped  into  an  un- 
easy slumber.  Carrie  found  him  with 
dosed  eyes,  talking  wQdly. 

She  was  absolute  in  her  refusal  to  see 


Morrison  Schofield.     It  vexed  her  lover,, 
and  an  ominous  gulf  began  to  yawn. 

"Tell  me  what  grounds  you  have  for 
disliking  my  friend,  when,  as  I  understand 
it,  you  have  not  even  met  him/'  Hector 
Biyliss  demanded  with  rising  anger. 

'*I  cannot  do  that"  The  answer  was 
very  firm. 

The  young  man  took  three  or  four 
agitated  turns  round  the  room.  The  happi- 
ness he  had  believed  to  be  in  his  gjcasp 
seemed  sliding  from  him.  There  was  a 
masterful  grain  in  his  nature,  and  he  could 
not  bring  himself  to  bow  to  prejodiea 
What  CQuld  it  be  but  prejudice  i 

"  Then  I  am  afraid  I  have  made  a  mistake^ 
Miss  Fuller,"  he  said  bluntly  at  laaL 
"You  are  hardly  the  girl  I  thought  you» 
It  is  most  UDJast  to  poor  old  Schofield. 
As  if  I  didn't  know  him  through  and 
through,  and  as  if  he  wasn't  a  good  fellow 
and  the  soul  of  honour  1  It  is  preposteron&. 
I  think  I  had  better  go." 

She  was  very  pale,  and  her  heart  ached. 
But  she  did  not  detain  him,  or  attempt 
to  furbish  up  a  defence.  It  was  hec  sistat'a 
secret^  and  she  was  not  at  liberty  without 
Annie's  leave  to  explain.  Annie  had  con- 
fided in  her  on  the  promise  that  ah* 
would  tell  nobody.  She  could  not  break 
that  bond  even  to  retain  her  lover.  She 
sadly  wondered  if  Hector  would  ever  come 
back,  or  if  she  had  sacrificed  her  joy  to 
sisterly  fidelity. 

But  his  friend  was  certainly  not  the 
paragon  he  had  described.  In  Essex,  in 
the  spring,  he  had  won  shy  maiden  a&ctlon 
only  to  disappoint  and  disillusion  hia 
victim.  Such  perfidy  was  play  to  Mozrisoa 
Schofield.  Moreover,  other  matters  came 
to  ligh^  which  seemed  to  show  that  he  had 
a  curious  past,  and  had  gained  little  from 
his  travels  but  spendthrift  habits  and  a 
knowledge  of  vice.  There  was  no  doubt 
of  his  identity.  The  name  was  not  very 
common,  and  many  features  and  episodes 
mentioned  now  by  Hector  Bayliss  had 
previously  been  spoken  of  by  Annie  Fuller, 
or  incorporated  in  the  letters  she  wrote 
from  under  an  uncle's  roof.  The  man  who 
had  turned  up  in  town  was  the  same  rolling 
stone^  the  same  glib  deceiver. 

It  was  one  of  life's  odd  coincidences — 
which  are  countless — that  the  next  dsj 
Carrie  Fuller  received  a  fresh  and  fortnitooa 
illustration  of  Morrison  Schofield's  chsrac- 
ter.  It  was  in  a  chemist's  shop.  She 
stood  in  the  background  while  the  attendant 
waited  on  an  earlier  customer.  With  a 
start  she  recognised  him.    Though  it  was 
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Erfecily  tnie  that  they  had  never  met,  he 
d  onee  been  pointed  out  to  Oatrie  by  her 
siflter  on  the  platform  at  Liverpool  Street 
She  had  a  good  memory  for  forme  and 
faces,  and  there  was  reason  to  recall  thie 
man's  outward  presentment. 

"  Tes,  I  am  a  doctor,"  he  said. 

The  words  were  so  easy  and  so  decided 
that  they  closed  the  door  on  suspicion. 
No  further  question  was  asked.  The  dis- 
penser behind  the  counter  busied  himself 
amongst  his  drugs^and  had  soon  wrapped  up 
and  sealed  a  phial.  He  gave  it  to  the  tall, 
weU-dressed  stranger  and  received  the 
money.  Hie  girl  in  the  shadow  beyond 
knew  that  a  deceit  was  practised,  and  it 
was  a  startling  commentary  on  words  that 
would  not  leave  her  mind. 

She  thought  of  Hector's  trust  in  Scho- 
field  as  the  soul  of  honour,  and,  September 
though  it  was,  she  shivered.  There  were 
clouds  on  her  sky  before.  They  seemed  to 
grow  thick  and  mysterious.  It  was  a  ready 
falsehood  in  the  chemist's  shop.  The 
speaker  was  no  doctor;  he  had  been 
trained  for  a  civil  engineer.  Amisstatement 
made  with  so  much  deliberate  assurance 
had  surely  purpose  behind  it.  Carrie 
Fuller  was  troubled  about  the  risks  that 
her  angry  lover  might  be  running.  Ought 
the  to  find  means  of  warning  him  ?  But 
it  was  a  problem  how  to  do  this  and  not 
seem  to  say  '^Oome  back."  She  would 
never  ask  him  to  retura 

If  she  had  guessed  it,  her  mood  of  ex- 
treme solicitude  was  well  matched  at  Uie 
gem  dealer's  establishment  at  the  comer 
house  of  Stafford  Court.  There  was  in- 
creasing cause  for  worry. 

"It  means  watching  every  day  and 
eveiy  hour  in  the  day  as  if  for  a  man's 
life,"  the  manager  had  remarked  to 
Josiah  Jaggers,  the  confidential  clerk.  "  I 
shall  be  heartily  sick  of  the  vigilance  I 
have  to  keep  long  before  Mr.  Fisehler 
tires  of  the  Alps  and  the  Lakes." 

That  was  at  the  beginning.  The 
prophecy  had  beccwae  a  fact.  Not  only 
was  the  ordinary  load  of  care  always 
heavy,  but  a  special  weight  was  added 
thereto.  It  appeared  that  the  gem  mer- 
chant's foes  were  within  his  own  borders, 
and  that  Josiah  Jaggers  was  a  rogue.  The 
clerk  went  according  to  Hector  Bayliss's 
directions  to  Plymouth.  His  errand  was  to 
meet  an  agent  with  Cape  diamonds,  and 
while  he  was  gone  there  fell  a  bolt  from 
the  blue.  The  evidence  of  his  villainy  lay 
in  the  manager's  pocket.  It  was  in  the 
shape  of  a  letter  which  an   accomplice 


seemed  to  have  misdirected  in  a  most  un- 
usual, but  for  Hector  a  fortunate,  fit  of  f or- 
getfulness.  At  first  this  precious  epistle 
staggered  the  reader.    It  said : 

'■Dear  Jaggers, — Tou  can  trust  our 
little  game  to  me.  Everything  is  in  first- 
rate  trim  for  Thursday  evening.  The  wheels 
are  well  oiled  and  I  know  where  to  place  the 
swag.  You  will  be  on  duty,  for  that's  the 
night  your  muff  Baylies  goes  spooning,  I 
believe.  Youwatchforhim.  Good  joke,isn't 
it  %  There  will  be  only  us  to  go  sliaresi  but 
you'll  make  them  think  it's  a  bit  of  work 
done  by  a  gang.  I  promise  to  fix  you  up 
with  a  few  bits  of  string  so  that  you  will 
never  be  suspected.  Baylies  will  not 
dream  that  you  have  a  finger  in  the  pie. 
Not  even  when  you  are  pulling  out  the 
plums  —  or  the  stones.  Baylies  is  a 
conceited  noodle;  I  know  him.  Mind 
you  get  his  keys  or  copy  them,  no  matter 
whict    Yours,  T." 

Hector  Baylies  could  make  nothing  of 
the  solitary  initial  that  stood  for  signature. 
Nor  had  he  the  slightest  due  to  the  hand- 
writing. It  was  a  bold  boyish  style.  He 
turned  helplessly  to  Morrison  Sehofield, 
who  happened  to  be  present  when  the 
letter  was  delivered  by  a  messenger. 
Hector  and  he  had  been  chatting  over  old 
times.  Sehofield  saw  the  intellectual  face 
whiten  as  his  friend  read  on.  He  dex- 
terously elicited  the  cause  of  this  sudden 
panic. 

"  I  don't  recognise  the  writing,"  Hector 
Bayliss  said. 

«  Of  course  you  don't  It  is  hardly  likely 
you  would.  li  it  is  not  wholly  strange  it  is 
beyond  a  doubt  disguised.  But  it's  lucky 
you've  got  it  instead  of  the  man  it  was 
meant  for.  Fancy  calling  you  a  noodle 
inside,  and  then  being  so  negligent  as  to 
write  your  name,  or  have  it  written,  out- 
side. There's  retribution  in  that.  And 
you  can  act  upon  your  knowledge,  don't 
you  see  i " 

Hector  Bayliss  was  looking  straight 
across  at  the  dun -coloured  wall  The 
shock  of  the  discovery  had  momentarily 
stunned  him. 

''It  comes  to  this,"  he  groaned:  "that 
a  man  I  could  have  backed  against  all  the 
temptations  of  London  has  been  tampered 
with.  Fisehler  trusted  him  too — most 
thoroughly.  He  had  earned  complete 
trust.  Why,  Josiah  Jaggers  has  been  at 
Stafford  Court  twice  as  long  as  I  have. 
When  I  came  I  was  put  over  his  head.    It 
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wasn't  the  fairest  thing.  It  was  simply 
home  influence  that  did  it,  and  because  I 
had  a  better  edacation." 

The  other  shragged  a  pair  of  remarkably 
broad  shoolders.  A  peculiar  twinkle  was 
in  his  eyes.  It  struck  his  friend  that  he 
regarded  the  whole  affiiir  fai  the  Ught  of  a 
Joke.  That  must  be  owing  to  the  detach- 
ment that  comes  of  the  possession  of 
wealtL     He  was  to  be  envied. 

"Perhaps  Jaggers  didn't  exactly  ap- 
prore/'  he  said.  "  He  may  have  borne  you 
a  grudge  in  secret  for  it.  Anyhow, 
mischief  is  meditated  now.  That  is  as 
clear  as  daylight" 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is.  Yet  I  can  hardly 
realise  that  Jaggers  is  in  it  It  gives  the  lie 
*to  all  his  past  rectitude." 

<|  Better  say,  perhaps,  to  his  luck  not  to 
be  found  out  It  is  often  like  that  in  the 
world.  The  dark  stain  doesn't  show  for 
a  while." 

There  was  a  sneer  on  the  speaker's  face. 
His  cynical  conviction  of  human  wickedness 
made  Hector  Bayliss  sigh.  It  was  his 
only  answer. 

"  A  downright  neat  little  plot  I  call  it," 
Morrison  Schofield  went  on.  *'  Your  clerk 
is  to  be  attacked — ^by  one  marauder ;  he  is 
to  be  robbed — by  one ;  he  is  to  be  left 
bound  as  an  injared  and  helpless  servant 
of  the  establishment — by  one.  And  it 
will  be  impossible  to  believe  vnat  there  were 
not  a  band.  That  alone  will  be  likely  to 
divert  suspicion  from  the  proper  quarter. 
Oh,  yes,  it  is  clever." 

*'  They  know  that  Mr.  Fischler  is  absent, 
and  of  course  Jaggers  is  on  duty  some- 
times. I  am  not  quite  a  prisoner  all  round 
the  twenty-four  hours.  That  would  be 
unbearable." 

"Qafte  so;  and  it  fixes  the  time  for 
this  interesting  game." 

'*  Yes.  They  have  taken  the  advantage. " 

'*  They  clearly  intended  to  do  so.  But  it  is 
all  in  the  future,  and  the  plan  is  wrecked. 
Why  not  take  this  person  in  his  own 
snare  f " 

Schofield  fingered  the  letter  on  the 
table. 

"  What  do  you  mean  i " 

'*  It  appears  to  me  very  practicable.  You 
used  to  be  Al  at  disguises  when  we  were 
at  Baniell's  together.  I  don't  suppose 
youVe  lost  your  cunning  in  rather  better 
than  a  dozen  years.  And  you  are  pretty 
much  the  clerk's  height,  and  size,  and 
build.     You  don't  dress  as  shabbily." 

''How does  that  afiect  the  writer  of  tiie 
letter  1 " 


It!  was  a  feverish  question. 

''You  are  jast  a  trifle  dense,  Bayliss, 
or  is  it  the  upset )  I  can  see  that  we  may 
not  merely  checkmate  but  capture  him — 
you  and  I.  If  we  stir  on  any  other  lines  it 
is  a  dead  certainty  that  these  conspirators 
wQl  get  clear  off.  That  fellow's  scrawl 
won't  carry  you  far.  But  if  you  can  catch 
one  of  them  *  flagrante  delicto,'  why,  you 
will  succeed  in  convicting  both." 

"  How  would  you  do  it  I " 

''  Easily.  The  writer  has  given  himself 
away.  Jaggers  will  be  up  shortly,  and  as 
you  and  not  he  got  the  message,  he  may 
be  utterly  in  the  dark  about  its  contents." 

''  The  scoundrel  1 " 

''It's  no  use  calling  names.  Better 
decide  to  make  yourself  up  in  rusty  black, 
and  with  a  blonde  wig  and  a  few  whiskers 
pass  in  a  poor  Ught  for  Jaggers.  The  days 
are  shortening ;  it  will  be  dusk,  and  quite 
possible.  You  and  I  wait  for  our  friend. 
I  can  slip  out  of  sight  when  the  bell  gives 
tongue.    The  testing-screen  at  the  back  of 

?^our  desk  will  answer  capitally.    Do  you 
oUow  my  scheme  ? " 

"  I  think  so." 

'*  Mr.  <  T.'  duly  arrives.  You  place  the 
keys  here  upon  tiie  taHle,  and  point  to  one 
of  the  safes.  Make  it  empty,  if  you  choose, 
for  the  occasion.  You  have  a  row  of  them ; 
it  will  be  easy  to  arrange  that." 

Hector  Bayliss  nodded.  % 

''  That  will  do,  then.  Anyhow,  you  will 
keep  the  visitor  in  play  while  I  creep  out 
at  the  dde  of  the  screen  and  fix  up  the 
door ;  after  that,  he  is  at  our  mercy." 

''The  chances  are  that  he  will  be 
armed." 

"  Possibly.  But  we  need  not  grant  him 
odds  in  that  particular.  We  are  both 
athletic  men,  equal,  I  believe,  to  the  bit  of 
work  I  am  sketching.  Does  my  pro- 
position commend  itself  to  you  t " 

The  manager  was  buried  in  thought 
There  was  audacity  in  the  plan,  but  it  had 
points  which  caused  him  to  debate  its 
wisdom.  He  had  especially  reooQed  from 
the  suggestion  that  he  should  farther  lure 
on  the  thief  by  bringing  out  his  keys, 
Morrison  Schofield,  watching  him  narrowly, 
had  seen  his  eyes  grow  hard  and  dark 
there.  He  sought  to  modify  an  unpalate- 
able  idea  by  the  hint  that  the  real  hiding- 
place  of  Mr.  Fischler's  stock-in-trade  might 
remain  unknown  and  obscure. 

There  was  much  to  be  said  for  such 
a  dramatic  turning  of  the  tables  as  was 
suggested.  The  p^ir  of  rogues  richly  de- 
served  their  intended   discomfiture.      It 
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looked  fairly  sooud  and  feasible.  Morriflou 
Schofield  was  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
«inaxt  to  his  finger-tips.  He  would  make 
trinmph  almost  a  mathematical  certainty. 

Bat  it  was  the  tone  of  contempt  in  the 
letter  that  finally  tilted  the  bidance  in 
favoor  of  the  Tentnre.  The  writer  had 
shown ontrageons e£Erontery.  ''Noodle," in- 
deed I  If  the  miscreant  came  into  the  hands 
of  justice  he  would  no  doubt  sbg  to  a 
very  different  tune. 

*'  Yes,  I  like  the  notion,  on  the  whole. 
We  wiU  put  it  to  the  test,"  Hector  Baylies 
iaid. 

He  resolved  to  say  nothing  on  the 
subject  to  Carrie  Fuller.  For  one  thing  it 
was  not  a  woman's  business,  and  it  would 
inevitably  frighten  her.  For  another,  her 
inatment  of  Morrison  Schofield  remained 
in  auspensa  But  when  he  was  next  at 
Lauriston  Gardens  he  was  quite  deter- 
mined to  bring  Carrie  to  his  own  point  of 
▼bw.  The  result  was  total  failure  and  a 
very  deep  chagrin.  He  was  enthusiastic 
about  the  marvellous  gifts  and  graces  of 
his  friend.  He  found  an  obstinate  little 
sceptic,  and  he  flung  away  in  a  passion. 

The  denouement  of  plot  and  counter- 
plot promised  to  put  a  new  and  over- 
powering argument  at  his  disposal.  He 
would  have  it  in  his  power  to  vaunt  his  own 
perBpicacity.  When  the  perUous  episode 
was  over,  and  the  attack  on  the  treasures 
in  his  charge  was  foQed,  the  time  would 
hwe  come  to  convince  Carrie.  She  could 
then  hold  out  no  longer.  Whatever  the 
secret  of  her  absurd  prejudice,  it  must 
infallibly  be  broken  down.  He  would 
explain  and  enlarge  upon  his  debt  to 
Schofield  until  her  ears  tingled.  Then 
the  would  stop  him  in  her  eagerness  to 
main  amends.  She  would  beg  his  pardon, 
and  his  friend's  pardon,  and  he  would 
forgive  .  her.  He  saw  it  all — as  Eastern 
travellers  see  a  mirage. 

There  was  a  day  and  a  half  to  waste  in 
worrying.  Never  in  his  recollection  had 
hours  seemed  to  drag  so  unconscionably. 
Hj&  could  concentrate  his  attention  on 
nothing.  People  thought  him  "distrait," 
and  h^  feared,  not  without  reason^  that  he 
siado  bad  bargains.  Even  his  penmanship 
bad  a  curious  waver  very  unlike  his  usuid 
clerkly  hand.  He  felt  that  in  a  few  days 
of  this  stress  and  strain  he  must  go  mad. 

It  was  not  so  with  the  guilty  Jaggera 
H«  exhibited  no  sign  of  self-consciousness. 
He  was  stolid  and  deferentially  dull.  It 
tried  the  manager's  patience  not  to  break 
out  in  fierce  and  fatiJ  charges.     He  longed 


to  accuse  the  derk  of  double-dealing. 
But  he  schooled  himself  to  wait,  and 
instead  of  that  he  sent  him  away  on  the 
Thursday  evening  to  fulfil  a  commission  at 
West  Kensington.  Next  he  proceeded  to 
assume  outwardly  tiie  absent  man's 
identity.  He  did  not  manage  badly,  and 
Morrison  Schofield  was  early  on  the  scene 
to  give  aid  and  advice. 

The  two  men  sat  talking  in  low  tones 
behind  the  barred  windows  of  the  princi- 
pal's room  as  ttie  shades  increased.  They 
were  both  excited.  Suddenly  the  electric 
bell  sounded  tJie  signal  of  approaching 
danger.  Hector  Baylies  answered  the 
summons  in  person. 

''  Is  all  serene,  Jaggers  i " 

A  short,  thick-set  fellow  put  the  question 
in  a  whisper. 

<•  Yes,  aU's  right." 

It  was  an  indifferent  attempt  to  copy 
the  clerk's  peculiar  quaver,  and  the 
manager  was  conacious  of  it  and  dreaded 
bistant  detection.  But  no  suspicion  seemed 
to  be  aroused.  The  visitor  followed  at  his 
heels. 

*<  Ah  1  The  keys  are  here.  That  is  good 
— very  good.  Now  for  a  short  cut  to 
fortune.  Which  of  these  iron  doors  am  I 
to  try  I" 

Hector  Baylies  still  followed  the  pro- 
gramme. He  threw  out  his  hand  and 
indicated  the  safe  at  the  left  of  the  testing- 
screen.  The  chamber  there  was  empty, 
but  there  was  a  glass  inset  in  the  green 
baize,  and  at  this  instant  a  lamp  in  an 
opposite  window  made  this  a  mirror.  The 
manager  caught  a  glimpse  of  what  was 
passing  in  the  rear.  He  saw  a  cruel, 
stealthy  foe  where  he  looked  for  a  friend 
and  an  ally.  There  was  no  mistaking  the 
dark  glee  on  the  features ;  there  was  no 
misreading  the  traitor's  action.  The  sight 
froze  the  blood  in  his  veins.  He  was 
paralysed  by  horror  as  well  as  stupefied 
by  the  fumes  rising  into  his  nostrils  as 
Morrison  Schofield  gripped  him  behind. 

*'  Duped ! "  he  gasped. 

The  word  was  in  his  own  ears  aa  an 
echo  on  a  far  off  shore. 

The  big  muffler  steeped  in  the  sense- 
destroying  fluid  was  round  liis  throat,  he 
was  dragged  remorselessly  back,  and  even 
the  knowledge  of  a  great  imposition  that 
implied  Us  ruin  faded  into  nothingness. 

Morrison  Schofield  deftly  removed  the 
handkerchief  and  put  it  away  at  arm's 
length.  He  went  over  to  join  his  con- 
federate. 
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*'  Won't  thej  Btare  when  they  find  hfm  t" 
he  said,  with  a  heartless  chnoUe^  *'  Ton 
mj  word  I'd  like  to  see  it  We'll  leave 
the  place  open,  then  a  constable  will  be 
snre  to  enter  sooner  or  later.  Bat  they 
won't  make  much  of  him  yet  awhila  We 
shall  have  a  good  start,  and  I  guarantee 
the  smartest  man  at  New  Scotland  Yard 
doesn't  hit  upon  onr  route  to  Baenos  Ayres. 
I  haven't  knocked  op  and  down  the  world 
for  nothing.  No,  IVe  squandered  a 
fortune — to  get  it  back  this  way  !  I  say, 
Tom  Finch,  he'll  have  to  apologise  to 
Jaggers  twice  over ;  once  for  Us  make-up, 
and  once  for  hb  suspicions." 

'*  This  is  the  wrong  set  of  boxes — there's 
nothing  in  'em." 

'<  Better  luck  the  other  side.  We've 
the  keys  of  all  handy.  That  is  what  I 
rigged  up  the  *  plant'  for.  He  almost 
twigged  me  once.'' 

Neither  caught  the  sound  of  cautious 
steps  without 

But  they  heard  a  sharper  noise  and 
looked  round.    It  was  too  lata 

"  Click !  OUck ! "  Dork  figures  fiUed 
the  doorway,  and  each  rogue  was  covered 
by  a  revolver.  Tom  Finch  threw  up  his 
hands  by  the  instinct  of  his  tribe.  The 
other  was  like  a  wolf  at  bay.  He  poured  out 
a  voUey  of  oabhs  and  curses.  He  would 
willingly  have  had  a  fight  for  escape  if  he 
had  seen  the  smallest  hope.  Some  one 
threw  up  a  gas-jet,  and  the  inspector  in 
command  read  correctly  the  fury  in 
Morrison  Schofield's  eye& 

"  No,  you  don's  1  Stand  back.  Ton  are 
a  dead  man  if  you  move,"  he  cried.  ''  You 
are  both  prisoners." 

It  was  Ctfrie  Fuller  who  had  thwarted 
the  last  reckless  venture  of  a  broken  villain. 
Her  lover  had  murmured  puzzling  words 
in  his  doze  of  exhaustion.  He  fancied 
he  was  discussing  the  plan  of  his  false 
friend.  Then  came  the  incident  at  the 
drug  stores.  Ic  supplied  Carrie  with  a 
possible  key  to  the  riddle. 

She  went  to  the  police  with  her  know- 
ledge and  her  fears  of  treachery.  For  once 
they  acted  in  a  timely  and  fortunate  manner. 

Morrison  Schofield  received  a  long  term 
of  imprisonment  It  transpired  at  the 
trial  that  the  whole  device,  including  the 
decoy  letter  purposely  sent  to  Hector  Bay- 
lies, was  of  his  contriving.  Tom  Finch 
was  a  professional  cracksman.  He  helped 
to  convict  his  employer,  and  was  lightly 
sentenced. 

The  reward  of  a  spirited  girl  was  soon 
forthcoming. 


"  You  are  the  true  judge  of  character," 
said  Hector  Bayliss,  in  a  new  and  genuine 
humility.  <'  Can  you  forgive  me,  Carrie, 
for  my  abominable  temper  1  I  shall  have 
learnt  to  rely  on  my  wife's  verdicts." 

It  was  perhaps  sufficiently  daring  under 
the  circumstances  to  speak  in  that  way, 
but  Carrie's  smile  gave  absolution. 


A  NIGHT  OF  PERIL. 

The  scene  of  the  adventure  I  am  about 
to  relate  is  Bicklestonon-Sea,  a  watering- 
place  bordering  on  the  English  Channel, 
situated  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  beauti- 
ful bay  of  Fitworth ;  and,  being  surrounded 
by  grand  and  picturesque  scenery,  was 
much  frequented  by  artists,  and  those  who 
loved  the  beauties  of  Nature  in  their 
sterner  and  more  imposing  aspect 

The  day  had  been  bright^  and  the  even- 
ing was  calm  and  stilL  A  more  beautiful 
or  more  peaceful  picture  than  that  which 
met  the  eye  of  Stanley  Bolderson,  as  he  and 
his  friend,  Jack  Wilkinson,  sat  on  the 
beach  smoking  their  dgars,  cannot  be 
imagined. 

The  sea,  like  a  lake  of  molten  sapphire 
and  beryl,  lay  hushed  in  as  deep  a  calm  as 
ever  brooded  over  its  transparent  waters, 
stretching  out  to  the  offing,  where  some 
outward-bound  ships,  with  their  white 
sails  hanging  listlessly  from  their  yards, 
seemed  to  be  floating  in  the  middle 
ether. 

Above,  the  sky  expanded  into  an  arch 
of  the  purest  blue,  over  which,  as  the  sun 
sank  lower  and  lower,  a  soft  amethystine 
e£falgence  spread,  like  the  glow  on 
beauty's  cheek;  growing  deeper  and 
deeper,  till,  as  the  sun  touched  the  horizon, 
the  ruby  intermingled,  and  carpeted  the 
sea  and  dappled  the  sky  with  loveliness. 

Then,  as  if  to  cradle  the  departing 
luminary,  a  soft  white  cloud  rose  up,  and 
the  sun,  as  though  fascinated  by  the 
crimson  gbry  which  surrounded  him, 
lingered  lor  a  while  on  the  horizon,  and 
then  sank  languidly  into  his  silvery  bed. 

*'  I  don't  exactly  know  what  to  make  of 
that  Miss  Elmore,"  said  Wilkinson.  <'I 
hope,  Stanley,  you  are  not  goiug  to  fall  in 
love  with  her." 

"  And  why  not,  pray  t "  asked  Bolder- 
son. 

'^  Because  she  hasn't  got  a  penny  to  bless 
herself  with,  and  you  are  not  much  better 
ofi.  Take  my  advice,  old  fellow;  take 
the  advice  of  a  man  older  than  yourself — 
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"  Babbish  1  Matrimony  in  my  case  is 
oat  of  the  question,"  replied  Stanley. 

''  Ah  I  it's  all  very  well  to  aay  rabbiah ; 
bat,  depend  on  it  you  are  in  the  greatest 
danger;  and  as  a  friend  I  think  it  my 
daty  to  warn  you.  Take  my  advioe,  old 
felloW;  and  let  us  pack  ap  oar  tooth-brashes 
and  get  back  to  London  as  fast  as  we 
can/' 

"That's  exceedingly  rich/'  laughed 
Bolderson.  ''The  boot  is  on  the  other 
foot,  dear  boy.  It  is  yon  that  are  in 
danger,  not  I.  It's  Maud  Howard's  brown 
eyes  that  yon  are  afraid  of,  not  that  I 
should  fall  in  love  with  Fanny  Elmore ! 
I'm  not  afraid  1 " 

**  Afraid  !  No,  I  don't  suppose  you  are. 
Only  this  I've  got  to  say,  she  won't  suit  yoa, 
she's  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  and  as  to  loving, 
well,  she  will  never  love  anything  so  well 
as  her  own  pretty  self,"  concluded  Jack. 

<'  You  think  so,"  replied  Stanley.  '<Well, 
have  your  own  way ;  but  what  about  Maud, 
— do  you  think  she  will  ever  love  any  one 
better  than  herself)" 

*'  She  !  My  dear  Stanley,  she's  got  the 
softest  little  heart  in  the  world  ! "  Here 
he  broke  o£f,  and  jumped  up  and  waved 
his  hand.  *'By  Jove!"  he  continued. 
**  Look  here,  Stanley,  that's  a  challenge  for 
you !  Don't  you  see  there's  Miss  Elmore 
on  the  balcony,  and  she's  waving  her 
handkerchief  to  you  1 " 

"  I  fancy  the  challenge  is  for  you,  my 
friend,"  said  Stanley.  "It's  Maud,  not 
Miss  Elmore,  that  is  waving  her  handker- 
chief ! " 

"  Ah !  so  it  is ;  well,  never  mind,  come 
along ! " 

To  his  more  intimate  friends  Stanley 
Bolderson  was  an  enigma.  The  fellows  at 
his  club  set  him  down  as  "  a  very  hard 
nut,"  and  averred  that  nobody  had  been 
able  to  "  crack  him."  You  could  not  put 
him  down,  it  was  impossible  to  talk 
him  down,  and  it  would  not  have  been  an 
easy  matter  to  knock  him  down ;  so  most 
persons  decided  that  it  was  best  to  let  him 
alone. 

"You've  a  couple  of  lazy  boys,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Howard,  when  the  two  friends  entered 
the  drawing-room.  "  Here  have  we  been 
for  more  than  an  hour  burdened  with  a 
secret  we  were  anxious  to  impart  to  you, 
and  there  you  lay,  smoking,  smoking  like 
two  steam-engioes,  and  never  once  turned 
your  heads  this  way  1 " 

"  It's  all  Bolderaon's  fault,"  interrupted 
Wilkinson.  "  He  will  argue,  and  I  can't 
make  the  least  impression  on  him " 


"Never  mind  that,"  went  on  Mrs- 
Howard.  "What  I  wanted  to  say  was 
that  George  is  going  to  take  us  for  an 
excursion  to  Stoneness  Point  and  the 
Mewstone  Bocks.  We  are  told  that  the 
latter  are  very  interesting  as  a  field  of 
investigation  by  persons  seized  by  the 
common  object  mania,  of  wUch  our  friend 
Miss  Elmore  is  one — a  ahore-naturaliflt  she 
calls  herself ** 

"Yes,  my  dear  lady,"  said  Bolderson, 
"  and. 
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"  And  the  question  is,  will  you  gentle- 
men join  us  t "  replied  Mrs.  Howard. 

*'  I  should  thmk  so,  rather ! "  exclaimed 
WilkUison. 

"  Oertainly ! "  responded  Bolderson.  '*  It 
was  very  kind  of  Mr.  Howard  to  think 
of  us  1 " 

"  Well/'  said  Mr.  Howard,  who  at  this 
moment  came  bustling  into  the  room,  "  are 
we  to  have  the  pleasure  of  these  gentle- 
men's company  to-morrow  1 " 

"  Yes,  dear,  it's  all  right/'  answered  his 
wife. 

"Then  remember,  boys,  twelve  o'clock 
sharp  i " 

"  May  I  ask,  sb,"  questioned  Wilkin- 
son, in  his  most  insinuating  manner,  "if 
there  will  be  any  grub  on  board!  You 
see,  the  sea  air  from  the  Atlantic  is  largely 
charged  with  ozone,  and  its  energising 
properties  are  such  that  it  creates  in  me 
an  immoderate  appetite.  In  such  a  ease, 
you  see,  a  large  supply  of  grub  is  not  only 
conducive  to  happiness,  but  an  absolute 
necessity  of  life." 

"You  are  quite  right,  my  dear  friend," 
replied  Mr.  Howard,  "but  my  wife  is  a 
splendid  oateress,  and  you  may  be  sure 
that  our  craft  will  be  well  victuidled." 

"Thank  you^  sir,"  returned  Wilkinson 
meekly,  "  that  is  a  great  relief  to  my  mind. 
And  now  may  I  be  allowed  to  ask  what  is 
the  object  of  the  expedition  t  " 

"To  view  the  scenery,  and  to  search  the 
rock-pools  for  zoophytes,  sea  anemones, 
and  marine  algae/'  put  in  Fanny  Elmore. 
"  They  say  the  scene  in  Stoneness  Bay  is 
wilder  and  more  imposing  than  in  any 
other  part  of  the  coast." 

"  Rocks  and  precipices,  and  that  sort  of 
thing,  eh  t "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,  and  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  a 
^reat  deal  of  that  sort  of  tUng ! "  replied 
Fanny. 

"Ahl  Rocks  and  precipices  are  all 
vexy  well  in  pictures,"  replied  Wilkinson, 
"  but  when  I  go  out  sailing  I  like  to  keep 
clear  of  the  rocks  1 " 
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"  D  jn't  mind  what  ha  says,  Mias  Elmore," 
said  Stanley  Bolderaon,  ''there'a  not  a 
man  in  the  three  kingdoms  who  admires 
grand  scenery  more  than  he  does ;  he  only 
afifacts  to  be  cynical." 

<'  I  don't  like  affectation  of  any  kind/' 
replied  Miss  Elmore  shortly. 

<<Come,  girls,"  interposed  Mrs.  Howard, 
**  I  think  we  have  had  enough  discord,  let 
OB  have  some  harmony." 

Maad  assented,  went  to  the  piano,  and 
after  a  short  prelade,  commenced  a 
beaatifol  English  ballad,  in  a  voice  so 
exquisitely  sweet,  with  a  taste  so  accorate, 
and  a  feeling  so  deep,  that  it  soanded  to  at 
least  one  enchanted  listener  like  the 
mnsic  of  the  gods. 

Her  example  was  followed  by  Fanny 
Elmore,  who,  though  not  Maud's  equal 
as  a  singer,  was  a  thorough  musician,  and 
played  one  of  Mozart's  sonatas  with  such 
brilliancy,  feeling,  and  taste,  as  astonished 
and  delighted  Stanley  Bolderson,  and 
drew  unqualified  praise  from  the  host  and 
hostess. 

Thu3  in  harmony  and  kindly  sympathy 
the  time  passed,  and  it  was  close  on  mid- 
night before  they  parted^ 

When  they  got  outside  the  two  men 
paused,  and  Wilkinson  exclaimed :  ''What 
a  scene  1  How  lovely !  Liok  at  the  sea, 
Stanley,  and  the  moonlight !  What 
delicious  air ! " 

'*  I  once  knew  a  man  who  hated  people 
who  went  into  fits  about  scenery,"  re- 
marked his  friend. 

"Qoite  right,  old  fellow,  you  had  me 
there  I  But,"  he  went  on,  "  this  hush  of 
nature  is  so  intense  and  profound,  its  effect 
is  magical ! " 

It  was  indeed  an  almost  perfect  night. 
The  moon,  which  was  at  its  full,  was 
sailing  slowly  across  the  blue  empyrean, 
its  refulgence  being  reflected  in  the  calm, 
still  water  before  them. 
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Roll  on,  roll  on,  queen  of  the  midnight  hour, 
For  ever  beautiful  I " 


quoted  Bolderson.    And  they  turned  and 
walked  in  silence  towards  their  hotel, 

Two  bright  eyes  had  been  watching 
them,  and  continued  to  do  so  till  they 
disappeared  in  the  distance.  They  were 
those  of  Fanny  Elmore.  This  was  her 
first  step  on  the  devious  path  of  love.  In 
her  chUdhood  she  had  dreamt  of  it;  in  her 
youth  she  had  read  of  it;  but  up  to  the 
present  time,  till  the  advent  of  Stanley 
Bolderson,  she  had  no  actual  experience  of 
it.  He  haid  enwrapped  her  in  the  influence, 
and  filled  her  with  the  magnetism  of  his 


own  being.  Her  woman's  weakness,  the 
peculiar  susceptibility,  had  never  before 
been  touched. 

And  Bolderson  f  He  was  interested  and 
excited,  for,  apart  from  her  extreme  loveli- 
ness, there  was  a  certain  intellectual 
superiority  and  tenderness  of  sentiment,  an 
exquisite  tone  of  refinement  in  Fanny 
Elmore  which  raised  her  above  the  super- 
ficial and  frivolous  beauties  with  which  he 
had  hitherto  been  associated.  Tes,  he  was 
charmed  and  interested,  but  he  was  not  in 
love,  or  he  thought  so. 

The  following  day,  when  Mr.  Howard 
and  his  friends  descended  the  beach  to 
embark  on  their  aquatic  trip,  the  sky  was 
bright  without  a  cloud.  The  sun  was  shin- 
ing with  unwonted  splendour,  and  the  sea, 
with  its  dancing  wavelets,  was  glittering  in 
the  sunlight.  It  was  hot — ^marvellously 
hot,  just  one  of  those  perspiring  days 
which  we  occasionally  have  in  September. 
Never  did  a  more  beautiful  day  dawn  upon 
an  English  watering-place,  and  never  did 
a  party  have  a  brighter  prospect  of  an  en- 
joyable excursion  than  did  the  little  party 
who  were  now  being  rowed  out  to  the  lugger 
'<  Gazelle,"  which  was  lying  with  her  fore- 
sheet  to  windward,  in  the  beautiful  bay 
of  Fitworth. 

There  was  a  somewhat  languid  breeze 
from  the  southward  which  came  in  fitful 
gusts,  and  then  died  away  almost  into  a 
calm. 

Here  and  there  a  solitary  gull  sailed 
lazily  on,  gazing  at  his  own  shadow  in  the 
water;  then  suddenly  bending  down, 
dipped  his  wings  in  the  sea,  and  then 
rising  again,  wit^h  a  sharp,  quick  turn  and 
a  shrill  scream  fiew  off  slowly  into  the 
distance. 

'*Phew  1"  exclMmed  Mr.  Wilkinson,  as 
he  wiped  his  brow  with  his  handkerchief, 
**  it's  powerfully  hot;"  and  then,  turning  to 
the  skipper,  said :  "Now,  Daniel,  my  friend, 
can't  you  give  us  a  little  more  wind  f  " 

''All  right,  sir,  we  shall  have  wind 
enough  presently;  the  glass  have  gone 
down  an  inch  since  breakfast,"  was  the 
skipper's  reply. 

"  But  you  don't  think  we  are  going  to 
have  a  storm,  do  you  1 ''  questioned  Mrs. 
Howard. 

"No,  ma'am,  not  yet,"  replied  Daniel, 
"  but  you  see,  when  the  glass  do  go  down 
like  that,  it's  bound  to  come  sooner  nor 
later." 

"  Then  hadn't  we  better  turn  back  ? " 
suggested  Mrs.  Howard. 
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**  {Taw,  naw,  lady,  we'm  all  right,"  sniffed 
Daniel ;  "  mebbe  it  'all  not  come  till  to- 
monow." 

« <  Long  foretold,  long  last ;  short  notice, 
soon  past  1 ' "  quoted  Mr,  Wilkinson. 

''In  that  case,  according  to  Daniel's 
prognosticfi,  we  shall  have  a  stinger," 
crossed  Bolderson. 

"Can't  yon  find  some  other  topic  for 
discossion,  my  friends?"  interposed  Mr. 
Howard.  "  II  you  go  on  at  tUs  rate  yon 
willfrifthten  the  wife  and  the  girls  Into  fits. 
And,"  he  went  on,  "  look  at  the  sky  and 
the  sea !  Why,  to  talk  abont  gales  and 
storms  is  ridlcnlons ! " 

**  Don't  say  that^  dear  Mr.  Howard," 
exclaimed  Fanny  Elmore.  "  In  the  first 
place  I  am  not  likely  to  go  into  fits  even  if 
we  were  canght  in  a  storm,  and  secondly, 
I'm,  like  oar  friend  Daniel,  a  believer  in 
the  barometer ;  and  farther,  at  this  time  of 
year,  when  we  are  close  apon  the  eqainox, 
I  tUnk  there  is  nothing  more  probable 
than  that  we  shoold  have  a  gale  of  wind." 

"There's  a  nice  Job's  comforter  for 
yon  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Howard. 

"Tes,  indeed,"  responded  his  wife; 
"  and  if  yon  take  my  advice  yoa'll  torn 
back  at  once." 

There  was  a  choras  of  "  No  "  from  the 
yoang  people,  and  the  skipper  shook  his 
head.  **Time  enongh,  lady,  here's  a 
breeze  coming,"  and  in  another  minate  the 
Ingger  was  dashing  on  towards  her  desti- 
nation. This  conunned  for  about  half  an 
hour,  and  then  it  fell  to  a  dead  calm. 

The  sky  was  clear,  there  was  not  a  cloud 
to  be  Eeen.  The  air  was  onuaaally  rarefied ; 
the  ships  in  the  offing  and  distant  objects 
were  seen  with  uncommon  distfnctness,  and 
there  was  a  hazy  burr  round  the  sun.  But 
though  these  two  latter  phenomena  weie 
indications  of  meteorological  disturbance 
of  some  kind,  they  were  not  sufficiently 
pronounced  to  indicate  danger. 

For  another  half -hour  or  more  the 
lugger  lay  motionless,  except  as  she  rose 
and  fell  on  the  great  ground  swell,  and  then 
came  a  second  slashing  breeze  which 
brought  them  to  Stoneness  Pointy  and  in 
sight  of  the  great  Mewstone  Rocks. 

As  they  rounded  the  point  a  strange, 
wild  scene  broke  upon  their  view,  and 
Fanny  uttered  a  cry  of  astonishment  and 
delight 

"  How  grand !  What  desolation  1 "  she 
exclaimed. 

Yes,  Stoneness  Bay,  with  the  Mewstone 
Rocks  in  the  distance,  was  indeed  a  scene 
of  desolation,    A  chaos  of  rockf'i  broken 


and  riven  as  if  by  some  mighty  convulsion 
of  nature,  extended  some  two  miles  sea- 
ward. The  bay  was  open  to  the  south- 
west, and  surrounded  by  hfgh  cliffs,  tower- 
ing up  grim  and  dark,  and  on  every  ledge 
and  ridge  clustered  myriads  of  searbirds, 
auks,  puffins,  gulls,  divers,  and  other 
aquatic  birds,  while  a  shattered  promon- 
tory which  extended  far  into  the  sea  was 
literally  whitened  by  them ;  in  addition  to 
which  the  countless  multitude  which  filled 
the  air  mocked  the  eye  with  their  rapid 
and  ceaseless  evolutions,  their  strange, 
plaintive  cries  forming  a  shrill  treble  to  the 
monotonous  bass  of  the  ground  swell  as  it 
fell  with  a  majestic  roar  among  the  rocks. 

"There,"  bM  the  skipper,  as  he 
rounded  up  under  the  lee  of  the  reef, 
"  them's  the  Mewstone  Rocks,  and  now  if 
any  of  you  ladies  and  gentlemen  like  to 
land,  Jim  'all  put  yon  ashore  in  the  dingy ! " 

**  No,  thank  you,**  replied  Mr.  Howard. 
"  In  the  first  place  I  should  not  like  to 
risk  my  life  in  such  a  cockle-shell,  and  in 
the  second,  climbing  rocks  covered  with 
slippery  seaweed  which  explodes  when  you 
tread  in  it^  is  not  in  my  line  ! " 

Fanny  and  Maud  did  not  hesitate,  and  of 
couree  Wilkinson  and  Bolderson  were  quite 
willing  to  escort  their  respective  ladies. 

''  Two  at  a  time ;  there's  nothing  like 
precaution,"  said  Daniel.  "  There's  a  little 
place  as  Jim  knows  of,  where  the  ladies 
can  land  bootiful." 

"I  hope,"  said  Bolderson,  as  he  and 
Fanny  were  being  rowed  ashore,  "that 
none  of  these  rocks  will  take  it  into  their 
heads  to  poke  their  nose  through  the 
bottom  of  this  boat!  That  would  be  a 
damper  to  your  enthusiasm,  I  fancy,  would 
it  not  1 " 

"It's  very  hot,"  she  replied,  "I  don't 
think  a  bath  would  be  unpleasant^" 

"  That  is  provided  you  can  swim." 

*'  Just  so,  or  that  you  had  a  companion 
who  could." 

'*  Well,  how  do  we  stand  in  this  case  t 
I  can  swim  ;  can  you  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  why  do  you  ask  t  " 

"I  can  hardly  tell;  but  something 
prompted  me." 

"  You  seem  to  anticipate  danger.  I  can't 
see  any." 

'*  No,  nor  I ;  it  wants  two  hours  to  low 
water,  so  that  these  rocks  will  be  dry  for 
four  hours  to  come." 

At  this  moment  the  boat  grounded,  and 
Jim  unshipped  his  oars  and  leaped  ashore, 
followed  by  Bolderson,  and  the  two 
assisted  Fanny  to  land. 
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While  Jim  was  gone  to  fetch  the  other 
two,  Boldenon  and  his  companion  climbed 
to  the  higher  rocb  and  looked  about  them. 
Landward,  there  was  a  series  of  rugged 
rocks  rising  up  in  spires  and  crags  of  the 
most  gigantic  proportions,  growing  less 
rugged  as  they  extended  seaward.  In  a 
few  minutes  they  were  joined  by  Mr. 
Wilkinson  and  Maud,  and  the  search 
for  those  marine  curiosities  for  which  the 
Mewstone  Beef  was  famous  was  com- 
menced. With  this  search  we  have 
nothing  to  do  except  thht  It  was  brought 
to  a  premature  dose  by  a  loud  clap  of 
thunder,  which  reverberated  from  rock  to 
rock  and  from  diff  to  cliff  in  an  abrupt 
and  startling  manner.  ^ 

The  sky  presented  a  strange  and  anoma- 
lous appearanca  To  windward  it  was 
black  and  ominous,  while  masses  of  low 
flying    scud  dashed    forward  in  divided 

Krtions  and  with  irregular  motion,  not 
me  by  the  wind,  but  driven  before  It, 
while  to  leeward  the  sky  was  clear  and 
blue  and  the  sun  shone  brilliantly. 

They  all  stood  for  some  minutes  gazing 
at  this  strange  phenomenon,  when  they 
were  again  startied  by  a  vivid  flash  of 
Ifshtning  and  a  crashing  peal  of  thunder, 
which  broke  over  their  heads  like  the 
crack  of  doom.  Blank  dismay  rested  on 
their  faces  as  they  turned  hastily  and 
attempted  to  retrace  their  steps.  They 
had  not  proceeded  far  when  the  gale  burst 
upon  them  In  all  its  grandeur  and  force. 
It  blew  almost  a  hurncane,  and  the  rain 
descended  in  torrents. 

Spite  of  the  wind  and  rain  they  still 
pushed  on,  but  their  progress  was  very  slow. 
Poor  Maud  was  ready  to  sink  with  terror ; 
but  Fanny,  who  was  naturally  courageous, 
never  flinched  or  hesitated,  and  did  all  she 
could  to  encourage  her  companion. 

At  last,  exhausted  and  drenched,  they 
were  obliged  to  halt  and  seek  for 
shelter  under  a  piece  of  overhanging  rock. 
They  stood  there  in  sQence,  for  when  they 
had  attempted  to  speak,  the  roaring  and 
howling  of  the  wind  and  the  rattling  of  the 
thunder  rendered  their  voices  inaudible. 

A  wilder  scene  or  a  more  appalling 
situation  for  two  young  girls  cannot  be 
conceived.  '  The  darkness  was  intense, 
while  every  minute  blue  gleaming  flashes 
of  lightning  burst  from  the  canopy  of 
black  clouds  overhead,  and  the  roll  of  the 
thunder  was  almost  incessant,  the  wild 
shrieking  of  the  sea-birds  adding  another 
item  to  the  hoarse  chorus  of  the  storm. 

They  sat  there  for  more  than  an  hour 


gazing  into  each  other's  faces  in  blank 
dismay;  and  then  the  storm,  that  had 
burst  so  suddenly  upon  them,  as  suddenly 
ceased.  The  wind  sank  almost  to  a  ctJm, 
the  sky  overhead  was  cloudless;  but  In 
the  distance  there  hung  a  huge  bank  of 
black  clouds,  out  of  wUch  flashes  of  the 
most  beautiful  lightning  played  oon- 
tinuously.  When  t£e  rain  ceased  and  the 
air  cleared  they  looked  for  the  lugger,  but 
she  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  They  scanned 
t)ie  sea  in  all  directions,  but  there  was 
not  a  sail  to  be  seen,  not  a  speck  on  the 
broad  ocean. 

"  This  is  a  pretty  state  of  things,  old 
man,''  whispered  Wilkinson.  "What's  to 
be  done  now  f " 

"That's  more  than  I  can  tell,"  replied 
Bolderson,  in  the  same  low  tone.  "  But 
we  must  do  something.  The  tide  Is 
rising  fast,  and  if  we  stop  here  we  shall 
be  drowned.  In  another  hour  these  rocks 
will  be  under  water." 

"Then  we  must  not  stop  here,"  replied 
Wilkinson.  "Those  rocks  Inshore  are 
higher  than  these.  We  must  work  our 
way  along  and  see  If  we  can  reach  them." 

"  Yes,"  broke  in  Fanny  Elmore,  whose 
quick  ear  had  taken  in  most  of  the  con- 
versation, "and  the  sooner  we  set  about 
it  the  better.  Gome  along  1"  And  she 
started  up  and  shook  herself. 

Meantime,  what  had  become  of  the 
"Gazelle"!  The  last  that  was  seen  of 
her  was  that,  under  a  reefed  ml zen  and  a 
storm-jib,  she  was  flying  up  Ohannel  like 
a  lapwing,  leaving  Fanny  and  Maud  and 
their  two  lovers  to  their  fate.  VHiat 
happened  to  her  during  the  remainder  of 
the  storm  has  yet  to  be  told. 

The  task  which  Wilkinson  had  sug- 
gested was  by  no  means  an  easy  one. 
The  reef  was  covered  with  seaweed  of 
the  bladder-wrack  species,  very  slimy  and 
slippery,  which  makes  rock-walking  ex- 
ceedingly dangerous.  There  was  also 
another  danger,  for  the  masses  of  fuel 
were  so  heavy  and  thick  that  they  veiled 
many  a  deep  hollow,  and  only  slightly 
covered  sharp  -  pointed  rocks.  In  the 
former  a  limb  may  be  easily  broken,  and 
by  the  latter  a  serious  wound  inflicted. 
This  sort  of  travelling  requires  good  nerves 
and  a  steady  foot,  and  these  were  two 
characteristics  which  Maud  Howard  did 
not  possess,  and  a  couple  of  serious  falls 
on  her  part,  after  a  time,  brought  the 
party  to  a  standstill 

Proverbially,  time  and  tide  wait  for  no 
man,  or  woman  either,  and  both  were  now 
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acting  in  accordance  with  their  proverbial 
character,  bringing  slowly  bat  very  snrely 
death  in  their  train — a  death  the  more 
terrible  from  its  slow  bat  relentless  ad- 
vance. Higher  and  higher  rose  the  tide, 
and  nearer  came  the  hungry  waves,  which 
were  now  almost  awash  with  the  reef, 
and  which  seemed  eager  to  engalf  them. 

Never  had  a  more  l^aatifal  evening  shed 
its  soft  effalgence  on  a  calmer  or  more  beau- 
tiful sky;  never  did  a  more  gorgeous  sunset 
Uluminate  that  far-off  western  horizon.    . 

The  sun  sank,  the  daylight  faded ;  they 
had  scanned  the  sea  and  the  horizan  for 
succour,  but  It  came  not,  and  still  the 
implacable  waters  continued  their  steady 
but  insidious  advance. 

The  sight  of  the  pale,  horror-stricken  faces 
of  the  two  beautiful  girls,  faces  which  only 
a  few  hours  since  were  full  of  joy,  but 
which  now  were  pale  and  haggard,  would 
have  moved  the  heart  of  a  stone. 

Fanny  Elmore  was  no  coward,  but  to 
face  such  a  death  as  stared  that  group  of 
four  in  the  face  required  more  than 
ordinary  fortitude;  moreover,  they  were 
all  consumed  with  a  burning  thirst,  and 
as  they  had  eaten  nothing  since  their  break- 
fast, the  pangs  of  hunger  were  added  to 
their  other  miseries.  She  sat  there  gaz!ng 
up  Into  Stanley  Bolderson's  face  with  a 
despairing  lool^  as  if  she  were  saying, 
^'Must  we  die,  then?"  when  suddenly 
they  were  startled  by  a  distant  but  very 
distinct  sound. 

"Ahoy!  Reef  ahoy!"  came  floating 
over  the  water. 

They  all  responded  simultaneously  with 
a  cry  of  joy.  Springing  up,  they  gazed  in 
the  direction  from  whence  the  sound  came, 
and  saw  a  green  light  twinkling  in  the 
distance,  then  a  white  light  came  in  sight 
and  was  followed  by  the  appearance  of 
a  red  one,  and  Bolderson  was  sailor  enough 
to  know  that  the  vessel  was  bearing  down 
towards  them. 

<<  See  i  see  ! "  he  exclaimed ;  ''  it  Is  the 
'Gazelle' — the  lugger!  We  are  saved; 
she  Is  close  upon  us  ! " 

Tes,  it  was  Indeed  the  "  Gazelle,"  and 
she  was  not  more  than  half  a  mile  distant, 
and  was  bearing  down  upon  them  with  a 
press  of  canvas. 

What  these  two  poor  girls  did  In  the 
exuberance  of  their  joy,  they  hardly  knew, 
but  If  the  truth  must  be  told,  they  em- 
braced each  other  with  the  wildest  trans- 
ports, and  shed  tears  of  joy,  and  Jack  and 
Stanley  came  In  for  a  satisfactory  share  of 
their  luxlour. 


In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  they 
were  aU  safely  on  board  the  lugger,  and 
she,  with  a  fair  windy  was  speeding  back 
to  Bickleston-on-Sea. 

''  Ton  poor  dears,  how  hungry  you  must 
be  1 "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Howard,  when  they 
were  fairly  on  their  homeward  voyage. 
'*Now,  Fanny,  what  shall  it  be  f "  she  asked. 

*'  A  glass  of  water,  if  you  please,"  she 
answered. 

"  Water !  Well,  there  now  I  I  never 
thought  of  water !  There's  pale  ale,  and 
soda,  and  brandy." 

''We  never  go  to  sea  without  water, 
ma'am,"  put  in  tne  skipper.  "  Here,  Jim, 
bring  the  young  lady  a  glass  of  water." 

"A  glass!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Wilkinson. 
'<  Bring  a  bucket ;  we  are  all  consumedly 
thirsty,  and  there's  nothing  like  water  in 
that  case ! " 

My  story  Is  done,  the  danger  Is  over, 
and  Daniel,  having  landed  his  passengers, 
who  were  met  by  a  concourse  of  both 
residents  and  visitors,  and  received  quite 
an  ovation  as  they  passed  up  the  beach,  Is 
now  quietly  smoking  his  pipe,  with  a 
crowd  of  eager  listeners  around  him. 

'*  Well,  you  see,  this  Is  how  it  was,"  he 
was  saying.  *<  When  the  gale  struck  us,  it 
was  no  use  trying  to  face  it  So  I  up  helm 
and  ran  before  li  Poor  Mrs.  Howard, 
she  did  get  into  a  taking  about  them 
poor  dears  on  the  reef.  We  was  cowards, 
and  all  sort  of  things,  but  I  knowed 
better;  you  see  'discretion's  the  better 
part  of  wallour,'  and  I  knowed  the  gale 
wouldn't  last,  neither  did  it.  The  worst 
of  it  was  that  when  we  was  able  to  turn 
back,  we  had  a  strong  westerly  tide  against 
us,  and  it  was  nigh  upon  twelve  o'clock 
before  we  hove  in  sight  o'  the  reef.  As  It 
gradually  came  In  sight,  and  I  saw  that  the 
most  of  it  was  under  water,  I  can't  tell 
exactly  how  I  felt  At  last  we  got  within 
hail,  and  I  shouted  '  Ahoy  1  Reef  ahoy  i ' 
You  should  have  seen  Mrs.  Howard's  face 
when  a  great  shout  came  back." 

'^  I  tdld  you  how  it  would  be,  Stanley," 
said  Jack  Wilkinson  as  they  strolled  hick 
to  their  hotel.  "  I  knew  you'd  be  booked. 
I  saw  you  kiss  her  on  the  reef." 

"Well,  what  if  you  did?"  answered 
Stanley.     "  We  are  engaged  ! " 

''All  right,  so  are  we !"  replied  Wilkinson. 

About  the  same  time  Maud  and  Fanny 
were  exchanging  confidences,  and  Fanny 
averred  that  she  would  not  mind  going 
through  another  such  a  "  N^ght  of  Peril," 
if  it  brought  with  it  such  a  blissful  ending. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

This  b  the  story,  as  GUes  Madmaj 
told  it  to  me.  It  may  have^  and  probablj 
has,  a  perfectly  natural  explanation.  The 
doctor  gave  it  a  scientific  eolntion.  Men's 
brains  and  senses,  when  overworked  and 
overstrained,  play  them  strange  tricks  of 
fancy  and  feeling.  And  Giles  Mildmay 
ha  d  ondonbtedly  been  burning  the  candle 
at  both  ends  for  many  a  long  day,  and 
brain  and  nerves  were  beginning  to  revolt 
against  the  burden  laid  on  them. 

GQes  Mildmay  never  attempted  to  give 
any  explanation  at  all.    Neither  do  L 

The  mystery,  gruesome  as  it  was, 
brought  in  its  train  a  blessing  unspeakable 
for  him.  For  he  has  the  sweetest  and 
truest  hearted  wife  in  the  world,  and  as 
he  says,  but  for  that  terrible  and  mys- 
terious tragedy,  their  lives,  after  crossing 
each  other  in  that  Jersey  hotel,  would 
probably  have  drifted  wide  apart^  never  to 
oome  within  sight  or  speech  again. 

It  was  a  wet  day. 

Giles  Mildmay,  as  he  tramped  through 
the  Jersey  lanes,  toying  to  find  his  way  back 
to  St  Heller's,  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
he  had  never  experienced  till  this  par- 
ticular autumn  afternoon  a  really  wet  day 
before. 

The  water  seemed  to  fall  bi  a  steady 
sheet  from  the  leaden  sky  overhead,  and 
bubble  up  in  springs  at  his  feet,  and  rush 
in  tumultuous  miniature  torrents  down 
the  ditches  on  either  side  of  the  lane.  It 
was  one  of  the  huit  days  of  autumn.  The 
golden  reds  and  russet  tints  had  almost 
faded  from  the  land. 

The  tourist  had  departed.  Giles 
Mildmay,  who  had  only  landed  on  the 
island  that  morning,  or  rather  that  after- 
noon— for  the  crossing  had  been  stormy, 
and  the  boat  late — had  scarcely  met  a  single 
creature  since  he  had  left  St.  Helier's. 

To  make  matters  worse,  he  had  dlE- 
regarded  the  warning  of  his  guide-book, 
and  had  tried  a  short  cut  back  to  St. 
Helior's,  only  to  prove  the  truth  of  the 
Jersey  lanes  being  a  forcible  example  of 
the  proverb  about  the  shortest  ways  and 
longest  roads. 

He  wished  devoutly  that  he  had  not 
come  to  Jersey  at  all  He  should  have 
followed  the  doctor's  advice,  and  made  for 
Italy  or  Spain. 

As  he  tramped  on  the  rain  began  to 
fall  less  heavily.     By-and-lqr  it   ceased. 


though  at  first,  in  the  misty  air  and  sense 
of  general  dampness,  he  hardly  noticed  the 
fact. 

A  sudden  lightening  of  the  gloom  about 
him  roused  him  to  the  cheering  possi- 
bility that  he  might  after  all  reach  St. 
Heller's  before  nightfall  The  short  after- 
noon had  been  rapidly  drawing  in;  but 
now,  in  the  west^  a  sudden  gleam  of  stormy 
orange  light  pierced  the  leaden  bank  of 
ndn  clouds. 

This  wave  of  lurid  radiance,  breaking 
upon  the  gloomy  rain-swept  world  about 
mm,  had  a  strange  effect 

Mildmay  stopped  for  a  moment  to  look 
west  He  stood  where  two  lanes  crossed 
each  other.  Close  by  him,  in  a  tidl, 
neglected-looking  hedge,  he  saw  a  gate.  It 
was  old  and  broken,  swinging  on  one  hinge, 
and  creaking  mournfully  as  the  fitnd 
gusts  of  wind  caught  it. 

He  went  up  to  the  gate,  and  found  that 
it  led  into  a  small  field.  In  it,  a  litUe 
way  baek  from  the  gate,  stood  a  half  brick, 
half  wooden  building.  The  building  was 
deserted  and  empty.  Its  rotting  thnberi 
its  broken  roof  and  general  air  of  decay, 
showed    that  it  must   have  been  many 

J  ears  since  it  had  been  used  as  a  human 
abitation.  The  grass  of  the  field,  coarse 
and  untrodden,  grew  up  to  its  walls, 
obliterating  any  path  which  might  once 
have  led  from  the  gate  to  the  doorway. 

The  deserted  bdlding,  with  its  dreari- 
ness of  tangled  briar  and  rank,  unmown 
grals,  stood  out  clearly  defined  against  the 
unearthly  splendour  of  the  western  sky. 

Here  and  there,  sharp  and  distinct,  rose 
out  of  the  hedgerow  behind  the  house  a 
pollarded  tree,  whose  maimed  branches 
suggested  contorted  limbs,  bringing  an 
ugly  recollection  to  Mildmay  of  the  lepers 
he  had  seen  in  the  East  They  seemed  to 
give  the  last  touch  of  weird  desolation  to 
the  scene. 

But  as  the  young  man  looked,  the  spell 
of  silence  and  loneUness  was  broken.  The 
building  was  not  entirely  deserted ;  some 
human  being  was  still  left  in  it 

Sharp,  distinct,  in  a  lull  of  the  blustering 
wind,  he  heard  the  sound  of  footsteps 
coming  from  the  building,  as  some  one  ran 
down  a  wooden  staircase  inside.  The 
steps  fell  quickly  and  clearly  on  the  wooden 
stairs,  one  foot  striking  the  step  more 
heavily  than  the  other,  as  if  the  person 
descending  were  slightly  lame.  It  was  a 
peculiar  footstep,  and  Mildmay  found  him- 
self speculating  as  to  what  manner  of 
individuid  was  coming  tumbling  down  the 
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•tftircAse  at  bo  recklesB  a  pace,  and  what 
any  one  would  be  doing  there  at  all.  They 
oeaaed  suddenly,  as  suddenly  aa  they  had 
began,  stopping  apparently  close  indde 
the  door  which  stood  ajar. 

<<HaUo  there  l**  MQdmay  caUel  from 
the  gate,  pushing  it  open  and  stepping 
inside  the  field.  *'Oan  you  tell  me  the 
shortest  cut  back  to  St.  Helier's  t " 

The  door  fell  to  with  a  slight  bang  as 
the  wind,  rising,  struck  it^  and  then  swayed 
aj  ir  again.  The  young  man  felt  that  there 
was  some  one  peering  at  him  through  the 
chink.    But  there  was  no  reply  to  his  call. 

He  repeated  his  question  a  little  im- 
patiently. But  still  the  person  inside  the 
old  building  kept  sQence. 

Muttering  an  unorthodox  exclamation  on 
his  stupidity  or  rudeness,  Mildmay  stalked 
through  the  wet  grass  up  to  the  house,  and 
repeating  his  question,  this  time  in  French, 
he  pushed  at  the  door.  For  a  second  it 
did  not  yield.  He  imagined  that  the  dis- 
courteous person  inside  was  holdine  it,  and 
he  gave  it  an  angry  thrust  The  dd  door, 
hanging  on  one  rusty  hinge,  gave  way 
before  the  force  he  used,  and  swung  in- 
wards, snapping  iti  hinge,  and  then  fell 
with  a  heavy  crash  on  to  the  floor,  sending 
up  a  cloud  of  mnsby,  decaying  dust,  and 
tainting  the  air  with  an  indescribable  odour 
of  mildew  and  rottenness.  He  ran  inside, 
looking  about  him  for  the  unsociable  in- 
mate—alarmed at  the  idea  that  he  might 
have  been  hurt  by  his  own  roughness. 
There  was  no  one  there.  The  building 
stood  bare,  from  one  end  to  the  other,  in 
the  yellow  evening  light  that  fell  through 
the  doorway. 

He  stared  about  him,  calling  again.  No 
one  answered  nor  stirred.  As  tiie  suffo- 
cating dust  cleared  he  saw  that  the  plank 
flooring  was  rotten,  great  gaps  here  and 
there  leaving  bare  the  earth  beneath, 
from  which  came  up  that  damp,  mildewed 
odour.  The  building  was  but  a  shell;  every- 
thing had  gone  but  the  floor,  and  walls, 
and  roof,  while  through  wide  rents  in  the 
latter  the  rain  had  fallen  on  to  the  sodden 
planks  below.  Listinctively  he  looked 
round  for  the  staircase  down  which  he  had 
heard  the  halting,  hurrying  footsteps  run. 

Against  one  of  the  walls,  near  the  door- 
way, he  saw  some  projecting  pieces  of  wood 
witii  the  remains  of  what  might  once  have 
been  a  handrail.  Thev  had  apparently 
formed  a  staircase  leading  up  to  a  floor 
above.  But  this  upper  floor,  save  for  a 
few  rafters,  had  entirely  disappeared.  He 
cr^ed  over  to  the  remains  of  the  stair- 


case, to  inspect  it  more  closely.  Here  and 
there  the  stabcs  had  vanished  altogether, 
leaving  wide  gaps,  while  those  that  hung 
still  to  the  fongus-stained  wall  werd  so 
rotten,  that  they  would  have  given  way 
under  a  toucL  No  human  feet  had  passed 
up  nor  down  for  many  a  long  day. 

Yet  what  was  the  sound  that  he  had 
heard  t  He  called  again  though  he  knew 
that  he  would  get  no  answer,  and  then 
suddenly  the  strangest^  most  unaccountable 
paroxysm  of  cowardice  seised  him,  a  dread 
unspeakable,  as  if  the  loneliness  and  decay, 
the  mildewed  air,  and  the  rotting  staircase 
of  the  deserted  building  were  inexplicably 
mingled  with  the  mystery  of  those  hasten- 
ing, haltinff  footsteps,  and  he  turned  and 
fled  from  we  place. 

CHAPTER  n. 

Thbre  were  only  one  or  two  vbitom 
beside  himself  stoying  at  Brio's.  With 
two  of  them  he  had  travelled  from  London 
the  previous  day,  and  owing  to  a  slight 
former  acquaintimce  with  the  husband — 
whom,  however,  until  he  met  him  in  the 
train  from  London  the  evening  before,  he 
had  not  seen  for  some  years — they  had 
fraternised  after  the  fashion  of  sociable 
travellers.  Taylor  had  recentiy  married, 
and  he  introduced  Mildmay  to  his  wife. 
Taylor,  who  was  a  good  many  years  older 
than  she  was,  was  plainly  devoted  to  her, 
while  she,  in  her  turn,  was  charming  in 
her  manner  to  him.  She  looked  about 
twenty-five,  and  at  first  right  seemed 
almost  plain;  at  leasts  so  it  struck  Mild- 
may when  first  introduced  to  her. 

They  had  been  married  about  a  year, 
and  had  only  just  returned  to  England 
after  a  prolonged  honeymoon  in  America^ 
This  was  her  first  visit  to  Jersey,  and 
from  some  remark  she  let  slip,  Mildmay 
fancied  that  she  would  rather  have  spent 
a  month  or  two  quieUy  near  her  own 
people  after  her  long  absence  from 
England.  Perhaps  he  would  hardly  have 
noticed  the  speech  but  for  something  that 
occurred  afterwards. 

He  and  the  Taylors  were  standbg  on 
the  deck  watching  the  approach  to  Jersey. 
Taylor,  who  was  one  of  the  meet  enter- 
taining of  companions  with  an  even  re- 
markable individuality,  was  talking  of  the 
probable  changes  he  would  find  in  the 
island,  which  he  had  not  virited  for  ten 
years,  though  he  had  once  been  a  frequent 
visitor  to  it, 

Mrs.  Taj  lor  became  rather  silent,  and 
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by-and-by  ahe  moved  a  little  apart  from 
the  two  men,  and  stood  looking  aoross  the 
Btonny  sea  to  where  it  broke  in  thundering 
roar  of  white  foam  against  the  rocks  of  the 
island. 

Mildmay,  taming  to  ask  if  she  woold 
go  nnder  flhelter  as  the  rain  was  beginning 
to  fall  hearily,  surprised  a  strange  ex- 
pression of  mingled  fascination  and  dread 
on  her  face. 

''  I  shall  never  forget  my  first  impression 
of  Jersey  1 "  she  said.  **  To  the  end  of  my 
days  I  shall  be  haunted  by  the  memory  of 
a  rain-swept  sea  breaking  in  foam  against 
tiiose  terrible  rocks  1 " 

"  And  after  aU,  it  is  nothing  better  than 
a  gigantic  potato  field!"  said  her  husband 
proMically,  as  he  turned  away  to  look 
after  the  luggage. 

"You  and  my  husband  are  old  friends  1" 
she  asked  with  abrupt  Irrelevance. 

Mildmay  hesitated  for  an  almost  im- 
perceptible instant  He  could  hardly  say 
so  much  for  their  acquaintance.  It  cer- 
tainly dated  back  for  some  years,  but  they 
had  really  seen  very  little  of  each  other. 
Taylor  was  rarely  in  England;  and,  in- 
deed, they  liad  met  first  in  the  East. 
And  now,  at  her  question,  it  suddenly 
struck  him  that  in  spite  of  Taylor's  good 
eomradeship  and  his  attractive  personality, 
there  had  been  always  a  certain  want  of 
sympathy  between  them. 

Ajb  he  paused  she  turned  away.  And 
Mildmay  felt  vexed,  feeling  vaguely 
conscious  that  his  momentary  hesitation 
had  in  some  way  offended  or  disappointed 
her. 

They  were  going  to  the  same  hotel, 
and  ader  landing  and  lunching  together  at 
Brio's,  Mildmay  started  out  for  a  walk. 
Mildmay  met  them  again*  at  dinner.  He 
gave  them  an  account  of  his  wanderings  in 
the  Jersey  lanes.  But  he  did  not  mention 
his  adventure,  restrained  by  a  queer  feel- 
ing of  reluctance  of  which  his  common 
sense  was  thoroughly  ashamed.  On  his 
return,  in  a  talk  with  the  manager,  he 
had  heard  the  story  that  was  connected 
with  the  old  building  by  the  cross  lanes. 
Bat  in  spite  of  the  arguments  of  reason, 
the  recollection  of  it  would  return  at 
moments  to  him,  arousing  an  uncomfort- 
able annoyance  at  his  own  folly,  and  at 
the  Inexplicable  cowardice  that  had  seized 
him. 

''I  hope  you  don't  object  to  ghosts!" 
he  said  to  Mrs.  Taylor,  prompted  possibly 
by  one  of  these  recollections.  "I  believe 
when  they  were  baniBhed  from  England  i 


that  they  took  refuge  here.  There  are 
dozens  of  lanes  and  houses  round  about 
St.  Helier's  quite  respectably  haunted  by 
the  ghosts  of  the  departed  victims  of 
sensational  tragedies.  The  country  folk 
wfll  not  pass  them  after  dark." 

To  his  surprise,  she  suddenly  went 
white  to  the  lips,  and  cast  a  strange, 
terrified  look  at  her  husband.  He  did  not 
notice  it. 

"They  are  a  frightfully  superstitious 
lot  here,"  he  said  carelessly,  as  he  rose 
from  the  table.  ''It  is  not  raining  now, 
and  the  stars  are  shining.  Shall  we  go 
for  a  turn,  Ciemence  1 " 

The  queer  look  of  terror  In  her  eyes 
vanished,  as  if  his  prosaic  tone  and  speech 
had  reassured  her. 

They  went  upstairs  for  the  necessary 
wraps.  Mildmay  was  in  the  hall  when 
they  came  down  agdn.  Mrs.  Taylor 
appeared  first,  and  she  waited  at  the  foot 
of  the  staircase  for  her  husband.  MUd- 
may  joined  her  as  she  stood  drawing  on 
her  gloves. 

"I  don't  think  you  ought  to  go  out," 
he  said,  tlunking  as  he  glanced  at  her  face, 
which  looked  pale  and  tired,  that  her 
husband  was  selfishly  inconsiderate  of  her. 
*^  It  has  begun  to  rain  again." 

<'  Oh !  I  don'c  mind  it,"  she  said,  wtth 
a  bright  laugh.  •  ''And  Harry  is  such 
a  confirmed  wanderer  that  he  never  seems 
happy  inside  anything  in  the  shape  of 
a  dwelling.  I  believe  we  shall  be  like 
the  Wandering  Jew,  and  travel  to  the  end 
of  our  days." 

Was  there  a  faint  shadow  of  regretfiil 
longing  for  the  shelter  and  rest  of  a  home 
of  her  own  in  the  grey  eyes? — which, 
Mildmay  had  discovered  by  thio,  had  a 
rare  beauty  of  their  own.  Indeed,  he 
wondered  now,  after  the  few  hours  he 
had  spent  in  her  society,  how  it  was  that 
he  had  first  thought  her  plain.  The  mobile 
features,  the  wonderful  changes  of  ex- 
pression in  her  eyes,  now  sparkling  with 
laughter,  now  dark  with  thought,  the  proud 
sweet  mouth,  gave  her  a  charm  beyond 
mere  physical  prettiness.  And  he  was 
beginning  to  feel  a  little  sorry  that  she 
was  the  wife  of  Taylor. 

Then  suddenly  he  forgot  her. 

Ttie  hall  of  the  hotel,  with  its  lamplight 
and  every-day  commonplace  of  surround- 
ings, seemed  to  fade  from  about  him,  and 
once  more  he  stood  amid  the  decay  and 
desolation  of  that  old  rotting  building,  set 
in  its  wilderness  of  grasses  and  brambles 
and  overshadowed  by  that  spell  of  namelesa. 


terror.  He  Btood  stariog  up  the  staircase ; 
down  theiD,  clear,  distinct,  with  their 
peculiar  limpiDg  tread,  came  mnniDg  those 
mysterious  footsteps,  the  very  echo  of  those 
which  he  had  heard,  a  short  while  before^ 
in  the  old  boilding  by  the  cross-lanes. 

''Mr.  Mildmayl  What  is  it f"  Then 
Mrs.  Taylor,  foUowbg  his  gaze,  looked 
tip  too  at  her  husband,  who  came  hurrying 
down  the  staircase  with  the  active  lightness 
of  a  younger  man.  <'0h!  Henry!  So 
be  careful  I  You  shouldn't  run  down  the 
stairs  like  that  He  has  a  weak  ankle, 
and  he  strained  it  yesterday  morning/' 
turning  again  to  Mildmay,  but  still  looking 
a  little  puzzled  at  the  alarming  e£fect  her 
husband's  headlong-  run  had  apparently 
had  on  himu  Mildmay  passed  his  hand 
quickly  across  his  eyes,  the  blood  rushing 
warm  through  his  veins  as  that  un- 
canny and  second  inexplicable  fit  of 
cowardice  left  him  again.  For  an  instant 
he  had  felt  genuinely  afraid  he  was  be- 
witched. Any  man  might  limp  as  he  ran 
downstairs — and  his  wife  had  explained 
it.  Taylor  had  hurt  his  foot  the  pre- 
vious day.  It  was  an  odd  coincidence, 
certainly 

He  found  Taylor  looking  curiously  at 
him,  too. 

<*  What  the  devfl  is  the  matter  9 "  Taylor 
asked,  with  a  sudden  roughness  of  speech. 
"  You  look  scared  out  of  your  wits." 

"  You  are  ill,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Taylor, 
with  womanly  sympathy,  divining  a  possible 
reason  for  his  paleness,  and  perhaps  wistung 
to  soften  her  husband's  discourtesy. 

Mildmay  was  utterly  ashamed  of  him- 
self, and  was  equally  unable  to  account  for 
his  f oUy. 

"I  had  a  most  absurd  adventure  this 
afternoon,  and  Taylor's  footsteps,  as  he 
ran  down  the  staircase,  recalled  it  to  me. 
I  was  standing  by  an  old  tumbledown 
building  near  some  cross-lanes,  and  I  could 
have  sworn  I  heard  some  one  insida  But 
when  I  went  to  look  to  try  and  find  some 
one  to  direct  me  back  to  St.  Heller's,  it  was 
empty.  The  wind  probably  had  a  voice  in 
the  matter.  But  it  was  really  a  thrilling 
adventure  1 "  with  mock  earnestness ;  "  for 
when  I  got  back  here  I  heard  that  the 
place  is  called  the  Miser's  Bam,  and  that 
it  is  supposed  to  be  haunted  by  a  girl  who 
is  always  looking  for  something  or  some- 
body." 

"What  an  excitbg  talel  You  might 
make  good  copy  out  of  it — ^but  perhaps  you 
believe  in  the  ghosts  of  departed  victims  1 " 

Taylor,  leaning    against    the    staircase 


wall  a  few  steps  above  them,  looked  down 
at  Mildmay  from  under  his  half-shut  lids — a 
trick  of  his  at  times,  and  a  trick  that  liad 
always  awakened  a  vague  distrust  in  Mild- 
may. It  gave  a  curious  glittering  look  to 
the  half-concealed  eyes.  But  It  was  the 
sneer  in  his  tone  that  irritated  Mildmay 
now.  He  coloured  angrily,  but  Mr& 
Taylor,  with  the  prettiest  tact,  broke  in 
with  a  light  speech  and  smoothed  away 
the  momentary  friction  between  them. 
She  and  her  husband  moved  away  to- 
gether. But  half-way  across  the  hall 
Taylor  glanced  back  at  Mildmay.  Was  it 
only  fancy  again  t  If  so,  Mildmay's  Ima- 
gination was  beginning  to  play  him 
fantastic  and  unpleasant  tricks.  His 
doctor's  warnings  had  been  true  enough. 
But  surely  there  had  flashed  across 
Taylor's  face  the  most  baleful  look  of  hate 
and  fury  that  Mildmay  had  ever  seen  yet 
on  a  human  face. 

Before  going  to  bed  that  night  he  found 
out  that  Taylor  had  not  left  the  hotel  all 
the  afternoon. 

CHAPTER  m. 

Explain  it  to  himself  as  he  would,  that 
coincidence,  or  whatever  he  chose  to  call 
it,  was  curious ;  probably  the  gruesome 
nature  of  the  story  attached  to  the  old 
bnildiug  related  to  him  on  his  return  that 
afternoon  gave  the  incident  a  deeper 
significance.  At  least,  so  he  allowed  to 
himself  as  he  thought  it  over.  But  ft  was 
strarge  all  the  same,  and  that  look  in 
Taylor's  eyes  added  to  the  disagreeable 
perplexity.  Ten  years  ago  the  bmlding 
had  been  inhabited  by  an  elderly  man  and 
his  orphan  niece.  The  man  led  a  strange, 
secluded  life,  and  was  of  a  morose  dis- 
position. He  had  come  from  abroad  a  few 
years  previously  and  settled  in  the  place. 
No  one  knew  anything  of  his  past ;  he  had 
from  an  early  age  separated  himself  en- 
tirely from  his  f amUy,  who  lived  in  Jersey, 
and  was  believed  to  have  spent  his  life 
wandering  from  one  country  to  another. 
When  he  came  back  to  Jersey,  his  laat 
remaining  relation,  a  brother,  had  just  died, 
leaving  his  daughter  penniless.  Leriche 
took  her  to  live  with  him  in  the  house  he 
had  built  himself  in  the  field  near  the 
cross-lanes.  He  was  supposed  to  be  very 
poor.  He  and  the  girl  lived  miserably,  and 
she  was  very  unhappy.  She  always  de- 
clared that  he  was  a  miser.  She  was  of  a 
passionate,  wilful  disposition,  and  there 
were  frequent  and  fierce  quarrels  between 
them.    Then  one  morning,  after  an  angrier 
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quarrel  than  osnal,  Pierre  Leriche  was 
found  dead  in  his  bed — ^poisoned.  The  girl, 
who  was  then  abont  nineteen,  was  accused 
of  his  murder,  and  all  the  evidence  tended 
to  incriminate  her.  She  was  found  guilty ; 
her  sentence  of  death  was  commuted  to 
penal  servitude  for  life.  But  a  year  later 
she  died  in  prison,  broken  down  in  mind 
and  body  by  her  terrible  fate. 

She  persisted  in  her  innocence  to  the 
last,  also  in  the  statement  she  had  made 
that  she  had  heard  some  one  on  the  night 
of  the  murder  leave  her  uncle's  room  and 
run  downstairs.  She  had  thought  it  was 
her  uncle,  especially  as  the  footfalls  sounded 
slightly  lame.  He  had  been  suffering  from 
rheumatism  and  halted  a  little  In  hb  gait 
She  declared,  too,  again  on  her  death-bed 
that  her  uncle  was  a  miser,  and  had  a  large- 
sum  of  money  secreted  in  the  house.  The 
house,  at  the  time  of  the  trial,  had  been 
searched,  but  no  money  was  found,  and 
it  was  believed  that  she  had  only  invented 
the  tale  to  screen  herself  by  casting  the 
guilt  of  the  murder  on  an  imaginary  thief. 
But  ugly  doubts  or  morbid  fancies  fled 
when  he  rose  next  morning.  The  weather 
had  changed,  and  the  sun  was  shhiing.  He 
met  the  Taylors  at  breakfast,  and  there 
was  something  so  frank  and  genial  in 
Taylor's  manner  and  cheery  spirits  that  he 
felt  still  more  keenly  the  absurdity  of  the 
unpleasant  suspicions  that  had  troubled 
him. 

Mr&  Taylor  looked  iQ,  and  her  husband, 
who  was  much  disturbed  by  the  fact,  made 
her  promise  to  take  a  quiet  day. 

Afterwards,  when  lidUldmay  met  her  in 
the  hall  for  a  few  moments,  she  asked 
him  what  he  was  going  to  do  with  himself 
that  day.  He  mentioned  some  expedition 
he  intended  making  to  the  other  side 
of  the  island,  and  a  light  flashed  into 
her  eyes  as  of  intense  relief.  As  the 
expedition  would  keep  him  away  dl  day, 
it  was  hardly  complimentary.  But  he 
scarcely  thought  of  that  in  his  pity  at 
seeing  her  look  so  QL 

"  I  had  a  bad  nighti"  she  said,  in  answer 
to  his  remark  to  that  effect  ''I  wish  we 
were  out  of  Jersey  1 "  with  a  sudden  strange 
passion,  of  which  tiie  next  instantshe  seemed 
ashamed,  for  she  laughed  nervously  and 
moved  away. 

But  he  did  not  go  to  the  other  side  of 
the  island  after  aD.  Taylor  met  him  a  few 
momenta  later,  and  suggested  that  he 
should  put  it  off  till  the  morrow,  when  he 
and  hifl  wife  would  join  him.  She  would 
be  rested  by  that  timue. 


Mildmay  consented.  Mrs.  Taylor  did 
not  appear  at  luncheon.  Her  husband 
proposed  that  he  and  Mildmay  should  go 
for  a  walk  afterwards.  It  was  a  fine  after- 
noon, and  they  went  some  distance  into 
the  country,  returning  by  the  Miser's 
Bam.  It  was  past  four  when  they  reached 
it  The  daylight  lingered  in  a  flame  of 
red  in  the  west;  but  the  chill  October 
mists  were  rising  from  the  land,  shrouding 
thf  deserted  house,  giving  it  a  touch  of 
unreality,  as  if  it  were  tiie  ghost  of  a  dead 
human  habitation. 

A  sudden  laugh,  full  of  malignity,  made 
Mildmay  turn  sharply  to  look  at  his 
companion. 

The  change  in  the  man's  face  was  as 
horrible  as  it  was  indescribable ;  his  eyes 
were  aflame  with  a  wicked,  triumphant 
cunning. 

"Hush!  do  you  hear  the  dead  girl 
calling  me  ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  I've  had  to 
come  back  here  at  last" 

He  thrust  open  the  gate  and  went  up  to 
the  house.  In  an  instMit  the  whole  truth 
flashed  on  Mildmay.  Taylor  was  the 
murderer,  and  he  was  mad.  He  ran  after 
him.  The  scene  that  followed  was.  over  in 
a  moment 

The  doorway  stood  wide  open,  the  door 
lying  on  the  floor  as  it  had  fallen  the  day 
before. 

Taylor  had  disappeared  into  the  semi- 
obscurity  of  the  building  when  Mildmay 
reached  its  threshold.  As  he  reached  it  he 
found  himself  facing  Taylor,  who  a  few 
feet  away  stood  awaiting  him,  a  revolver 
in  hand.  In  one  instant's  vivid  conscious- 
ness Mildmay  remembered  that  Taylor 
was  a  deadly  shot,  and  that  as  he  stood  in 
the  doorway,  his  own  figure  was  disthictly 
outlined  against  the  red  evening  light 
outside. 

Then  a  woman's  scream,  a  tongue  of 
flame,  and  the  ping  of  a  bullet  confused 
themselves  in  his  brain  with  a  sharp  pang 
of  pain,  and  he  fell  senseless  to  the 
ground. 

It  was  many  weeks  before  he  heard 
the  end  of  the  story,  and  then  it  was 
Taylor's  wife  who  told  it  to  him.  For  he 
lay  at  the  point  of  death.  Taylor's  bullet 
had  only  just  missed  its  fatal  aim  by  the 
intervention  of  his  wife,  who,  driven  by  a 
presentiment  of  evU,  had  made  her  way.to 
the  old  buflding.  She  had  only  arrived 
a  few  moments  before  the  men  came  up. 
Taylor  had  not  seen  her  on  entering.  Her 
sudden  scream  as  he  levelled  the  revolver 
disturbed  its  aim  by  a  hair's  breadth. 
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Her  apparitioii  bo  sadden  and  nnex- 
peeted  by  hb  eide,  on  the  scene  of  his 
crime,  was  the  last  stroke  that  his  remorse- 
tortured  brain  coold  bear.  He  thought 
it  was  the  spirit  of  the  dead  girl,  who  had 
died  for  his  crime,  and  with  a  scream  of 
terror  he  had  shot  himself  dead  at  her 
feet  Among  his  papers  was  found  a  full 
confession,  inritten  some  years  before,  of 
his  crima  He  had  known  Pierre  Leriche 
abroad  during  one  period  of  his  wandering 
life.  By  a  strange  adventure  in  wUch  they 
had  both  been  engaged  Pierre  Leriche  had 
become  the  possessor  of  some  almost  price- 
less rubies.  Taylor,  justly  or  uojastly, 
had  claimed  a  share  of  them,  but  Leriche 
would  not  part  with  any.  Taylor,  partly 
from  greed,  partly  from  a  desire  of  revenge, 
had,  when  he  discovered  Leriche  in  Jersey, 
murdered  him  and  stolen  the  rubies,  the 
proceeds  of  which  had  given  him  a  hand- 
some fortune. 

Mrs.  Taylor,  who,  in  spite  of  her  own 
trouble,  and  it  was  dreadful  enough,  helped 
to  nurse  Mildmay  back  to  life,  UM  him 
how,  soon  after  their  marriage,  she  began 
to  fear  that  all  was  not  right  with  her 
husband.  As  time  went  on,  she  began  to 
be  almost  convinced  that  he  was  mad. 
Some  words,  muttered  at  times  in  his  sleep, 
suggested  that  remorse  for  some  crime 
hSi  helped  to  unhinge  his  brain.  He  had 
mentioned  Jersey  in  these  unguarded 
words,  and  she  had  been  much  dbturbed 
when  he  insisted  on  going  there  on  his 
return  to  England,  though  he  had  more 
tlum  once  expressed  to  her  a  dislike  for 
the  place.  The  night  before  his  attempt 
on  Mildmay's  life  he  had  been  very 
restless;  his  sleep  evidently  haunted  by 
ugly  dreams,  in  which  he  was  always  being 
tracked  down  by  an  enemy  whose  name 
was  Mildmay,  and  on  whom  he  swore  a 
deadly  revenge,  to  be  carried  out  in  the 
old  house  of  which  Mildmay  had  spoken. 
She  had  roused  him  several  times,  but  his 
manner  had  been  so  strange  that  it  had 
terrified  her.  In  the  morning,  however, 
he  had  seemed  all  right  agam,  and  had 
even  laughed  at  her  account  of  his  dreams. 
But  the  dread  suspicions  that  haunted  her 
would  not  be  entirely  driven  out,  and  on 
hearing  that  he  and  Mildmay  had,  after 
all,  gone  out  together,  she  had,  guided  by 
that  presentiment  of  evil,  made  her  way 
to  the  Miser's  Bam. 

Attended  by  such  a  dear  nurse,  con- 
valescence was  a  delight.  But  whsn  Mild% 
may  was  able  to  leave  his  room,  Aw  came 
to  him,  looking  sweetly  in  hat  widow's 


weeda  *'  You  want  me  no  longer ;  I  am 
going  home." 

"Dear  Ciemence,"  he  whispered,  "I 
want  you  for  all  my  Ufa" 

And  so,  after  her  year  of  widowhood, 
they  were  married. 


AN    ADVENTURE   IN   THE    HIGH- 
LANDS. 

«  Donald,  you'll  have  to  so  to  Oancus- 
pie  yourself,"  said  my  father,  looking  at  me 
over  his  gold-rimmed  spectaclea  The 
time,  an  afternoon  in  blusterous  autumn ; 
the  place,  my  father's  office  —  Ernest 
Macfie^  writer  to  the  signet^  if  you  please 
—in  Auld  Reekie.  Analogy  may  perhaps 
suggest  that  in  his  son  you  have  a  budding 
Walter  Scott.  But  no  I  I  can  draft  an 
information  for  the  Court  of  Session  in- 
different well,  and  have  a  fairish  hand  for 
a  golf  club,  and  what  I  see  I  can  describe, 
but  nothing  beyond ;  and  I  can't  even  do 
the  vemacvdar  properly,  whereas  my  father 
has  got  the  "auld  Scotch"  at  his  finger- 
tips. 

I  must  say  the  auld  man  has  a  vicious 
habit  of  giving  his  son  all  the  nasty  dis- 
agreeable pieces  of  business  that  come 
into  the  office,  and  this  affair  of  Ooncuspie 
was  just  one  of  the  nastiest^  for  it  was  to 
carry  out  a  process  of  ejectment  against 
some  poor  creatures  from  the  home  of 
their  fathers.  And  naturally,  I  objected 
fiercely.  It  was  not  a  business  for  me. 
Let  some  of  the  lads  in  the  outer  office  see 
to  it 

I*  Donald,"  said  my  father,  taking 
a  huge  pinch  of  snuff  from  what  he  calls 
the  "sneeshin"  over  the  fireplace,  "Tm 
full  sorry  for  the  poor  things  at  Oancuspie, 
for  they're  of  a  good  stock,  and  never  had  a 
thought  to  come  to  this.  And  that's  why 
I  say  go  yourself,  for  I  should  like  to  be 
sure  that  all  was  done  witfi  kindness  and 
discretion." 

"In  fact,  I'm  to  drive  the  hook  into 
them  tenderly,  as  Isaak  Walton  m^ht 
say." 

"  Well,  you'll  have  to  go,  anyhow,"  said 
my  father  in  a  tone  that  admitted  of  no 
dispute,  "  and  go  at  once,  for  here's  this 
mon,"  disking  some  papers  fiercely  as  if  he 
held  the  "  mon  "  himself  in  his  grip,  '*  is 
worrying  me  for  being  unco'  slow. 

And  thus  it  was  &at  at  half-past  five 
next  morning,  and  such  a  morning  1 — blow- 
ing and  snowing  and  raining  all  at  once — ^I 
found  myself    a  passenger,  by  a   hab*s 
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breadth,  in  the  early  traiD,  and  <^for  the 
Heelana  boun'."  My  hasty  entrance  Into 
the  carriage  joat  as  the  traJn  was  moving 
off  seemed  to  irritate  a  fellow-passengery  a 
red-haired,  heavy-jowled  person,  with  a 
cmel  month  like  a  spring-trap.  Bat  after 
eyeing  me  for  a  few  moments  as  the  ogre 
eyed  Jack,  the  springs  of  his  month  worked 
it  into  an  npwaid  curve — ^yoa  conld  not  say 
he  smiled. 

*<  Young  Macfie,  I  think  1 " 

Then  also  I  recognised  my  mon.  It  was 
the  very  mon,indeea,  whose  animadversioDs 
had  roused  my  father's  ire — Mr.  Spilster, 
the  recent  purchaser  of  Bossmore  Oastle 
and  all  its  domains. 

"Aboat  that  Cancuspie  business,  ehl" 
pursued  Mr.  Spilster,  with  a  scintillation 
of  satisfaction  in  his  eyes  for  which  I 
longed  to  kick  him ;  but  I  bore  my  father's 
adage  in  mind—"  Always  respect  the  dirty 
lucre." 

I* Mind!"  continued  Spilster;  "no 
delay !  AAer  their  impudent  attempt  to 
keep  me  out  of  my  property  they  deserve 
no  consideration." 

I  only  grunted  in  reply,  and  lit  a  cigar 
as  an  excuse  for  keeping  silence,  but  the 
mon  went  maundering  on  with  an  air  of 
serene  self-importance  that  was  indeed 
irritating. 

"  I  shall  pull  down  the  house,"  he  said. 
"I  can  see  it  from  my  drawing-room 
windows,  and  it  annoys  me;  and  the 
pasture-land  and  the  arable  I  shall  plant 
with  larches  and  turn  into  the  forest.' 

**  You'll  never  do  that,"  said  I  warmly. 
''Why,  there's  many  a  man's  bread  in 
those  fields." 

''  I  can  afford  it ! "  he  said  loftQy. 

The  rights  about  Cancuspie  were  these : 
I  may  as  well  make  them  plain  as  we  are 
worrying  along  towards  the  Highlands. 
It  belonged  to  the  domain  of  Bossmore, 
that  had  been  the  seat  of  the  MacEvens 
ever  since  the  time  of  MacEwen  Mohr, 
about  whom  my  father  has  tales  to  tell 
th^t  would  make  your  hair  stand  on  end ; 
at  least,  it  did  mine  when  I  was  a  boy. 
Well,  aU  the  cadets  of  the  house  were  sent 
Into  the  army,  and  one  of  the  ''  Peninsular 
heroes"  was  Major  Eric  MacEwen,  who 
came  home  to  end  his  days  among  his 
kinsfolk,  and  to  whom  the  reigning  chief 
granted  a  lease  of  Cancuspie,  renewable 
perpetnaUy,  at  a  low  rent — at  least,  that 
was  what  the  family  said,  but  my  father 
did  not  believe  that  there  had  ever  been  a 
lease  at  all ;  It  was  jast  held  on  tiie  Mac- 
Ewens'  word*-and  a  good  enough  title, 


too,  if  the  MacEirens  had  been  able  to 
hold  on  to  Bossmore;  but  they  came  to 
utter  ruin  in  the  end,  and  Spilster  bought 
them  outb  Now  the  Cancuspie .  line, 
founded  by  the  Peninsular  hero,  had  ended 
in  a  grand-daughter,  who  manied  a  Cap- 
tain Douglas  Grant,  who  spent  all  her 
money,  and  would  have  sold  Cancuspie, 
too;  but  when  he  tried  to  seU,  behold, 
there  were  no  title-deeds,  and  not  a  penny 
could  he  raise.  His  wife,  poor  thing,  died 
of  the  trouble,  and  yet  thankfully,  too,  so 
they  say,  that  Cancuspie  was  saved  for  her 
child's  sake  that  by  this  time  would  be  a 
well-grown  young  woman. 

And  you  must  remember  that  Major 
Eric  had  buQt  a  handsome  house  on  the 
land,  and  had  spent  much  of  bis  money  in 
improving  the  farm,  so  that  It  seemed  hard 
that  his  descendants  should  have  to  go; 
and  to  do  Spilster  justice,  he  had  offered 
terms.  But  the  Cancuspie  people  would 
not  go,  and  fought  the  matter  in  the  law 
courts,  bat  lost  at  all  ends,  and  it  was  with 
an  order  of  ejectment  from  the  Court  of 
Session  that  I  was  now  on  my  way  north- 
wards. 

It  was  a  wearisome  journey  with  such  a 
companion,  you  may  guess,  and  when  I 
landed  at  a  little  HigUand  station  I  was 
quite  ready  to  take  my  ease  at  mine  inn. 
But  no  inn  was  there.  Oat  of  the  clatter  of 
the  Highland  patois  I  elicited  that  there 
was  no  Inn  nearer  than  Cancuspie,  and 
that  was  not  an  inn,  but  the  leddies  there 
let  rooms  to  traveller  folk  in  the  season. 
Bat  qarriages  whatever — ^yes,  there  were 
plenty  of  carriages,  and  presently  a  battered 
chaise  with  a  rough  sheltie  and  shock- 
headed  driver  was  at  my  disposal 

And  a  dreary  drive  it  was  over  the 
waste  In  the  twUight,  huge  hills  glowering 
upon  one  In  the  distance,  and  now  and 
then  a  morass  to  cross,  or  a  stream  to  ford, 
by  way  of  variety.  It  was  black  nighty 
and  I  would  have  been  glad  of  shelter 
anywhere,  when  we  saw  the  dim  glow  of 
lighted  windows  at  Cancuspie.  Would  I 
meet  a  welcome  there]  Hardly,  if  I 
revealed  my  real  errand.  I  should  be 
rightiy  served  If  I  were  left  to  camp  out 
on  the  cold  hillside.  And  the  rain,  which 
had  held  up  for  awhile,  began  to  drizzle 
agdn  with  steady  persistency,  and  such  a 
wind  came  howling  down  the  straeth  1 

But  I  was  a  traveller  and  wanted  a 
lodging,  and  there  was  no  lie  In  saying  so. 
As  we  drove  up  to  the  door,  I  thought  the 
place  looked  too  dignified  and  Imposing 
for  my  purpose,  but  the  Highland  lad  had 


no  Bcrnples  of  the  kind,  and  knocked  and 
rang  Yiith  eanoy  importunity.  No  white- 
headed  bailer  came  to  the  door,  but  a 
wild-looking  lasBie,  who  as  soon  as  she 
saw  us  ran  o£f  screaming:  "Mistress, 
mistress,  here's  a  stranger  gentlemansl" 
A  middle-aged,  pleasant-looking  lady  came 
forward,  to  whom  I  apologetically  ex- 
plained my  needs.    Perhaps  I  had  made  a 

mistake. 

<*0h,  there  was  no  mistake,"  said  the 
other  calmly.  They  did  take  in  people 
during  the  season,  and  though  for  certain 
reasons  they  had  now  shut  up  the  rooms 
they  usually  let,  yet  as  I  had  come  so  far  I 
might  stay.  And  the  pony  might  be  put 
in  the  stable,  and  the  lad  might  sleep  in 
the  loft,  and  then  in  the  morning  I  might 
go  my  way  rf  joicing. 

I  suppose  that  the  Greeks,  when  they 
were  being  wheeled  into  Troy  in  the 
wooden  horse,  thought  themselves  very 
fine  fellows,  and  en j oyed  the  jokeamazingly. 
But  for  me,  as  I  crept  into  the  house  of 
Cancnspie  under  false  pretences,  I  felt  very 
smaU  indeed. 

The  rooms  into  which  I  was  shown  felt 
rather  chill  and  cold,  but  a  fire  had  been 
lighted  in  the  hearth;  everything  was 
scrupulously  neat  and  clean,  and  the  old- 
fashioned  furniture  shone  with  reflected 
radiance  on  the  scena 

*'  We  will  do  what  we  can  for  you," 
said  the  lady  who  had  first  appeared,  and 
who  proved  to  be  Miss  MacEwen. 

She  introduced  me  to  her  niece,  a  plain 
but  intelligent  girl,  who,  while  my  rooms 
were  being  prepared,  gave  me  an  account 
of  the  places  of  interest  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, touched  upon  the  sporting  capacities 
of  the  neighbouring  lands,  and  upon  the 
change  of  dynasty  at  Bossmore,  all  with 
the  laudable  object  of  satisfying  feminine 
curiosity  as  to  who  or  what  I  was.  If  this 
was  l^e  heroine  of  the  romance  I  had 
pieced  together  about  the  Cancuspie  people, 
I  was  a  little  disappointed  in  her;  and 
yet  a  little  relieved  in  my  mind,  for  here 
was  evidently  a  young  lady  who  was  not 
wittiout  capacity  for  taking  her  own  part 
in  the  struggle  for  existence. 

But  once  within  my  own  rooms  I  felt 
that  I  was  cut  off  from  farther  society. 
'*  You  will  ring,  if  yon  please,  if  you  want 
anything,"  said  Miss  MacEwen,  as  she  went 
out.  II I  wanted  anything  1  I  was  starv- 
inff,  but  too  shy  to  suggest  supper  to  such 
a  dignified  person  and  at  this  time  of  night. 
But  I  might  come  to  terms  with  the  shock- 
hMded  laside,  and  persuade  her  to  bring 


me  some  bannocks  and  cheesa   And  rather 
timidly  I  rang  the  belL 

"  What's  your  pleasure,  sir  V 

At  the  words  I  looked  up,  and  felt 
hunger  no  more,  nor  any  other  sensation 
but  wonder  and  delight.  I  had  never 
seen  such  a  beautiful  girl  in  all  my  life. 
The  lovely  complexion,  the  eyes  of  a  deep 
violet-blue,  the  rich  tresses  of  dark  gold 
modestly  gathered  under  a  snood,  the 
charming  ^ure  in  bodice  and  short  sUrt, 
the  whole  inventory  of  charms  coming 
upon  me  at  one  coup-d'oeil,  fairly  took  away 
my  breath.  My  pleasure,  indeed  1  My 
pleasure  would  have  been  to  feast  my 
eyes  upon  her  continually,  but  her  eyes 
drooped  under  my  gaze  of  honesty  dazzled 
admiration. 

I*  Was  you  wanting  your  supper,  sirl 
It  will  soon  be  ready." 

The  voice,  too,  so  sweet  and  tender ! 

*' Please  go  on,"  I  cried;  ''tell  me 
something  more  about  my  supper." 

The  girl  smiled  and  blushed;  perhaps 
she  sympathised  in  the  confusion  of 
faculties  that  had  fallen  upon  me. 

"Indeed,  rir,  I  can  tell  you  nothing 
more  except  that  it  will  soon  be  ready." 

And  then  a  voice  in  the  passage  said : 
"Mary I"  softly,  as  if  in  gentle  re- 
minder that  the  colloquy  had  lasted  long 
enough,  and  Mary  vanished  with  one  quick 
glance  at  me  from  under  her  curved  eye- 
lashes that  filled  me  with  delight. 

I  had  forgotten  all  about  my  wretched 
errand.  But  soon  I  was  reminded  of  it, 
however.  A  carriage  had  stopped  at  the 
gate,  and  presently  Mary  appeared  with  a 
face  rather  pale  and  scaiced. 

"  If  you  please,  a  gentleman  from  the 
Castle  wants  to  know  if  there  is  one  Mac- 
fie  staying  here  with  process  from  the 
Court  of  Session." 

<<  I  don't  know  him,"  I  replied,  with 
hauteur. 

"  Oh,  thank  you ! "  cried  Mary  joyfully, 
and  I  heard  her  say  indignantly  to  some 
oneoutside, "  I  was  quite  sureit  was  not  h«." 

But  ah,  what  would  she  say  when  she 
knew  the  truth  on  the  morrow! 

The  rest  of  the  evening  was  all  taken  up 
with  thoughts  of  Mary.  When  she  was  in 
the  room,  all  was  bright  and  joyous ;  wben 
she  left  it,  darkness  set  in.  And  when  she 
came  for  the  last  time,  and  asked : 

''  Is  there  anything  more  yon  might  want 
the  night  t "  it  was  felt  to  be  a  sorrowful 
parting. 

"Mary,"  I  said  timidly,  "you  have 
many  sweethearts,  doubtless." 
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''No,  indeed,  not  one/' she  replied  in- 
dignantly. 

*'  Then  would  yon  be  mine  t " 

Her  eyes  laughed,  but  she  held  up  a 
finger  in  admonition,  and  I  heard  the  same 
voice  as  before  say  softly,  "  Mary  ! " 

When  I  was  shut  in  for  the  night  I  was 
not  long  in  getting  to  bed,  but  not  to 
sleep  for  some  time.  My  thoughts  rested 
first  upon  lovely  Mary,  and  then  upon  the 
disagreeable  wakening  I  should  have  in 
the  mom,  with  the  business  upon  me  of 
turning  these  kind,  estimable  people  out 
upon  the  cold  hillside.  And  Mr.  Spilster 
would  doubtless  take  care  that  the  local 
officers  of  the  law  should  be  in  attendance 
in  good  time,  and  I  saw  no  possible  way 
of  escape  from  the  horrid  business. 

The  rain  had  broken  off  a  little,  and 
now  and  then  the  moon  shone  out  from 
behind  a  dark  cloud  with  sudden  bright- 
ness. There  was  less  wind,  too,  though  it 
still  soughed  among  the  trees  outside,  and 
whistled  and  howled  along  the  passages. 
Feeling  so  restless,  I  got  up  and  looked 
out  of  window.  My  rooms  were  in  a 
wing  to  themselves,  and  looked  out  upon 
a  pretty  flower  garden,  with  lawns  and 
shrubs,  beyond,  and  beyond  were  pastures 
that  enclosed  a  small  loch,  now  dark  as 
ink,  and  again  catching  a  mournful  light 
from  the  moon.  The  hillsides  were  open 
fields,  and  dark  plantations  crowned  their 
summits.  It  was  a  pleasant  oasis  redeemed 
from  the  waste  and  gloom  of  the  surround- 
ing country.  It  had  been  the  work  of 
long  years,  and  of  successive  generations 
whose  children  it  had  supported  in  comfort 
and  plenty,  and  now  it  was  all  to  be  made 
desolate  to  gratify  the  pride  of  a  Spilster. 

I  went  to  sleep  after  this,  and  woke 
feeling  tranquillised  and  refreshed.  It  was 
still  very  early,  half-past  two  by  my  watcb, 
and  I  was  going  to  try  for  another  nap, 
when  I  heard  the  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs 
come  pounding  along  the  road.  Whoever 
it  was  rode  at  a  great  pace,  and  pulled  up 
suddenly  at  Cancuspie.  Then  doors  were 
opened,  and  voices  spoke  in  agitated  tones. 
''  No,  no,  they  are  not  here,'' in  a  feminine 
accent ;  and  a  rougher  voice,  ''  I  will  have 
them."  And  the  voices  sounded  as  if 
close  at  hand  in  the  very  next  room,  for 
there  was  a  room  beyond  mine,  perhaps 
more  than  one ;  anyhow,  I  had  noticed  a 
heavy  door  bolted  and  locked.  The 
sounds  continued,  as  if  things  were  flung 
about  in  some  mad  search.  Then  there  was 
a  respite,  and  footsteps  sounded  on  the 
stairs,  and  the  noises  began  again  overhead. 


Somebody  packing  up,  perhaps,  I  sur- 
mised. But  next  moment,  either  the  door 
opened  or  a  figure  glided  through  it,  but 
a  figure  there  was,  a  woman's,  wrapped  in 
a  loose  dressing-gown,  with  hair  in  rich 
tresses  hanging  to  h^r  waist,  and  listening 
intently  while  she  moved  with  quick, 
furtive  footsteps  across  the  room.  She 
had  something  clutched  to  her  bosom, 
which  to  me  looked  like  a  bundle  of 
papers;  and  seeming  to  come  to  some 
sudden  decision,  she  ran  to  the  window, 
opened  it,  or  seemed  to  open  it,  and 
passed  out. 

Then  I  jumped  up,  threw  on  an  over- 
coat, and  followed.  The  windows  opened 
upon  a  flower  garden,  and  at  the  bottom 
of  the  garden  was  a  terrace  wall,  adorned 
at  intervals  with  stone  vases  of  a  hand- 
some classic  pattern.  An  iron  wicket  was 
the  only  means  of  exit,  and  that  was 
locked.  Eor  a  moment  I  thought  I  saw  a 
figure  hovering  over  one  of  the  vases- 
hut  there  was  no  one  there. 

The  freshness  and  coolness  of  the  air 
acted  like  a  charm  in  cooling  my  fevered 
nerves.  I  felt  that  I  had  been  the  subject 
of  an  hallucination,  due,  no  doubt,  to 
prosaic  physical  causes.  The  salmon  steak 
of  supper  was  responsible  for  the  galloping 
horse,  the  coUops  represented  the  subse- 
quent turmoil,  while  the  cream  cheese 
represented  the  charming  but  dishevelled 
young  woman,  and  a  certain  resemblance 
to  Mary  which  I  had  noted  in  the  visionary 
form  might  be  ascribed  to  the  way  in 
which  my  thoughts  ran  upon  that  young 
creature.  And  soothing  myself  with  these 
reflections,  I  fell  into  a  sound  sleep. 

To  wake  in  the  morning  with  the  sun 
shining  brightly,  and  the  music  of  some 
Scotch  ballad  in  my  ears.  I  dressed  hastily 
and  went  out  by  the  window.  The  garden 
gate  was  open,  and  the  singer  was  there ; 
it  was  Mary  herself,  with  her  hands  full  of 
dewy  flowers.  But  she  was  dressed  in  a 
very  pretty  morning  costume,  and  greeted 
me  with  a  quiet  dignity  that  set  me  back 
into  my  proper  insignificance. 

<*Ib  is  Cousin  EUio'a  turn  to-day,^'  she 
said,  smQing,  "  and  I  doubt  if  you  will  be 
so  well  served.  Yes,  I  am  Mary  Grant 
of  Cancuspie;  but  for  how  long  I  don't 
Imow,"  and  she  sighed. 

Yes,  and  at  nine  o'clock,  with  horse, 
foot,  and  artillery,  I  was  to  drive  Mary 
out  of  the  pleasant  home  of  which  she 
was  the  delightful  mistress.  I  turned 
away  with  a  responsive  sigh,  which  re- 
sembled   a   groan,  to    meet  with    Miss 
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liacEiren,  Mary's  aant,  it  modui,  who 
greeted  me  civillyy  but  coldly. 

**  Have  ye  slept  well,  Bir,  and  no  been 
disturbed  in  the  night ! " 

"Did  yon  hear  the  horseman  on  the 
road ! "  I  asked  quickly. 

"Indeed,  no,  cried  Miss  MacEwen, 
taming  pale.  "Step  this  way,  sir,  and 
let  me  ask  you  what  yon  mean." 

And  I  told  her  what  I  had  seen  and  heard ; 
for  somehow,  though  in  my  full  waking 
senses,  I  felt  more  and  more  impressed 
with  a  feeling  that  I  had  been  privileged 
beyond  the  lot  of  ordinary  mortals  in  the 
vision  of  things  beyond  human  ken. 

"And  that  is  stranee,"  said  Miss 
MacEwen,  trembling.  "Ill  tell  you  the 
story,  now  you've  seen  so  much.  It  was 
twenty  years  ago,  and  Mary  was  a  babe, 
andhermotherbutsadly,  and  Captain  Grant 
was  away  at  his  races  and  gambling  de- 
vices, when  in  the  night  he  comes  galloping 
up,  having  just  lost  five  thousand  pounds 
on  some  great  race.  Now,  if  he  could  get 
the  title-deeds  of  Cancuspie,  there  was  a 
man  who  would  lend  him  the  money  on 
them,  and  his  honour  would  be  saved. 
Honour,  forsooth,  and  he  to  leave  his  wife 
and  bairn  to  go  starving  1  But  she  denied 
him  that  she  knew  aught  about  the  deeds, 
and  he  went  ranting  and  raving  all  over 
the  place,  but  he  coidd  not  find  them. 
They  sent  to  me  next  day  to  say  my  poor 
cousin  was  dying,  and  I  only  reached  her 
bedside  to  receive  her  last  words.  '  I  have 
saved  Cancuspie  for  my  bairn,'  she  said, 
but  she  could  say  no  more.  And  I  have 
thought,  how  can  she  rest  in  her  grave  and 
know  that  she  died  for  naught,  and  that 
Cancuspie  is  lost  after  all ! " 

'*  Come  along,"  I  cried,  breathless  with 
excitement  "  She  did  not  come  to  me  for 
nothing.  She  came  into  the  garden ;  she 
hid  the  parchments  there;  I  saw  her 
standing  by  one  of  those  vases.  Could  she 
have  put  them  there  1 " 

"  Man,  they're  solid,"  groaned  out  poor 
Miss  MacEwen. 

"  Bat  are  they  all  solid !    Let  us  try." 

And  J  ran  along  the  terrace,  sounding  the 
vases  one  by  ona  The  last  one  sounded 
hollow.  I  jamped  upon  the  wall  and,  with 
an  effort,  raised  the  lid  of  the  vase  fastened 
by  the  lichens  and  mosses  of  twenty  years' 


growth.  Tes,  there  was  the  packet ;  I  was 
sure  of  it.  I  read  the  endorsement,  and 
could  see  old  Rossmore'a  big  seal;  and 
then  I  leapt  down  and  put  the  deeds  into 
Mary's  hands. 

"  Heaven  bless  you,  my  dear,"  I  said. 
''  You  shall  still  be  Mary  Grant  of  Can- 
cuspie." 

''And  what  shall  we  do  now!"  said 
Mary  Grant,  when  the  first  burst  of  emotion 
was  over. 

"  First  and  foremost^  you  must  bar  me 
out,"  I  cried.  "  Women,  I'm  a  traitor  to 
you ;  I've  the  Court  of  Session  order  in  my 
pocket  to  turn  you  out,  and  if  yon  once  let 
that  deil  o'  Spilster  get  his  foot  inside 
ye'il  have  hard  work  to  get  him  out.  So 
bar  and  steek  your  doors,  and  send  off  to 
Inverness  for  your  man  of  business." 

That  was  good,  sound  advice  though  it 
came  from  an  enemy,  and  the  women 
worked  for  a  will  and  soon  had  the  place 
in  a  state  of  defence.  And  Spilster  and  his 
men  came  up  presently,  and  a  wild  rage  he 
was  in  when  he  found  I  had  been  put 
outside  1  They  were  outside  there  in  the 
wet  and  the  cold  for  f our-and-twenty  hours, 
and  then  there  came  some  kind  of  a  writ 
from  the  Court  of  Session  that  made  the 
Sheriff's  men  dear  off.  And  the  doors  of ' 
Cancuspie  were  thrown  wide  open,  and 
friends  came  pouring  in  from  all  round  to 
wish  the  people  joy.  And  I  sneaked  in 
with  the  rest,  feeling  that  I  had  been  a 
kind  of  double  traitor.  But  Mary  received 
me  quite  kindly,  and  when  I  went  away 
she  said  to  me : 

"Was  that  in  earnest  you  spoke  the 
other  night,  Macfie  t " 

"  When  I  asked  you  to  be  my  sweet- 
heart— oh,  would  you,  Mary  dear  ! "  Mary 
nodded  assent.  "  Bat,"  I  said,  "  my  dear, 
you  have  knovrn  so  little  of  me  " — for  I  did 
not  want  the  dear  creature  to  throw  herself 
away. 

S&id  Mary  gently : 

"I  think  my  mother  would  not  have 
come  [to  you  unless  she  had  known  yon 
would  be  good  to  her  bairn." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  my  father,  resorting  to 
the  sneeshin  as  usual  in  moments  of 
emotion.  "  And  so  you're  going  to  marry 
Mary  Grant  i  Well,  you  may  be  lucky  in 
love,  for  you're  but  a  laggart  in  law." 
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SEPTEMBER,  1892. 

1. — Torquay  celebrated  its  inauguration  as  a 
Corporation. 
Metropolitan  Bail  way  Extension  to  Aylesbury 
opened. 
3. — News  received  of  annexation  of  the  Gilbert 
Islands,     Oceania^    by     British    cruiser 
**  Royalist.'* 
5. — Opening  of  Ninth  International  Congress  of 
Orientalists  in  London  University. 
Annual  Meeting  of  the  Trades  Union  Con- 
gress at  Glasgow. 
6.— The  excursion  steamer  **  Mona's  Isle,"  from 
Dublin  to  Douglas,  with  500  passengers, 
went  ashore  near  Castletown,  but  all  on 
board  safely  landed. 
7. — The  race  for  the  St.  Leger,  for  which  eleven 
started,    resulted   in    Baron    de    Hirsch 
running  first  and  third  with  La  Fl^che  and 
Watercress;    Lord  Bradford's   Sir  Hugo 
being    second.      Orrae    started     a   great 
favourite,  but  came  in  fifth  only. 

10. — Opening  of  Trafalgar  Square  Theatre. 

17.— At  Heme  Hill,  J.  Wass  and  E.  L.  New- 
land  covered  25  miles  on  a  tandem  safety 
in  1  hour  2  min.  9^  sec.j  best  on  record. 

19. — Southend -on -Sea,  the  latest  created  borough, 
celebrated  reception  of  its  charter  with, 
great  public  rejoicing. 

21.— ^At  Leicester,  the  Boyal  Handicap  won  by 
BusticuB,  beating  twenty.one  others. 

22. — Celebration  in  Paris  of  Centenary  of  French 
Bepublic. 

24. — Lancashire  Plate,  value  £10,000,  won  by  L& 
Flfeche,  twelve  starting. 

29. — Alderman  Knill,  a  Boman  Catholic,  elected 
Lord  Mayor  for  ensuing  civic  year. 


OCTOBER,  1892. 

3. — Lord  Houghton,  the    new  Irish  Viceroy, 

made  his  state  entry  into  Dublin. 
6. — ^Death  of  Lord  Tennyson,  Poet  Laureate, 
at  Aldworth,  his  Surrey  residence,  aged  83. 
The  two  mile  race  on  the  Seine,  near  Paris, 
between  a  London  Bowing  Club  eight  and 
a  French  amateur  crew,  won  by  latter  in 
9  min.  21  sec. 
8. — ^At  Kempton  Park,  the  new  Duke  of  York 
Stakes  of  £5,000  won  by  Miss  Dollar, 
who  beat  twenty-one  others. 

11. — In  presence  of  a  large,  distinguished,  and 
representative  assemblage,  the  remains  of 
Lord  Tennyson  interred  in  Poets*  Comer, 
Westminster  Abbey. 

12, 13. — At  Newmarket,  the  Cesarewitch,  in  a 
field  of  twenty-eight,  won  by  Bornaby, 
with  Insurance  and  Brandy  second  and 
third;  and  the  Middle  Park  Plate  by 
Isinglass,  beating  Bavensbury,  Le  Nicham, 
and  twelve  others. 

13. — Cirencester  election  resulted  in  Conservative 


candidate    being    returned    by    majority 
of  only  three  in  a  poll  of  8,551. 

16. — News  received  that  the  P.  and  O.  steamship 
**  Bokhara''  had  been  wrecked  on  her 
voyage  from  Shanghai  to  Hong  Kong,  and 
125  of  her  passengers  and  crew  drowned. 

19.— The  "City  of  Paris"  steamer  made  the 
voyage  from  Liverpool  to  New  York  in 
the  unprecedented  time  of  6  days  2  hours 
24  min.,  and  from  Qaeenstown  in  5  days 
14  hours  24  min.,  her  average  steaming 
being  upwards  of  20^  knots. 
Announcement  by  Home  Secretary  that 
public  meetings  would  be  allowed  in 
Trafalgar  Square  on.  Saturdays,  Sundays, 
and  Bank  Holidays,  under  regulations 
prepared  by  Commissioner  of  Works. 

25. — Death  at  Washington  of  Mrs.  Harrison, 
wife  of  President  of  United  States. 

26. — The  Cambridgeshire  won  by  La  Fl^che, 
with  Pensioner  and  Jodel  second  and 
third.     Thirty  ran. 

28. — British  steamer  "  Boumania,*'  from  Liver- 
pool to  Bombay,  totally  lost  on  Portuguese 
coast,  only  nine  of  the  123  persons  on 
board  reaching  the  shore  alive. 

NOVEMBER,  1892. 

2. — By  a  collision  between  the  Scotch  express 
and  a  goods  train,  near  Thirsk,  ten  persons 
were  killed    and  many  others  seriously 
injured. 
In  entering  the  Spanish  port  of  Ferrol,  with 
the  rest  of  the  Channel  fleet,  the  ironclad 
"  Howe  "  grounded  on  a  reef,  and  sustained 
serious  damage. 
5. — The  Military  March  Competition  for  Volun- 
teers, Militia,  and   Begulars  won  by  the 
team  of  3rd  V.6.  East  Surrey  Begiment, 
who  covered  the  fifty -four  miles,  in  heavy 
marching  order,  in  17  hours  86  min. 
8. — By  explosion  of  a  dynamite  bomb,  found  in 
a  Paris  street,  at  the  police-office  where  it 
had  been  taken,  the  building  was  wrecked 
and  five  officers  killed. 
9.— Fifty-first  birthday  of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Lord  Mayor's  Day.  At  the  Guildhall  banquet, 
in  absence  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  Lord  Kimberley 
made  the  political  speech  usual  on  the 
occasion. 
10. — Mr.  Cleveland   elected   President   of   the 

United  States. 
11. — Liverpool  Cup  won  by  Windgall. 
23. — Inaugural  ceremony  of  opening  the  London 
Chamber  of  Arbitration  at  the  Guildhall 
performed  by  the  Lord  Mayor,  in  presence 
of  a  large  and  influential  assemblage. 
Union  Company's  steamer  **  Scot "  arrived 
at  Plymouth  from  the  Cape  in  13  days  23 
hours,  beating  her  own  record  by  12  hours. 
26. — Manchester   November  Handicap  won  by 
Paddy. 
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DECEMBER,  1892. 

1. — Official  annonncemeDts  that  Major-Qeneral 
Sir  (Jeorpre  Stewart  White  had  been  ap- 
pointed Commander-in. Chief  in  India,  in 
succession  to  Lord  Roberts ;  and  that  Sir 
Gerald  Porter  had  been  nominated  Com- 
missioner to  Uganda. 
3.— The  Royal  Italian  Opera  Company  gave  a 
performance  of    "Carmen"   at   Windsor 
Castle,  before  the  Qaeen  and  Court. 
Mr.  Gladstone  presented  with  the  freedom 
of  City  of  Liverpool. 
9. — Prince  of  Wales  nominated  Grand  Master  of 
English  Fiieemasons  for  nineteenth  time. 

14. — By  a  fire  which  broke  out  in  the  Bamf  arlong 
Colliery,  near  Wigan,  fifteen  miners 
perished. 

24. — ^Lord  Hawke's  team  of  English  cricketers 
defeated  at  Bombay  by  eleven  Parsee 
gentlemen,  who  won  by  109  rans. 
Dynamite  explosion  at  detective  offices, 
Dublin,  by  which  a  police  officer  was 
killed  and  great  destruction  of  property 
occasioned. 

26. — Bank  Holiday,  fine  bright  weather  prevailing. 

29.— Mr.  Gladstone's  eighty-third  birthday. 

31. — Return  match  at  Bombay  between  the 
English  and  Parsee  cricketers,  won  by 
former,  but  by  seven  runs  only. 


JANUARY,  X893. 

1. — The  Lord  Mayor  of  London  visited  Dublin 
in  state,  and  received  the  freedom  of  the 
Irish  metropolis. 

2. — Very  severe  fighting  at  Ambigol  between 
Egyptian  troops  and  a  largely  superior 
Dervish  force,  who  were  defeated  with 
great  loss.  Our  casualties  were  fifty 
killed  and  wounded ;  Captain  Pyne,  of  the 
Dorsetshire  Regiment,  being  among  the 
slain. 

6. —At  Lingley  Fen,  the  National  Skating 
Association's  gold  medal  for  skating  a 
mile  in  three  and  a  half  minutes  won,  for 
the  first  time,  by  Mr.  C.  J.  Aveling,  who 
covered  the  distance  in  3  min.  22^  sec. 

7. — The  court-martial  at  Devonport  on  Vice- 
Admiral  Fairfax,  commanding  the  Channel 
fleet,  on  the  charge  of  hazarding  Her 
Majesty's  ships  under  his  command  by 
taking  them  into  Ferrol  harbour  when  the 
"  Howe  "  struck  on  a  reef,  resulted,  after 
a  trial  of  over  a  week,  in  the  Admiral 
being  acquitted  of  blame. 
At  Cardiff,  in  presence  of  20,000  spectators, 
the  International  Rugby  football  match 
between  England  and  Wales  resulted,  after 
a  splendid  straggle,  in  the  Welshmen 
winning  by  twelve  points  to  eleven. 
10. — ^Marriage  of  Princess  Marie,  eldest  daughter 
of  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Edinburgh,  with 
Prince  Ferdinand,  Crown  Prince  of  Rou- 
mania,  solemnised  at  Sigmaringen  with 
Royal  pomp. 
By  the  sudden  flooding  of  the  Wheal  Owless 
Mine,  St.  Jost,  Cornwall,  nineteen  men 
lost  their  lives. 
16. — At    Rome,   Dr.    Yaughan,    Archbishop    of 


Westminster,  and  Dr.  Logue,  Archbishop 
of  Armagh,  created  Cardinals  by  the  Pope. 

80. — The  race  for  the  Sculling  Championship  of 
England  from  Putney  to  Mortlake,  be- 
tween George  Bubear,  of  Hammersmith, 
and  George  Hosmer,  of  Boston,  U.S.A., 
easily  won  by  the  Thames  oarsman  in  27 
min.  25  sec 

31.— Meeting  of  both  Houses  of  Parliament. 


FEBRUARY,  1893- 


1.— ' 


4.— ( 


6.— J 


8.—^ 


9.—] 


Terrible  earthquake  in  Island  of  Zante, 
attended  with  great  loss  of  life  and 
immense  destruction  of  property,  10,000 
persons  being  rendered  destitute  and 
homeless. 

Of  the  two  International  Rugby  football 
matches  played  to-day,  England  defeated 
Ireland  at  Dublin  by  two  tries  to  nil; 
while  at  Edinburgh,  Wales  followed  up  its 
recent  snccesa  over  England  by  decisively 
beating  Scotland  by  a  goal  and  three 
tries  to  nothing. 

Announcement  that  the  great  towns  of 
Leeds  and  Sheffield  had  been  raised  to 
the  rank  of  cities. 
The  Cirencester  Election  Petition  resulted  in 
election  being  declared  void,  the  number 
of  valid  votes  given  to  each  candidate 
having  been  found  equal. 
Lord  Tennyson's  "  Becket "  produced  at  the 
Lyceum  with  very  great  success. 

Total  loss  of  Anchor  Line  steamer 
"Trinacria"  from  Glasgow  to  Gibraltar, 
at  Cape  Yillano,  near  Corunna,  with  four 
lady  passengers  and  crew  of  thirty-seven 
on  board,  only  seven  of  the  latter  reaching 
the  shore  alive. 

In  House  of  Commons,  Mr.  Redmond's 
motion  that  fourteen  prisoners  undergoing 
penal  servitude  under  the  Treason  Felony 
Act  should  have  their  sentences  re- 
considered, rejected  by  397  to  81. 

M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps,  his  son  Charles, 
and  three  other  Directors  of  the  Panama 
Canal  Company,  convicted  in  Paris 
of  misappropriation  of  funds  in  connection 
with  that  Company,  and  sentenced,  the  two 
former  to  five  years*  and  the  others  to  two 
years'  imprisonment,  in  addition  to  con- 
siderable fines.  M.  de  Lesseps  is  90  years 
of  age,  a  high  officer  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  and  of  world-wide  renown  as  the 
projector  of  the  Suez  Canal.  All  the  defen- 
dants  appealed. 

By  a  conflagration  which  destroyed  a  County 
Lunatic  Asylum  in  New  Hampshire,  n.S.A., 
fifty  unfortunate  lunatics  perished,  only 
three  being  saved. 
13. — Xn  a  densely  crowded  House,  Mr.  Gladstone 
introdaced  the  new  Irish  Home  Rule  Bill 
of  the  Government. 

Mr.  Mellor,  Q.C.,  elected  Chairman  of  Com- 
mittee of  House  of  Commons. 
— Waterloo  Cop  won  by  Mr.  Cole's  Character, 
Mr.  Baxter's  Button  Park  being  the  runner 
up.  Colonel  North's  famous  old  dog 
FuUerton,  winner  of  last  four  years,  made 
a  fifth  attempt  to  carry  off  the  trophy 
and  started  a  strong  favourite,  bat  was 
beaten  in  second  round. 


10.—] 


21.—] 


24. 
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MARCH,  Z893. 


4.- 


4, 
11.- 


13.--] 


— iDangnration    of    Fresidenfc    Cleveland    afc 
Washington. 

At  Leeds,  under  Bagby  rules,  Scotland  de- 
feated England  by  two  goals  to  nothing. 
6. — By  two  subsidences  at  Sandgate,  200 
houses  were  seriously  injured,  but,  happily, 
no  lives  lost. 
— Playing  at  Llanelly,  the  last  of  the  Bugby 
International  football  matches — that  be- 
tween Wales  and  Ireland — won  by  the 
Welsh  by  a  try  to  nothing,  who  thns 
secured  the  Bugby  championship  for  the 
year. 

At  Birmingham,  the  Ten  Miles  Amateur 
Pedestrian  Championship  easily  won  by 
Mr.  Sid.  Thomas,  who  defeated  thirteen 
competitors  by  600  yards,  in  52  min. 
4r}  sec. 

London  County  Council  elected  Mr.  John 
Button  their  Chairman,  and  Messrs. 
Harrison  and  Dickinson  Vice-Chairman 
and  Deputy-Chairman  respectively. 

By  **  command,"  Mr.  Irving's  Lyceum  Com- 
pany gave  a  highly  successful  performance 
of  *'  Becket "  before  the  Qaeen  and  Court 
at  Windsor. 

Departure  of  the  Queen  for  Florence. 

-Lincolnshire  Bandicap,  for  which  twenty 
ran,  won  by  Wolf's  Crag,  with  Gangway 
and  Marcion  second  and  third. 
22. — University  Boat  Bace  won  by  Oxford  for 
fourth  year  in  succession,  in  the  unpre- 
cedented time  of  18  min.  47  sec. 
23. — The    Inter-University  Athletic    Sports    at 
West     Kensington    resulted    in     Oxford 
winning  seven  events  out  of  nine. 
24. — Liverpool  Grand  National  won  by  Cloister, 
who    defeated    fourteen    other    starters, 
in  9  min.  42|  sec.;    fastest  time    ever 
made. 

The  "  Howe,"  which  grounded  in  entering 
Ferrol  harbour  in  November,  successfully 
floated. 


18.—] 


20. 
21. 


27.— 


APRIL,  1893. 

3. — Easter  Monday.  Magnificent  weather  at- 
tended the  first  Bank  holiday  of  the  year,  all 
places  of  public  resort  in  and  about  Lon- 
don being  filled  with  enormous  crowds  of 
holiday  folks,  upwards  of  76,000  visiting 
the  Crystal  Palace  alone.  Railway  and 
steamboat  passenger  trafi&c  was  also  un- 
precedentedly  great. 
Immense  Unionist  demonstration  in  Belfast 
on  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Balfour's  visit,  a 
procession  of  nesurly  a  hundred  thousand 
persons  marching  through  the  streets.  In 
the  evening  Mr.  Balfour  addressed  a  great 
and  enthusiastic  meeting  in  the  Ulster 
Hall. 
8. — Celebration  of  eight.hundredth  anniversary 
of  consecration  of  Winchester  Cathedral. 
Mr.  Balfour  concluded  his  visit  to  Ireland 
by  addressing  a  vast  anti-Home  Bule 
gathering  in  Dublin. 

11. — By  a  terrible  outburst  of  fire  in  the  Great 
Western  Colliery,  near  Pontypridd,  sixty, 
three  miners  perished. 

12. — At  Epsom,  after  a  splendid  race,  in  which 
fourteen  took  part,  the  City  and  Suburban 


won  by  King  Charles,  an  outsider;  the 
favourite,  Windgall,  being  second,  and 
Lady  Hermit  third. 

13. — Serious  rioting  at  Brussels,  Mens,  and 
other  towns  in  Belgium,  owing  to  rejection 
of  Universal  Suffrage  by  Constituent 
Assembly. 

17. — ^Another  severe  earthquake  in  Zante,  most 
of  the  buildings  left  standing  after  the 
recent  catastrophe  being  destroyed,  and 
more  lives  lost. 

18.— In  the  Probate  Court,  Sir  Francis  Jeune,  the 
President,  sentenced  the  Dowager  Duchess 
of  Sutherland  to  pay  a  fine  of  £250,  and 
to  be  imprisoned  for  six  weeks,  for  serious 
contempt  of  Court,  in  destroying  a  letter 
which  was  among  the  documents  to  which 
she  had  been  allowed  access,  ''pendente 
lite,"  by  direction  of  the  Court. 
The  great  spot-barred  billiard  match  for 
£2,000  played  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  in 
which  John  Boberts  endeavoured  to  con- 
cede 9,0C0  out  of  24,000  to  C.  Dawson, the 
second  best  player  in  England,  ended  by 
the  champion  being  defeated  by  1,993 
points. 

19. — Immense  Primrose  League  meeting  in 
C  event  Garden  Theatre,  under  presidency 
of  Marquis  of  Salisbury,  who  delivered  a 
powerful  address  against  Irish  Home 
Rule. 

20. — ^Arrival  in  Borne  of  German  Emperor  and 
Empress  on  a  visit  to  King  and  Queen  of 
Italy. 

Marriage  in  Florence  of  Prince  Ferdinand 
of  Bulgaria  to  Princess  Marie  Louise, 
daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Parma. 

21. — In  House  of  Commons,  the  second  reading 
of  the  Irish  Home  Bule  Bill  carried  by 
majority  of  43,  the  numbers  being  347  to 
304.  Fourteen  members  paired,  these, 
the  Speaker  and  four  tellers,  making  up 
the  full  complement  of  the  House. 

22.— Silver  wedding  of  King  and  Queen  of  Italy, 
celebrated  in  Bome  and  throughout  the 
kingdom  with  great  public  rejoicings. 
Immense  and  enthusiastic  meeting  at  the 
Albert  Hall,  under  presidency  of  Duke  of 
Abercorn,  attended  by  1,200  delegates 
from  Ulster,  to  protest  against  Irish  Home 
Bule.  The  number  of  persons  present 
officially  stated  at  11,300. 
Serious  rioting  at  Hull  by  the  dockers  on 
strike  and  large  mobs  of  roughs,  the  streets 
being  only  at  last  cleared  by  repeated 
charges  of  police.  In  the  afternoon  a 
terrible  fire  broke  out  in  the  town, property 
to  a  very  large  amount  being  destroyed, 
and  there  was  reason  for  grave  suspicion 
that  the  conflagration  was  the  work  of 
incendiaries. 

24. — In  House  of  Commons  the  Chancellor  of 
Exchequer  made  his  budget  statement, 
which  showed  that  the  estimated  revenue 
for  1893-4  would  fall  short  of  expenditure 
by  upwards  of  a  million  and  a  half,  which 
he  proposed  to  make  up  by  imposing  an 
additional  penny  on  the  Income  Tax. 
By  the  sudden  fall  of  the  heavy  stone  coping 
of  a  public-house  and  four  adjacent  houses 
in  Peel  Boad,  Kilburn,  two  women  and  a 
child  were  killed,  and  many  other  persons 
seriously  injured. 


.  •«(!^»'.V..»-. 


64 


ALL  THE  YEAR  ROUND  AUTUMN  NUMBER.      lOanduotodby 


At  the  great  garden  party  at  Hatfield,  in 
hononr  of  the  Ulster  delegates  to  London, 
the  Marquis  of  Salisbary  and  other 
Unionist  leaders  delivered  stirring  speeches 
against  the  Home  Bale  Bill,  which  were 
rapturously  received  by  the  enthusiastic 
Irish  visitors. 

28. — Betum  of  the  Queen  from  Italy. 

29. — ^Boyal  Academy  Banquet,  at  which  the 
Prince  of  Wales  and  Duke  of  Cambridge 
were  present. 

MAY,  Z893. 

1.— Opening  of  the  **  World's  Fair"  at  Chicago 
by  President  Cleveland,  nearly  half  a 
million  of  spectators  being  present. 

OiBoial  announcement  of  betrothal  of  Duke 
of  York  to  Princess  Mary  of  Teck. 

In  House  of  Commons,  the  Eight  Hours 
(Miners')  Bill  read  a  second  time. 
3. — At  Newmarket,  the  race  for  the  Two  Thou- 
sand Guineas  had  ten  starters,  and  was 
won  by  the  favourite,  Mr.  MoCalmont's 
Isinglass,  with  Mr.  Bose's  Bavensbury  and 
Dake  of  Portland's  Baeburn  second  and 
third. 

The  Lord  Mayor  presided  over  a  large  and 
representative  meeting  of  business  men  in 
the  Guildhall  to  protest  against  Irish  Home 
Bule. 

Death  of  Sir  J.  Dormer,  Commander-in-Chief 
at  Madras,  from  injuries  received  from  a 
tiger. 
5. — The  One  Thousand  Guineas  race  won  by 
Sir  J.  Blundell  Maple's  Sifflense,  same 
owner's  Dame  President  (the  favourite) 
coming  in  second,  and  Lord  Bosebery's 
Tressure  third.    Eleven  started. 

Arrival  at  Dover  of  Lord  Boberts,  late  Com- 
mander-in-Chief  in  India,  accompanied  by 
Lady  Boberts  and  their  two  daughters, 
who  were  presented  with  an  address  of 
welcome,  and  met  with  a  most  cordial 
reception. 

Bomb  explosion  in  one  of  the  quadrangles  of 
the  Four  Courts,  Dublin,  but  beyond  the 
smashing  of  a  great  number  of  windows, 
no  damage  was  done.  The  day  was  the 
anniversary  of  the  Phoenix  Park  assassina- 
tions in  1882. 

The  St.  John's  Ambulance  Brigade  of  men 
working  in  Colonel  Seely's  collieries  in 
Derbyshire  and  Notts,  inspected  by  the 
Queen  in  Windsor  Great  Park. 

Dissolution  of  German  Beichstag  by  the 
Emperor,  owing  to  rejection  of  Army  Bill. 
10. — In  brilliant  and  true  "  Queen's  weather  "  the 
Imperial  Institute  opened  by  Her  Majesty 
in  State,  vast  crowds  thronging  the  line  of 
procession. 

The  newly  arrived  Australian  cricketers  fared 
badly  in  their  opening  match  at  Lord 
Sheffield's  park,  against  a  fairly  re- 
presentative All  England  eleven,  being  de- 
feated by  eight  wickets. 

Chester  Cup  won  by  Dare  Devil. 
13. — By  a  fire  which  broke  out  at  noon  in  Wyoh 
Street,     Strand,    two     young    children 
perished,  four  others  being  rescued  with 
much  difficulty. 

Gardening  and  Forestry  Exhibition,  Earl's 
Court,  opened  by  Duke  of  York. 


Kempton  Park  Jubilee  Stakes  won  by 
Orvieto,  with  May  Duke  and  Simonian 
second  and  third.  Eight  others  ran. 
By  a  collision  in  a  dense  fog  off  Lundy 
Island  between  the  steamers  **  City  of 
Hamburg"  and  ''Countess  Evelyn,"  the 
latter  was  sunk  suid  sixteen  of  her  crew 
and  eight  passengers  drowned. 

16. — Great  demonstration  of  influential  and 
distinguished  Churchmen,  presided  over 
by  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  at  the 
Albert  Hall,  to  protest  against  the  Dis- 
establishment of  the  Church  in  Wales. 

17. — At  the  magnificent  reception  given  by  the 
Prince  of  Wales  at  the  Imperial  Institute^ 
25,000  ladies  and  gentlemen,  representative 
of  all  parts  of  the  Empire,  were  present. 
Newmarket  Stakes,  for  which  seven  started, 
easily  won  by  Isinglass,  Phocion  and 
Bavensbury  being  second  and  third. 

18. — Launch  at  C  his  wick  of  H.M.  first-class  gun- 
boat **  Speedy,"  810  tons,  the  first  man-of- 
war  and  largest  vessel  ever  built  above 
London  Bridge. 

20. — End  of  great  dock  strike  at  Hull. 

22. — Whit  Monday.  In  the  metropolis  all  pleasure 
resorts  thronged  with  the  usual  thousands 
of  holiday-makers,  great  crowds  also 
taking  advantage  of  the  fine  weather  to 
visit  the  many  places  of  interest  easily 
reached  by  river,  road,  or  rail. 
Opening  of  International  Miners'  Congress  at 
Brussels ;  of  sixty-three  delegates  present, 
thirty-eight  were  from  the  United  King- 
dom. 
Eighth  annual  parade  of  the  London  Cart- 
Horse  Society  in  Begent's  Park,  witnessed 
by  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  and  a 
great  concourse  of  spectators. 

24. — Seventy-fourth  birthday  of  the  Queen. 

Lord  Salisbury  arrived  at  Belfast,  where  he 
received  a  right  hearty  welcome,  and 
addressed  a  great  gathering  againsc  the 
Irish  Home  Bule  Bill. 
The  British  Nurses'  Association  granted  a 
Boyal  Charter  of  Incorporation  by  the 
Queen. 

26. — The  sailing  match  from  Gravesend  round 
the  Mouse  lightship  and  back  won  by 
Prince  of  Wales's  new  cutter  yacht 
''Britannia,"  after  a  close  race  with 
Lord  Dunraven's  "  Valkyrie,"  which  came 
in  second. 

27. — Manchester  Cup  won  by  Shonorotha,  beating 
thirteen  others. 
Lord  Salisbury  visited    Londonderry,   and 
was  most  enthusiastically  received.. 

81. — In  brilliant  weather  and  in  presence  of  an 
immense  gathering,  the  Derby  won  by 
Mr.  McCalmont's  Isinglass,  who  defeated 
Mr.  Hose's  Bavensbury,  Duke  of  Portland's 
Baeburn,  and  eight  others,  in  2  min.  43 
sec. ;  equal  to  best  previous  record  time. 

JUNE,  1893. 

2. — The  race  for  the  Oaks,  for  which  seventeen 
ran,  resulted  in  the  victory  of  Dake  of 
Portland's  Mrs.  Butterwick,  with  Tressure 
and  Cyprian  second  and  third. 

3. — The  International  Spot  •  barred  Billiard 
Match  for  £1,000,  between  J.  Boberts  and 
I  Frank  Ives,  Champion  of  America,  6^000 
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up,  won  by  the  American  by  dint  of  two 
extraordinary  runs  of  cannons  on  balls 
jammed  against  the  corner  pockets ; 
Roberts's  total  only  reaching  3,821. 

4. — Paris    Grand    Steeplechase    won    by    the 
English  horse  Skedaddle,  seven  starting. 

8. — Parliamentary  Grolf  Handicap  won  by  Hon. 
T.  W.  Legh,  M.P. 

9. — By  the  sadden  collapse  of  an  old  theatre  in 
Washington,  which  had  been  converted 
into  Government  offices,  thirty  employes 
were  killed  and  nnmerons  others  badly 
injured .  It  was  in  this  theatre  that 
President  Lincoln  was  assassinated. 
Mr.  Reokitt,  M.P.  for  Pontefract,  nnseated 
on  petition,  bribery  by  an  agent  having 
been  proved. 
Lieatenant'General  Sir  J.  Hudson,  Com- 
mander-in-Chief at  Bombay,  thrown  from 
his  horse  at  Poena  and  killed  on  the  spot. 
>«  Mr.  G.  Mills  accomplished  the  remarkable 
feat  of  tricycling  from  Land's  End  to 
John  o'  Groat's  in  3  days  16  hoars  47 
min.,  beating  bicycling  record  by  7  hoars. 

10. — Fortieth  anniversary  of  the  opening  of 
the  Crystal  Palace  by  the  Queen. 

11.  — Grand  Prix  de  Paris  won  by  Ragotski ; 
Ravensbnry,  the  only  English  horse  who 
competed,  being  a  close  second. 

12. — International  Firemen's  Exhibition  at  Agri- 
oaltaral  Hall;  nearly  300  fre  brigades, 
English,  Foreign, and  Colonial,  represented. 

13-16. — At  Ascot,  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Stakes 
won  by  Red  Ensign;  Ascot  Stakes  by 
Enniskillen ;  Royal  Hant  Cap  by  Aman- 
dier ;  Gold  Cup  by  Marcion ;  and  the  rich 
Hardwicke  Stakes  by  Watercress. 

16. — The  Mayors  of  Manchester  and  Liverpool 
received  official  notification  that  from 
henceforth  the  title  of  Lord  Mayor  had 
been  granted  to  the  holders  of  the  office. 
The  P.  and  O.  steamer  **  Himalaya"  arrived 
at  Adelaide  in  26  days  6  hours;  fastest 
passage  ever  made. 
In  Paris,  the  Court  of  Cassation  quashed 
the  convictions  of  M.  Ch.  de  Lesseps  and 
other  Directors  of  the  Panama  Canal 
Company  of  February  last.  The  verdict 
against  the  elder  M.  de  Lesseps  had  never 
been  put  in  force. 

17. — At  Heme  Hill,  Sanger,  the  American 
champion  bicyclist,  beat  world's  record  by 
covering  a  mile  in  2  min.  10^  sec. 

22. — Safe  arrival  of  the  ironclad  "  Howe "  at 
Sheerness  from  Ferrol. 
Terrible  naval  disaster  in  the  Mediterranean, 
the  splendid  flagship  **Yictoria,"  one  of 
our  grandest  and  most  powerful  battle- 
ships, having  been  sunk  in  deep  water  off 
the  coast  of  Syria  by  collision  with  the 
**  Camperdown,"  another  great  ironclad, 
which  also  sustained  considerable  damage. 
Of  a  total  of  650  persons  on  board  the 
sunken  war-vessel, as  many  as  358  perished, 
the  loss  including  the  gallant  and  distin- 
guished Vice-Admiral  Sir  George  Tryon, 
Commander-in-Chief  on  the  station.  The 
g^atest  grief  was  everywhere  manifested 
for  what  was  felt  to  be  nothing  less  than 
a  national  calamity. 

28, — The  Queen  unveiled  in  Kensington  Gardens 
a  marble  statue  of  herself,  depicting  her 
as  she  was  at  the  time  of  her  accession, 


admirably  executed  by  her  daughter, 
Princess  Louise  of  Lome. 
29. — ^The  Rev.  Isaac  Olumoli  and  the  Rev.  C. 
Phillips,  African  negroes,  consecrated  as 
Assistant  Bishops  for  Western  Equatorial 
Africa)  in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  by  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury. 

JULY,  1893. 

3. — Calamitous  colliery  explosion  at  Thornhill, 

near  Dewsbury ;  139  miners  perishing,  and 

numerous  wives  and  children  left  destitute. 

University  cricket  match  won  by  Cambridge 

by  266  runs. 
Mr.   Meintjes,  the    South  African    cyclist, 
covered  24  miles  380  yards  at  Heme  Hill 
in  an  hour,  a  record  bicycle  performance. 

6. — Marriage  of  Duke  of  York,  only  son  of 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales,  to  Princess 
Mary  of  Teck,  in  Chapel  Royal,  St. 
James's.  The  Queen,  King  and  Queen  of 
Denmark,  the  parents  of  bride  and  bride- 
groom, all  the  members  of  the  Royal 
Family,  as  well  as  numerous  representa- 
tives of  foreign  Sovereigns,  were  present, 
the  ceremony  being  conducted  with  all  the 
pomp  and  splendour  attached  to  a  State 
function  of  the  highest  order.  Vast  and 
enthusiastic  multitudes  witnessed  the 
bridal  processions,  and  at  night  the 
metropolis  was  brilliantly  illuminated. 

8.-^The  King  and  Queen  of  Denmark,  accom- 
panied by  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales, 
the  Czarewitch,  and  many  other  Royal 
persons,  visited  the  Guildhall,  where  they 
received  an  address  of  welcome  and  were 
entertained  at  luncheon  by  the  Lord 
Mayor,  700  guests  being  present. 
At  the  Oval,  Gentlemen  defeated  by  Players 

by  eight  runs.  , 

By  the  capsizing  of  a  pleasare-boat  in  a 
sudden  squall  off  Skegness,  Lincolnshire, 
twenty -nine  men,  out  of  the  thirty-two  on 
board,  were  drowned.  Most  of  the  victims 
were  employes  of  the  North  London  Rail- 
way Company,  on  their  annual  seaside 
excursion,  many  leaving  wives  and  families. 

10. — Great  fire  at  the  World's  Fair,  Chicago,  and 
many  lives  lost. 

12. — Gentlemen    v. ^Players*    return    match  at 
Lord's  drawn,  owing  to  rain. 
Official  announcement  that  a  baronetcy  had 
been  conferred  on  the  Lord  Mayor,  and 
knighthoods  on  the  Sheriffs. 

14). — Both  Houses  of  Parliament  voted  addresses 
of  congratulation  to  the  Queen,  Prince 
and  Princess  of  Wales,  and  Duke  and 
Duchess  of  York,  on  the  Royal  marriage  ; 
the  Lord  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  attending  at 
Windsor  and  presenting  to  Her  Majesty 
a  similar  address  from  the  City. 
Eclipse  Stakes  won  by  Or  me,  six  running. 

15, — At    Lord's,    Eton    beat    Harrow    by    nine 
wickets. 

16. — German  Army  Bill  carried  in  new  Reichstag 
by  majority  of  sixteen. 
By  "command,"  the  Royal  Italian  Opera 
Company  gave  a  performance  at  Windsor 
Castle  of  ^'  Cavalleria  Rustioaua,"  and 
second  act  of  "  L'Amico  Fritz." 

18. —  Extensive  fire  in   City,  thirty  warehouses 
being  destroyed  in  St.  Mary  Axe. 
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19. — The  first  representative  matoh  between  All 
England  and  AnstraliaDs,  played  at 
Lord's,  abandoned,  owing  to  rain  on  last 
day. 
Wingfield  Sculls  won  by  G.  Kennedy,  beating 
y.  Nickalls,  the  holder. 

20. — Gatwick  Golden  Handicap  won  by  Cabin 
Boy. 
Fonndation  stone  of   new  Deep  Harbour, 
Dover,  laid  by  Prince  of  Wales. 

21. — Liverpool  Cnp  won  by  Simonian. 

22.— The  annual  twenty-four  hours'  cycling  race 
at  Heme  Hill,  for  which  eighteen  started, 
won  by  F.  W.  Shorland,  the  holder,  who 
covered  426}  miles — a  world's  record. 
At  Bisley,  the  Queen's  Prize  of  £250,  with 
gold  badge  and  medal,  won  by  Sergeant 
Daviea,  let  Welsh. 
International  lawn  tennis  match  between 
England  and  Ireland,  played  at  Wimble- 
don, won  by  former  by  nine  to  six. 

25. — Celebration  of  five-hundredth  anniversary  of 
Winchester  College,  at  which  Prince  of 
Wales  and  Duke  of  Connaught  took  part. 

26-28. — At  Goodwood,  the  Stewards'  Cnp  won 
by  Medora ;  the  Goodwood  Stakes  by  Red 
Eyes;  Sussex  Stakes  by  Harbinger;  Cup 
by  Barmecide;  and  Gordon  Stakes  by 
Orme. 

27. — French  blockade  of  Siamese  coast  declared. 
The  court-martial  assembled  at  Malta  to 
enquire  into  the  circumstances  attending 
the  sinking  of  the  **  Victoria,"  found  that 
the  catastrophe  was  solely  due  to  an  order 
from  the  Commander-in-Chief,  and  ac- 
quitted Captain  Bourke  and  the  other 
survivors  of  any  blame. 
G.  E.  Osmond  bicycled  25  miles  at  Heme 

Hill  in  record  time  of  60  min.  4  sec. 
Unprecedented  scene  in  House  of  Commons 
at  conclusion  of  Committee  Stage  of  Home 
Bule  Bill,  when  an  actual  free  fight  took 
place,  blows  being  freely  exchanged  by 
several  hon.  members  to  an  accompani- 
ment  of  loud  and  persistent  hissing  from 
the  Strangers'  Gallery ! 

28. — Solomon    Islands    placed    nnder     British 
Protectorate. 
Beginning  of  an  extensive  coal  strike,  very 
many  thousand  men  having  ceased  work  in 
England  and  Wales. 

29. — Arrival  of  German  Emperor  at  Cowes. 

Siamese  Government's  acceptance  of  French 

ultimatum  announced  from  Bangkok. 
State  visits  of  Lord  Mayors  of  London  and 
Dublin  to  Edinburgh. 


AUGUST,  1893. 

1. — Royal  Yacht  Squadron  Queen's  Cup  won  by 
German  Emperor's  **  Meteor,"  the  "  Valky- 
rie"— which  came  in  first — having  been  dis- 
qualified by  passing  wrong  side  of  the  Nab 
Light. 
B.  and  J.  Ilsley  beat  the  26  miles*  tandem 
safety  record  by  riding  the  distance  at 
Heme  Hill  in  60  min.  31f  sec. 
In  the  match  at  Portsmouth  between  the 
Australians  and  Oxford  and  Cambridge 
(Past  and  Present),  the  former  ran  up  the 
extraordinary  total  of  843  in  their  first 
innings,  which  extended  into  the  third  day; 
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an  unprecedented  performance  in  first- 
class  cricket. 
At  Cowes,  Prince  of  Wales's  "Britannia" 
won  the  Challenge  Shield  presented  by 
German  Emperor. 
4. — Mansion  House  "Victoria"    Relief   Fund 
closed,    the   amount  received    exceeding 
£62,000. 
Annual  meeting  of  the  National  Artillery 
Association  at  Shoeburyness. 
6. — Corinth  Canal  opened  by  King  of  Greece. 
7. — Brilliant     weather   again    favoured    Bank 
holiday  folks,  and  all  places  of  amusement 
thronged. 
German  Emperor  left  Cowes  for  Heligoland. 
By  the  capsizing  of  a  pleasure-boat  at  Port 
Talbot,  South  Wales,  twenty-two  persons, 
mostly  women  and  children,  were  drowned. 

10. — Pezon's  menagerie  destroyed  by  fire  at 
Roy  an,  in  France;  all  the  lions,  tigers,  .^nd 
other  large  animals,  fifty  in  number, 
perishing  in  the  fiames. 

12. — Calamitous  accident  on  TafE  Vale  Railway, 
near  Pontypridd,  tAclve  passengers  being 
killed  and  many  others  badly  injured. 

12-16. — Serious  religious  riots  between  Moham- 
medans  and  Hindoos  at  Bombay,  which  a 
large  military  force  was  required  to 
suppress,  many  lives  being  lost. 

16. — Arbitration  award  in  the  Behriug  Sea  seal 
fisheries  dispute  with  the  United  States 
delivered  in  Paris,  in  all  essential  points 
favourable  to  Great  Britain. 

16. — The  second  of  the  three  matches  between 
the  Australians  and  a  representative  eleven 
of  All  England,  played  at  the  Oval,  ended 
in  the  Colonists  being  defeated  by  an 
innings  and  43  runs. 

17.— At  Heme  Hill,  G.  E.  Osmond  bicycled  two 
miles  in  4  min.  25f  sec,  a  best  on  record. 

18. — Ninety -five  degrees  shade  temperature 
registered  at  Greenwich. 

19 — The  mile  swimming  race  for  £500  and  Cham- 
pionship of  the  World,  between  J.  Nuttall, 
champion  of  England,  and  J.  McCusker, 
an  American,  in  Hollingworth  Lake,  easily 
won  by  Nuttall,  in  the  record  time  of  26 
min.  8  sec. 

22. — Death  of  the  reigning  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg, 
brother-in-law  of  the  Queen ;  his  nephew, 
the  Duke  of  Edinburgh,  succeeding  to  the 
Ducal  throne. 

23. — Ebor  Handicap  won  by  Senaputty. 

25. — G.  E.  Osmond  and  B.  G.  Merry  rode  a  mile 

.    on  a  tandem  bicycle  at  Heme  Hill  in  the 

splendid  time  of  2  min.  7^  sec. ;  a  record. 

26. — The  last  of  the  three  matches  between 
the  Australians  and  a  representative  All 
England  Eleven,  played  at  Manchester, 
ended  in  a  very  even  draw. 

28.— At  Heme  Hill,  J.  W.  Stocks,  Hull  B.C., 
accomplished  the  marvellous  peiformance 

•  of  bicycling  26  miles  in  59  min.  31  {  sec.; 
and,  going  on,  covered  another  360  yards 
within  the  hour,  beating  world's  record. 
Terrible  cyclone  in  Georgia  and  other 
Southern  States,  many  hundred  persons 
being  killed,  and  property  of  enormous 
value  destroyed. 

31. — The  close  of  the  first-class  cricket  season 
left  Yorkshire  champion  county  with  nine 
points,  five  ahead  of  Lancashire^  which 
ranked  next. 
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OBITUARY  FOR  1892-1893. 


On  the  7th  September  died  John  Qbbenleaf 
WniTTiER,  the  American  Qaaker  poet,  whose 
"  SoDgB  of  Freedom  "  helped  on  the  Abolitionist 
oanse,  and  whose  stirring  battle  poams  daring 
the  War  of  Secession  sustained  the  enthnsiasm 
of  the  winning  side.  On  the  16th  of  the  same 
month  died  Cardinal  Howard,  one  of  the  old 
historic  family,  in  his  sixty-fifth  year. 

On  the  2nd  October  died  the  distingnished 
French  Utteratear,  Ernest  Ben  an,  whose  **  Origins 
of  Christianity  *'  was,  perhaps,  more  widely  read 
in  its  English  translation  even  than  in  the  original. 
And  the  6th  of  the  same  month  was  notable  for 
the  death  of  Alfred  Tennyson,  chief  of  the 
English  poets  of  his  period,  who  was  born  on  the 
6th  August,  1809.  On  the  following  day  died 
Thouas  Woolner,  sculptor  and  poet,  early  allied 
with  the  pre-Raphaelite  brotherhood,  bom  on 
the  17th  December,  1825.  On  the  24th  October 
died  Mrs.  W.  H.  (Janet)  Wills,  sister  of  William 
and  Robert  Chambers,  aged  eighty-one  years. 

The  11th  November  witnessed  the  death  at 
Budleigh  Salterton  of  T.  A.  Trollope,  novelist 
and  litterateur,  brother  of  the  more  famous 
Anthony,  in  his  eighty-second  year.  On  the  9th 
November  died  the  eighth  Duke  of  Marlborough, 
in  his  forty-ninth  year,  who,  with  considerable 
capacities,  rendered  himself  rather  notorions 
than  famous.  On  the  23rd  of  the  same  month 
died  William  O'Connor,  the  famous  Canadian 
oarsman.  November,  too,  witnessed  the  death 
of  Miss  Sophie  Eyre,  an  actress  of  some  repute. 

The  dramatic  world  also  had  to  regret  the  loss, 
on  the  7th  December,  of  Fred  Leslie,  an  excel- 
lent  burlesque  actor,  in  his  thirty- sixth  year.  On 
the  18th  occurred  the  death  of  Sir  Richard 
Owen,  the  eminent  anatomist  and  man  of  science, 
aged  eighty-eight  years.  And  the  23rd  of  the  same 
month  was  marked  by  the  death  of  MoNfAGU 
Williams,  Q.C,  in  his  fifty-eighth  year,  eminent 
as  an  advocate,  and  in  latter  years  a  popular 
police  magistrate,  and  a  gonial  occasional  essayist. 
The  name  of  Sir  J.  Bernard  Burke,  Ulster 
King-at-Arms,  who  died  on  the  13  th  December, 
aged  seventy-seven,  recalls  achievements  in  the 
field  of  literature,  with  the  congenial  subject  of 
the  *'  Romance  of  the  Peerage."  The  month  of 
December  also  witnessed  the  death,  on  the  2nd, 
of  Jay  Qould,  the  <*  Giant  Jobber  "  of  America ; 
on  the  6th,  of  Charles  Wordsworth,  Bishop  of 
St.  Andrew's,  one  of  the  poet's  if  amily ;  on  the 
13th,  of  Willie  Beckwith,  the  famous  swimmer, 
and  on  the  23rd,  of  Miss  Wadman,  a  favourite 
burlesque  actress. 

The  year  1893  opened  with  the  death,  on  the 
8th  January,  of  the  popular  novelist,  Hawley 
Smart,  at  Budleigh  Salterton,  in  his  sixtieth 
year.  And  the  13th  saw  the  death  of  the  veteran 
actress  and  public  reader,  Mrs.  Fanny  Kemble, 
whose  name  recalls  the  triumphs  of  an  earlier 
age,  and  who  was  bom  eighty-five  years  ago. 
Less  known,  but  in  his  way  a  remarkable  man, 
was  Dr.  Price,  of  Llantrissant,  who  was  ''  out  ** 


with  the  Chartists  in  his  earlier  years,  and 
latterly  assumed  the  character  of  an  Arch-Druid, 
and  who  died  on  the  23rd,  in  his  ninety -third 
year.  In  January  also,  on  the  4th,  passed  away 
William  J.  Palmer,  of  biscuit  fame,  and  the 
benefactor  in  many  other  ways  of  Reading. 
And  on  the  11th  died  General  Butler,  one  of 
the  most  unpopular  of  the  Northern  commanders 
in  the  American  War  of  Secession. 

A  warrior  of  a  different  stamp  was  the  chival- 
rous Qbneral  Beauregard,  of  the  Southern  army, 
who  died  in  the  following  month  of  February,  in 
his  seventy-fif th  year.  On  the  6th  February  died 
Lord  Brabourne,  not  of  much  note  as  a  poli- 
tician, bat  who,  as  Knatchball-Hagessen,  ac- 
quired some  reputation  as  a  storj^-teller  in  the 
land  of  faSry.  The  21st  was  marked  by  the 
death  of  John  Pettie,  R.A.,  in  his  fifty-fourth 
year,  and  on  the  following  day  died  William 
Hazlitt,  at  the  ripe  age  of  eighty-three,  son  of 
the  noted  critic  of  the  same  name,  and  himself  an 
occasional  annotator  in  literary  chronicles.  And 
we  may  also  record  the  death  on  the  2nd  Feb- 
ruary of  Tim  Carter,  probably  the  last  of  the 
old  school  of  stage-coachmen,  who  had  attained 
the  eighty-eighth  year  of  his  age. 

In  March  died  William  Minto,  journalist  and 
professor,  aged  forty-nine;  and  on  the  6th, 
HiPPOLiTB  Adolphe  Taine,  in  his  fifty-fifth  year, 
the  eminent  French  critic  and  literary  historian. 
And  on  the  27th  died  the  former  champion  of 
the  cue,  John  Roberts  the  elder,  once  facile 
princeps  at  the  billiard-table,  in  his  seventieth 
year. 

On  the  6th  April  died  Vicat  Cole,  R.A.,  aged 
sixty,  the  admired  artist  of  so  many  charming 
scenes  in  Surrey  lanes,  or  along  Thames  side. 
And  the  19th  witnessed  the  death  of  J.  Addino- 
TON  Symonds,  an  eminent  essayist,  in  his  fifty- 
third  year.  On  the  21st  died  at  Knowsley,  in  iiis 
sixty-seventh  year,  the  Earl  or  Derby,  son  of 
the  famous  Prime  Minister,  the  Rupert  of  debate, 
and  who  himself  held  the  seals  of  a  Secretary  of 
State,  both  in  his  father's  and  Lord  Beaconsfield's 
administrations. 

The  9th  May  witnessed  the  death  of  Sir  Jambs 
Anderson,  aged  sixty-nine,  the  commander  of 
the  *'  Great  Eastern,"  who  successfully  laid  the 
earliest  Atlantic  cable,  and  who  was  connected 
with  many  of  the  great  marine  Telegraph  Com- 
panies. 

In  July  died  Dr.  Rae,  the  eminent  Arctic  ex- 
plorer. 

And  on  the  8th  August  died  Mrs.  John  Nelson, 
once  famous  as  Carlotta  Lecleroq,  who  sustained 
leading  r6les  with  Charles  Eean  and  Charles 
Fechter.  On  the  22nd  August  passed  away 
Ernest  II.,  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg,  and  brother 
of  the  late  Prince  Consort,  whose  death  will  be 
noticeable  in  our  annals,  as  it  involves  the  trans- 
ference of  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh,  recently  a 
popular  naval  commander,  to  the  chieftainship 
of  a  foreign  State. 
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CALEIfDAR    FOR    1894. 


JANUARY. 


1 
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27 
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M  Edward  Burke  bom,  1780 ;  died,  1797. 

T  General  Wolfe  bom,  1727 ;  killed,  1759. 

W  Josiah  Wedgwood  died,  1795 ;  bora,  1730. 

Th  Bogor  Asobam  died,  1568. 

P  General  Chanzy  died,  1883. 

B  Epiphany. 

^  let  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

M  Duke  of  Glaretioe  bom,  1861 ;  died,  1892. 

T  W.  P.  Frith  bora,  1819. 

W  Arohbishop  Laud  beheaded,  1615. 

Th  Sir  Hans  Sloane  died,  1758. 

F  Auguste  Gomte  born,  1798. 

S  St.  Hilary. 

^  2nd  Sunday  after  Epiphany. 

M  Moli^re  bom,  1622 ;  died,  1673. 

T  Edmund  Spenser  died,  1599  ;  bom,  1558. 

W  Benjamin  Franklin  bom,  1706 ;  died,  1790. 

Th  Lord  Lytton,  novelist,  died,  1878. 

F  James  Watt  bora,  1786 ;  died,  1819. 

S  David  Garrick  died,  1779. 

3  Beptuagesima. 

M  Lc»d  Byron,  poet,  bom,  1788  j  died,  1824. 

T  Coquelin  alne  bom ,  184 1 . 

W  Frederick  the  Great  bom,  1712. 

Th  Conversion  of  St.  Paul. 

F  C.  J.  Beraadotte  bora,  1763. 

S  William  11.  Emperor  of  Germany  bom,  1859. 

§  Sezagesima. 

M  John  C.  Horsley,  R.A.,  bom,  1817. 

T  Walter  Savage  Landor  bora,  1775. 

W  Ben  Jonson  born,  1674 ;  died,  1637. 


Mooir's  Phases. 

7th.  New  Moon       ..  3^.    7m.  Morning. 

15th.  First  Quarter  . .  0      9       Morning. 

2l8t.  Full  Moon       ..  3     11       Aftemoon, 

28th.  Last  Quarter    . .  4     61      Aftemoon. 
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5Lh. 
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20th. 
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George  Omikshank  died,  1878. 

Purification. 

Marquis  of  Salisbury  bom,  1830. 

Quinquagesima. 

Thomas  Carlyle  died.  1881. 

Henry  Irving  bora,  1838. 

Ash  Wednesday.    Charles  Dickens  b.  1812. 

Samuel  Butler,  poet,  bora,  1612. 

Sir  Evelyn  Wood  bora,  18i8. 

Queen  Victoria  married,  1840. 

1st  Sunday  in  Lent. 

Charles  Darwin  born,  1809. 

Cardinal  Howard  bora,  1829;  died,  1892. 

St.  Valentine. 

Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey  bom,  1830. 

Edwd.  Hyde,  Earl  of  Clarendon,  bora,  1608 ; 

Battle  of  Meeanee,  1843.  [died,  1674. 

2nd  Sunday  in  Lent. 

Richard  Cumberland  bom,  1782 ;  died,  1811. 

Voltaire  bom,  1694 ;  died,  1778. 

Meissonier  born,  1815. 

Jas.  Russell  Lowell  bom,  1819 ;  died,  1891. 

Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  died,  1792. 

St.  Matthias,  Anostle  and  Martyr. 

3rd  Sunday  in  Lent. 

Prince  Ferdinand  of  Bulgaria  bom,  1861. 

Joseph  Emest  Renan  bora,  1823 ;  died,  1892. 

Michel  de  Montaigne  bom,  1533. 


Mooir's  Pha-bsb. 

New  Moon       . .      9h,  45m.  Afternoon. 

First  Quarter  ..10  43      Morning. 

Full  Moon         ..      2  10      Morning. 

Last  Quarter    ..      0  28     Aftwnoon. 
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St.  David's  Day. 

Pope  Leo  XIII.  bom,  1810. 

Edmund  Waller  bom,  1606. 

4th  Sunday  in  Lent. 

Sir  H.  A.  Layard  bora.  1817. 

Michael  Angelo  bora,  1474  j  died,  1563. 

Sir  Edwin  Landseer,  R.A.,  bom,  1802 ;  died. 

Battle  of  Aboukir,  1801.  (1873. 

Hamo  Thomeycroft,  sculptor,  bom,  1850. 

Edwd.  O'Connor  Terry  bom,  1844. 

6th  Sunday  in  Lent. 

J6hn  Lawrence  Toole  bom,  1830. 

Battle  of  Tamai,  1884. 

King  Humbert  of  Ita'y  bom,  1844. 

Lord  Melbourne  bom,  1779 ;  died,  1848. 

Duchess  of  Kent  died,  1861. 

Bt  Patrick's  Day. 

Palm  Sunday. 

Sir  Richard  Barton  bom,  1821 ;  died,  1890. 

Edwd.  Jno.  Pqynter,  R.A.,  bora,  1886. 

Henry  Kirke  White,  poet,  born,  1785;  died. 

Battle  of  Totrek,  Suakim,  1885.  [1806. 

Good  Friday. 

Thos.  Spenoer  Baynes,  LL.D.,  bom,  1823. 

Easter  Day.    Lady  Day. 

Bank  Holiday. 

Sir  Q.  J.  Blvey,  Mus.  Doc.,  bom,  1816. 

DeclfUAtlon  of  War  with  Russia,  1854. 

Marshal  Soultbora.  1769;  died,  18  U. 

Don  Carlos  born,  1848. 

Slave  Trade  Abolished,  1806. 


Moon's  Phabss; 


7th.  New  Moon 

14th.  First  Quarter 

2 1st.  Full  Moon 

29th.  Last  Quarter 


2A.  18m.  Aftemoon. 
6  28  Aftemoon. 
2  11  Aftemoon. 
8      28      Morning. 
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Low  Sunday. 

Capture  of  Richmond  &  Virginia  by  Fede- 

Washington  Irving  bora,  1783.     [rals,  1865. 

Oliver  Goldsmith  died,  1774. 

Algernon  Chas.  Swinburne  bom,  1837. 

Raphael  bora,  1483 ;  died,  1520. 

William  Wordsworth  bom,  1770. 

2  ad  Sunday  after  Easter. 

Battle  of  Palestrina,  1849. 

Battle  of  Toulouse,  1814. 

George  Canning  born,  1770. 

Edw.  Bird,  R.A.,  bom,  1762;  died,  1819. 

Dr.  Chas.  Bumey  died,  1814. 

President  Lincoln  assassinated,  1865. 

Srd  Sunday  after  Easter. 

Battle  of  CuUoden.  1746. 

Vicat  Cole,  R. A.,  bom,  1838 ;  died,  1893. 

Dr.  Erasmus  Darwin  died,  1802. 

Primrose  Day. 

King  Charles  of  Roumania  bora,  1839. 

H.  A.  Taine  bom,  1828 ;  died,  1893. 

4th  Sunday  after  Easter. 

William  Shakespeare  bora,  1564 ;  died,  1616. 

Daniel  Defoe  died,  1731.  [St.  George. 

St.  Mark,  Evangelist  and  Martyr. 

MageUan  killed,  1521. 

Edward  Gibbon  bora,  1787 ;  died,  1794. 

Chas.  Cotton,  poet,  bom,  1630 ;  died,  1687. 

Rogation  Sunday. 

Duke  of  Argyle  bom,  1828. 


MOOS'S  PVJLSBB. 

6th.  New  Moon       ..  4^.    Ont.  Morning. 

13th.  First  Quarter  ..  0     83     Morning. 

20th.  Fall  Moon        ..  8       2     Morning. 

28th.  Last  Quarter    ..  8     20     Morning. 
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Charles  Dickens.] 
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5th. 
12th. 
19ih. 
27th. 


SS.  Philip  and  James. 

Dr.  B.  0.  Brewer  born,  1810. 

Ascension  Day. 

Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  bom,  1769 ;  died,  1830. 

Harrison  Weir  bom,  1824. 

Sunday  after  Ascension. 

Robert  Brownin^r  born,  1813 ;  died,  1889. 

Prince  Albrecht,  Regent  of  Brunswick,  bom 

Napoleon  Oonsul  for  life,  1803.  [1837. 

Professor  Calderwood  Henry  bom,  1830. 

Earl  Granville  bom,  1815. 

H.^.S.  Tiger  destroyed  at  Odessa,  1854. 

Whit  Sunday. 

Bank  Holiday. 

Daniel  O'ConneU  died,  1847. 

Duke  of  Rutland  bom,  1815. 

George  Bamett  Smith,  F.R.G.S.,  bom,  1841. 

Peter  Cunningham  died,  1869. 

Professor  Wilson  bom,  1785. 

Trinity  Sunday. 

Edward  Hull,  F.R.S.,  bom,  1824. 

Bombardment  of  Gastafs-vaern,  1854. 

Princess   Elizabeth   Bourbon   bom,   1764; 

ezecated,  1794. 
Corpus  Christi.    Queen's  birthday. 
Princess  Helena  bom,  1846. 
Duchess  of  York  born,  1867. 
1st  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
WiUiam  Pitt  bora,  1759  j  died,  1806. 
Restoration  of  King  Charles  II.,  1660. 
Alexander  Pope  died,  1744.  [1854. 

Destruction  of  Buropa,  troopship,  by  fire. 


Moon's  Phases. 


New  Moon      . .      2h. 
First  Quarter  ..      6 
Full  Moon        . .      4 
Last  Quarter   ..8 


41m.  Afternoon. 
21      Morning. 
43     Afternoon. 
4     Afternoon. 
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Srd. 

10th. 

18th. 

26th. 

Engagement  between  Chesapecike  and  Shan- 

Thomas  Hardy  bora,  1840.  [non,  1818. 

2nd  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Battle  of  Magenta,  1859. 

Counts  Egmont  and  Horn  executed,  1563. 

Jean  B.  L.  Say  born,  1820. 

Marshal  Canrobert  born,  1809. 

Sir  Samuel  White  Baker  bom,  1821. 

Georgina  Duchess  of  Devon  bom,  1767. 

3rd  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

George  Withers,  poet,  born,  1588;  died,1667. 

William  Cullen  Bryant  died,  1878. 

Due  de  Broglie  bom,  1821. 

Battle  of  Marengo,  1800. 

German  Emperor  Frederick  died,  1888. 

Battle  of  Quatre  Bras,  1815. 

4th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Battle  of  Waterloo. 

Sir  Joseph  Banks  died,  1820. 

Qaeen's  Accession. 

Marquis  Dnfferin  bom,  1826. 

Great  fire  in  Tooley  Street,  1861. 

General  Cluseret  born,  1823. 

5th  Sunday  after  Trinity.    St.  John  Baptist. 

Midsummer  Day. 
H.  C.  E.  Ohilders  bom,  1827. 
Rev.  Gilbert  White  died,  1793.  [1891. 

Charles  Stewart  Pamell  born,  1846;   died, 
Coronation  Day. 

St.  Peter,  Apostle  and  Martyr.  [1841. 

Great  Western  Railway  opened  to  Bristol, 


Moov's  Phases. 

New  Moon      ..    lOh.  56«i.  Afternoon, 
First  Quarter  ..      1      14     Afternoon. 
Full  Moon       ..      7       6     Morning. 
Iiast  Quarter  ..10       3     Morning. 
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17th. 
25th. 


6th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

George  D.  Leslie,  R.A.,  bom,  1835. 

Battle  of  Sadowa,  1866. 

Declaration  of  Independence,  U.S.,  1776. 

Battle  of  Carthage,  U.S.,  1861. 

Earl  of  Pembroke  born,  1850. 

W.  Mulready,  R.A.,  died,  1863. 

7th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Thomas  Hayter  Lewis,  F.S.A.,  bom,  1818. 

Captain  Marryat  bom,  1792 ;  died,  1848. 

Bombardment  of  Alexandria. 

Battle  of  Aghrim,  1691. 

Marshal  MacMahon  bora,  1808. 

Archbishop  of  Canterbury  bom,  1829. 

8th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  born,  1723 ;  died,  1792, 

Franco-German  War  began,  1870. 

Francis  Petrarch  died,  1874. 

J.  Martin,  artist,  bom,  1789. 

Hyacinth  Rigaud  bom,  1659 ;  died,  1743. 

Battle  of  Bull's  Run,  U.S.,  1861. 

9ch  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Duke  of  Devonshire  bom,  1883. 

Window  Tax  abolished,  1851. 

St.  Jaoies,  Apostle  and  Martyr.       Rt.  Hon. 

St.  Anne.  [A.  J.  Balfour  bom,  1848. 

Battle  of  Talavera,  1809. 

Alabama  sailed  from  River  Mersey,  1882. 

10th  Sunday  after  Trinity, 

Samuel  Rogers  bom,  17o3 ;  died,  1855. 

Richard  Savage,  poet,  died,  1743. 


Moon's  Pha.8es. 


New  Moon 
First  Quarter 
Full  Moon 
Last  Quarter 


5A.  45?n.  Morning. 
10      15     Afternoon. 
10       3      Aftemoon. 

9       7     Afternoon. 
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Ist 
8th. 

16th. 

24t,h. 

both. 


West  Indian  slavps  freed,  1834. 

Enghien,  Louis  Henry  de  Bourbon,  bora, 

1772;  executed,  18  4. 
Sir  Frederick  Peel  born,  1839. 
Battle  of  Weissembourg,  1870. 
11th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
Daniel  O'Connell  bom,  1775. 
Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  bom,  1831. 
George  Canning  died,  1827. 
John  Dryden  born,  1631 ;  died,  1700. 
Rt.  Hon.  J.  G.  Gosctien  born,  1881. 
Dr.  Richard  Mead  bom,  1673;  died,  1751. 
12th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
Lord  Bsher  born,  1817. 
Richard  Jefferies,  author,  died,  1887. 
Sir  Walter  Scott  born,  1771 ;  died,  1833. 
Battle  of  Tcheraaya,  1855. 
Thomas  Stothard,  R.A.,  born,  1755;   died, 
Battle  of  Gravelotte,  1870.  [1834. 

13  th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
Robert  Herrick  born,  1591. 
F.  Michelet,  historian,  born,  1798;  died,  187*. 
W.  C.  Hazlitt  bora,  1834 ;  died,  lfi93. 
Baron  Cuvierborn,  1769;  died,  1832. 
St.  Bartholomew,  Apostle  and  Martyr. 
Battle  of  Cressy,  13 16. 
14th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
Duke  of  Teck  born,  1837. 
Battle  of  Kassassin. 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  bom,  1809. 
Battle  of  Plevna,  1877. 
John  Bunyan  died;  1688. 


Mooi7*s  Phises. 


New  Moon      . .      Oh. 

First  Quarter  ..  10 

FuU  Adoon      ..  1 
Last  Quarter  ..      5 

New  Moon      ..  8 


2 Int.  Afternoon. 

5      Morning. 
17     Afternoon. 
40      Morning. 

4     Afternoon. 
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ALL  THE  YEAS  BOUND  AUTUMN  NUMBER. 


1 
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3 

4 

6 

6 
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8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 
17 
18 
19 
90 
21 
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23 
24 
26 
26 
27 
28 
29 
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7th. 
15th. 
22ad. 
29th. 


Partridge  Shooting  begins. 

16th  Sanday  after  Trinity. 

Lord  Halsbary  born,  1825. 

French  Republic  proclaimed,  1870. 

Cardinal  Richelieu  bom.  1585 ;  died,  1642. 

Shakespeare's  Jubilee  at  Stratford,  1769. 

Cotnte  de  Buffon  bom,  1707. 

Amy  Etobsart  killed.  1560. 

16th  Sunday  after  Trinity. ' 

Mary  God«rin  died,  1797. 

Professor  Everett  bora,  1881. 

Marquis  of  Bute  bom.  1847. 

Battle  of  Tel-el-Kebir,  1SS2. 

Holy  Cross  Day. 

Ernest  Crofts,  A.R.A.,  bora,  1847.     Eclipse 

of  Moon,  partly  visible  at  Greenwich. 
17th  Sanday  after  Trmity. 
Frederick  Goodall,  R.A.,  bom,  1822. 
Dr.  Gilbert  Bumet  bom,  1643;  died,  1716. 
Battle  of  Poictiers,  1356. 
Sir  Edward  J.  Reed  bom,  1880. 
St.  Matthew. 

James  Thomson,  poet,  bom,  1700 ;  died,  1748. 
18th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 
Samuel  Butler  died,  1680. 
W.  M.  Rosse&ti  bom.  1839. 
Thofi.  Sidney  Cooper,  R.A.,  bbm,  1803. 
George  Groikshank  bora,  1792 ;  died,  1878. 
Btrasbonrg  Capitulated,  1870. 
St.  Michael  and  All  Angels.    Miohaelmas 
19th  Sanday  after  Trinity.  [Day. 


Mooir's  Fbasss. 

First  Quarter  ..  Ih. 

Fall  Moon       . .  4 

Last  Quarter  ..  0 

New  Moon      . .  5 


dm.  Morning. 
21     Morning. 
32     Afternoon. 
44     Morning. 


OCTOBER. 
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80 
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81 
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Battle  of  VoJturao,  1860. 

Major  Andr^  executed,  1780. 

Valentine  Green,  engraver,  born,  1739. 

Marquis  of  Ripon  born,  1827.  [1893. 

John  Addington  Symonds  bom,  1840;  died, 

Madame  Campan  bom,  1752 ;  died,  1822. 

20th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Great  Fire  at  Chicago,  1871. 

Harriet  Hosmer,  sculptor,  bom,  1830. 

Benjamin  West,  artist,  bora,  1788;  died. 

Battle  of  Camperdown,  1797.  [1820. 

Pekin  captured,  1860. 

Murat,  King  of  Naples,  shot,  1815. 

2lst  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

Allan  Ramsay,  poet,  born,  1686. 

Hoases  of  Parliament  burnt,  1834. 

Battle  of  Nevill's  Cross,  1346. 

St.  Luke,  Evangelist. 

Leigh  Hunt  born,  1784. 

Thomas  Hughes  bora,  1823. 

22nd  Sanday  after  Trinity. 

Captain  Mayne  Reid  died,  1883. 

Battle  of  Bdgehill,  1642. 

David  Roberts,  R.A.,  bom,  1796;  died,  1864. 

Battle  of  Balaclava,  1854. 

Count  Vou  Moltke  bom,  1800. 

Capitulation  of  Metz,  1870.  [Jade. 

23rd  Sanday  after  Trinity.    SS.  Simon  and 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  executed.  1618. 

Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan  born,  1761 ;  died, 

Hallowmass  Eve.  [1816. 


Mooir'8  Phases. 


6th. 
14th. 
21st. 
28th. 


First  Quarter 
Fall  Moon 
Last  Quarter 
New  Moon 


7h,    Im. 
6     41 
6     56 
6     67 


Afternoon. 
Afternoon. 
Afternoon. 
Afternoon. 


1 
S 

3 

4 

6 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

16 

10 

17 

18 

19 

20 

21 

22 

23 

24 

26 

20 

27 

28 

29 

30 


1 

2 

3 

4 

6 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 

20 

21 

22 

23 

24 

26 

26 

27 

28 

29 

SO 

81 


NOVEMBER. 


Th 

F 

B 

§ 

T 
W 

Th 

F 
S 

§ 

T 
W 
Th 

F 

S 

» 
M 

T 
W 

Th 
F 

S 

3 

M 

T 

W 

Th 

F 


5th. 
13th. 
20th. 
27th. 


All  Saints'  Day. 

All  Soals'. 

Hicks  Pasha  &  Egyptian  Amy  destroyed, 

24th  Sanday  after  Trinity.  (1 888. 

Battle  of  Inkerman,  1854. 

OoUey  Gibber  bora,  1671 ;  died,  1767. 

Battle  of  Prague,  1620. 

Edmund  Halley,  astronomer,  bom,  1666. 

Lord  Mayor's  Day.    Prince  of  Wales  bora. 

Martin  Lather  bom,  1483 ;  died,  1516. 

25th  Sanday  after  Itinity. 

Battle  of  SherifCmnir,  1716. 

Sir  John  Moore  bom,  1761 ;  killed,  1809. 

Sir  Chas.  Lyell  bora,  1797;  died,  1875. 

Edwin  Booth,  actor,  bora,  1883 ;  died,  1893. 

John  Bright  born,  1811 :  died,  1889. 

Queen  Charlotte  died,  1818. 

26th  Sanday  after  Trinity. 

Ferdinand  de  Lesseps  bora,  1805. 

Thomas  Chatterton  bora,  1752;  died,  1770. 

James  Clarke  Hooke,  B.A.,  born,  1819. 

Jastln  M'Carthy  born,  1830. 

Perkin  Warbeck  executed,  1499. 

John  Knox  died,  1572. 

27th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 

William  Oowper  barn,  1731 ;  died,  1800. 

Duchess  of  Teck  born,  1833. 

Leslie  Stephen  born,  1882. 

Maria  Theresa  died,  1780. 

St.  Andrew,  Apostle  and  Martyr. 


First  Quarter 
Full  Moon 
Last  Quarter 
New  Moon 


Mooir's  Phasss. 

.      3^. 
.      7 
.      2 
8 


16»t.  Afternoon. 
49     Morning. 
8      Morning. 
64     Morning. 
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Prince  *8  of  Wales  bom,  1841. 

Advent  Sunday. 

Battle  of  Ansterlitz.     * 

Pretender  entered  Derby,  1745. 

Dumas  the  Elder  died,  1870. 

St.  Nicholas. 

Algernon  Sidney  beheaded,  1683. 

Thomas  de  Quincey  died,  1859. 

2nd  Sunday  in  Advent. 

William  Hogarth  born.  1097  :  died,  1764. 

John  Gay,  poet,  died,  1732. 

Robert  Browning  died,  1889. 

Council  of  Trent,  1546. 

Prince  Albert  died,  1861. 

George  Romney  bom,  1734;  died,  1802. 

8rd  Sunday  in  Advent. 

Sir  Humphry  Davy  bom,  1778  ;  died,  1829. 

C.  M.  von  Weber  bora,  1786;  died,  1326. 

J.  M.  W.  Tamer  died,  1851. 

John  Fletcher,  dramatist,  bom,  1579. 

St.  Thoma9. 

Thomas  Banks,  scnlptor,  bom,  1738 ;  d<*ed, 

4th  Sanday  in  Advent.  Ci805. 

Matthew  Amold  bora,  1822 ;  died,  1888. 

Christmas  Day. 

St.  Stephen. 

St  John,  Apostle  and  Evangelist. 

Innocents'  Day. 

W.  E.  Gladstone  bom,  1809. 

Ist  Sunday  after  Christmas. 

Battle  of  Wakefield,  1460. 


Moo2r*B  Phases. 

5th.  First  Quarter    . 

12th.  Fall  Moon 

19th.  Last  Quarter     . 

27th.  New  Moon 


Oh.  1501.  Afternoon. 
7     46     Afternoon. 
11      16     Morning. 
2     20     Morning. 


Golden  Nambor.. 
Epaot 


14 
23 


Solar  Cycle 
Dominical  Letter 


27 
Q. 


Roman  Indiction 
Jaliim  Period  .. 


7 
6607 


Gold  Medals,     Paris,  1878 :  1889. 

JOSEPH  GILLOTT'S 


Of  Highest   Quality,   and    Having 

Greatest  Durability  are  Therefore 

CHEAPEST. 


PENS 


mi 


FERfEGT  FIT.        G1IAIUIIEED  W£AR. 

PATENT 
DIAGONAL 

I  Seam  Corset. 

WUl  mat  ipUt  la  th>  Smiu  nor  tMr 

Is  tha  fabilo. 

Made  in  WUti,  Black  and  aU  Ot 

fintueiuihlt    coUun    and   ihfkiif*    <* 

in  t^Nta  Sanliaty  U^ealUn  c'latlt. 

I*  4/11,  5/11,  6/11.  7/11 


CftntMIL— BcmTeof  wonlileu  imitntiau.    EvFTygenaine 
r  ft  N  Cotta  a  sumpsd  "Y  &  N  PateQl  XAoftooti 
B«am,  Nol  IIS  "  ID  ovil  on  the  lining. 
Stid  it  tit  frixital  Draftn  and  Laditi  On(/itltn  in  lit 
UmiudKiMt^«n-^ 


QnleUr  eoTTect  all  ImsnlMiUw. 
ramoTS  all  oliBtroctiDiu,  and  rellsVA 
th*  diiirenlng  EymptomE  tt>  prenJont 

with  the  MX. 
Bout.  \n.\  &  2/9  [contaiDing  three  limes  tlu 
qnviLity)  of  jdi  Cheniista,  sent  anywIicTC  c>n 
receipt  of  18  «  81  iUmpi  W  die  mafcet,  ■.  T. 
TOWUE,  Cbnulst,  NOTTtHata&IC 
re  of  Initationt  injurious  toA  worthlaiL 


JEWSBUBT  k  BROWN'S 

ORIQINAL  &  ONLY  GENUINE 

Oriental 
Tooth  S 

JEWSBOIlV&lRIIWN.X^£Llb  Lt3 

Ml  Pwfumen  and  CHemlitM.    1/6  &  2/3  Potfl. 


CLIMATE 
PIDOF 


REVULCAHISED  OOLO  MEUAL  RUBBER  STAMPS. 


fr^i  - 


: ;  wiih  Marking  Ink,  lyS. 


iCrsrsMl      PalxM      (John      BonA'a 
_  Danchur'a)  Gold  II«dal  HnrUn* 

InfeWorko,  n,  lonthgata   BokO.  Iiondon,  N. 

CAOnON.— The   Original    uid   Genuine    Ink   Label  hu 
the  trade  murk  "Crystil  Palace." 


OOIiD   mPAL,   W«W   ZgAl.AllI>,   t§ra. 

SYMINGTON'S 
EGYPTIAN 

This    valuable     Food       ^"^^  ^^  ^^ 

sfi's.r'"""'"-  FOOD. 

Used  at  SMEDLEY'S,  MATLOCK,   and  aU  ihe 
leading  Hydropathic  Eslablishments. 

FOR    INVALIDS   AND    DELICATE    CHILDREN. 

HOST    BASIL.Y    DIGBSTBD. 
Sold  in  Tins,  is.  per  !b..  by  all  Gracers  and  C/iemistt. 

Bowdes  steam  Hills,  Market  Harborough. 
T.    MOKTOS,    LOHSOV. 


POOR  MAMS  FRIEND 

IN    TTSE    100    YEASS. 

■s  originBlly  prepared 
Dllyrecommmded  u 


lui  UQlUIliia  remedy  C(K  w 

of  howevei   loni  lUndinE,    Chilblains,    Scot) 
Bums,  Sore  and  InfUmEd  Efci,  and  SI ' 

DR.  ROBERTS' ALTERATIVE  PILLS 

FOB    THE   BLOOD    AND    SKIN. 

They  are  osefaliD  Scrofula,  ScorhmicCornplami-,  Gliodul«i 
Swellings,  paiticuUrty  those  of  the  Neck,  and  are  veiy  effectual 
in  the  cure  of  that  fcnn  o(  Skin  Disease  »hich  sho*s  ilselt  in 
rajniuT  Ctacl:!  in  the  Skip,  u  well  ai  in  all  gcaly  diteaiei. 

„r  ^.i^'s-.u  -"iflK,  a^l-al  11/-,  and  BS/-  each,  by  tEe 


lOJH  al  llJIi,  H/Vi  *'«,  ■ 
i,  BRIDPORT,  and  of 


INSTANT  RELIEF   TO 

Asttuna.  CosBiunption,  Broccbitis,  Cougtia,  Calda 
and  ail  DiBordsrs  of  the  Breath,  Tliroitt,  and  Lungs 


te\-rr>,  PULMONIC^" 


3r  Cughs,  Colds,  and  all  disorders  of  the  Chen  and  Lung 
nd  fiegueolW  take  them  myself  for  lrr,tation  of  ihe  ThTO 
ud  occasional  coughLig." 

(Siened)  W.  iBEi-AMD,  Chemht,  EE"niont,  Camberlan 
TO    8INOER8    AND  .  PUBLIC    SPEAKERS 
Db.   LococK'S  Wai-BRS  are  invafilable. 

ThKV  U«Vi  A  P!.fJL5ANT    TA5TB. 

,'  Full  dii  irtinu  in  English,  Fnnch,  Sfa"'')',  "ltd  Germ, 
•rice  Ij,  \\d.,  it.  flrf.,  4i,  6rf.,  and  III      Sold  by  all  I>nigeisl 


Hinde'ssCbrieks 


■^J^entl  iMf^.^^' 


The  Only  Genuine  before  the  public. 

PULVERMAGHER'S 

I  ELECTRIC  BATTERIES, 

Belts,&  Bands. 

EVERY   APPLIANCE   WARRANTED. 


of  NervooB  Beadacbea,  Debilltir  aud  BxbaniitkD, 
and  in  complainls  aris  ng  from  ImperfBOI  olIODtAtloa  n' 
RnatUDatum,  Inaomnla,  Psraljrals.  etc 
THODaAMDhOPTSbTIHONIALahaTeheenreceii  .: 
inUudmg  several  PROH  KKINBNT  UBDICAb  BUN. 

Pamtklits  test  Ira  en  a^fliciHoit  to 
Ur.  J.  L.  FULVEaHAOBEB,  IM,  E£Q£NT  8TKBBT.  V^. 


GIFTS  FOR  BAZAARS 


■^SOUTH  ALLS'  SANITARV  TOWE 


SODTHALLS'  "SANITAR7  TOWELS"  — th< 
nreateet  inTention  of  the  csntuiy  foi'  Womea'i 
CMnfart,  at  ths  cmt  of  waahing  only. 

M«y  be  obtained  from  Ladies'  Oullitteis,  Drapers.  an< 
Chemists    throughout    the   world,    in    [»ckels   of   one  doien 

or  Vusl  Fi'ee  from  the  Lady  Manager  for  1/3,  1(9,  anJ  a,'3 

Any  Lady  may  obtain  a.  Sample  Towel  free 
by  wrlUtiff  to  cbe  Lady  Managrer. 

SOUTHALL.  BROS.  &  BARCLAY, 

BIRMINGHAM. 
Wholua'a  Anati— 

SHARP.  PERRIN,  &  Co.,  i<.  Old  Change,  London,  E.C. 
STAPI-EV  &  SMITH,  London  Wall.  London.  E.C. 


KEATING'S 
LOZENGES 

THERE  IS  NO  BEHER  REMEDV IH  THE 
WHOLE  WORID  FOR  AU  COUCH  AND 
THROAT  TROUBLES  THAN  KEATIHC'S 
LOZEHCES.  OHE  CIVES  RELIEF.  THEY 
WILL  CURE,  AND  THEY  WILL  NOT  INJURE 
YOUR  HEALTH.  THEY  CONTAIN  ONLY 
THE  PUREST  DRUCS. 

Sold  eTfliywhere  in  1/li  Tina. 


THl    STORY    ( 


K)M    YEAR    TO    YEAR." 


OOHDUCTED  BT 

CHARLES     DICKENS. 


So.  249.— Thibd  Sebiss.      SATUBDAT,  OCTOBER  7,  1893.      Pbics  TwopssfX. 


THROUGH   THE   RANKS. 

Bt  hbs.  leith-adams. 
(ubs,  r.  s.  db  courct  iiappan.) 

AtUhor^  "AasHtept^armuiidHnf,"  ".MyLimdiifBeaiah," 
"  BttKule  Kati,"  •' TM  ftytm  Banamx,"  lie.,  ti«. 

CHAPTER  VX       THE  WISHING  WELL. 

You  turned  down  a  slippery  liltlo  path- 
w^y,  tained  ronnd  a  ahaip  oomer,  and 
there  stood  the  little  houie  facing  70a. 
No ;  not  exactly  facing  yon,  for,  ab  fiiongh 
seized  with  a  fit  of  Bhyneai,  Norah 
O'Gonnoi'a  homble  home  had  turned  its 
head  aside,  gazing  with  its  two  amall 
window-eyes  tight  into  the  woods,  where 
the  onshat  sang  orethead.  u^  the  tiny 
role  borrowed  nnder  the  velvet-green 
moss.  Here,  In  springtime],  on  the  soft, 
billowy  nnder-grass,  pi^nroaea  nproae  like 
foam  on  the  ripplea  of  the  mil  In  a  soft, 
open  Christmas,  snowdrops  nodded  their 
wldte  heads  arnoi^  the  brown  bracken  and 
abriTelled  leaves,  and  were  gathered  by 
Norafa,  and  taken  to  the  little  church 
about  half  a  mile  away  nearer  the  city. 
The  good  old  priest  wonld  smile  as  he 
MW  the  girl  oomiag  with  the  bnached-up 
white  beaatlea — lor  flowers  were  scarce  at 
Chriitmaatide  —  and  the  altar  most  be 
dressed  lomehow.  His  old  heart — oom- 
preased,  but  not  withered  by  the  life  of 
isolation  incident  to  his  portion — ^had  a 
soft  epot  for  Norah  O'Connor. 

There  was  a  sad  look  In  the  girl's  great 
grey  eyes,  that  his  experienoe  aa  a  atodent 
of  hnmanity  told  him  Is  often  to  be  seen 
—  even  In  early  childhood — in  those 
destined  to  maoh  sorrow.  Maybe  it  Is 
the  shadow  of  the  long,  dark  days  that  are 
eoming ;  the  mark  of  a  destiny  that  ap- 
proaches with  sure  thongh  ste^thy  steps. 
The  good  father  knew  that  the  traditional 


purity  and  uprightness  of  the  peasant 
:  woman  of  Ireland  were  not  lacking  in  this 
fair  flower  of  his  flock;  and  the  sad  look 
In  her  eyea  puzzled  him. 

"Sbure,  yer  rlrereaoe,  an'  she's  bin  after 
bavin'  a  look  in  her  eyas  same  as  if  she 
were  prayin'  Iver  since  she  were  a  wee 
^1-baby  lookin'  up  at  me  from  the  bresa', 
an'  spakiu'  as  plain  as  plain,  an'  all  the 
while  she  as  dumb  as  dumb,  as  was  only 
natural — praise  be  I  I've  a  mind  to  think 
it's  a  spell  aa  was  cast  on  her  by  ould 
Divil  Malonef  as  they  called  her — a  rala 
'  witch — savin'  yer  riverence's  presence — 
an'  one  aa  took  a  spirltooal  hold  on  Danny 
Murphy's  blue  pig,  an'  the  cratur  diatroyed 
hlsarif  oy  hoolding  his  blessed  ould  head 
In  a  p^  0'  water,  nose  downmost,  an'  Mrs. 
Murphy  took  a  fit,  seein'  the  baste  so 
contrairy,  and  lost  her  sinces  entoirely,  in 
place  o'  kstching  honld  o'  the  curfy  t^  of 
him  an'  pnlliu'  uke  mad.  An'  that  same 
DIvil  Maloney  wae  caught  out  speerin' 
into  the  cot  where  the  blessed  child  Norah 
lay  slapln'  the  slape  0'  the  righteous — 
praise  be  to  all  the  sunts  Uiis  day  1 — an' 
the  child  set  off  sobbin'  an'  catchin'  of  her 
blessed  breath  same  as  if  some  one  was 
batin'  her — and  ever  after,  if  her  party 
mouth  smiled  ever  so,  her  eyes  never 
caught  the  glint;  and  bad  cess  to  Divil 
Muoney,  says  I,  for  she  cast  a  spell  on 
the  darlint,  same  as  she  did  on  Danny 
Murphy's  blue  pig — savin'  your  riverence^i 
presence  in  the  namin'  of  snoh  a  low-bcnn 
cratur  this  day," 

But  we  are  wandering  from  the  little 
cottage  on  the  skirts  A  the  wood.  A 
pretty  sight  showed  Itself  to  tha  eyea  of 
Alison  and  her  cousin  as  the  two  reached 
the  end  of  the  narrow  and  crooked  path 
leading  from  the  road.  Between  the 
cottage  and  the  edge  of  the  wood  were 
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several  high,  slender  poles,  and  on  the 
head  of  each  a  euDning  square  dovecotey 
with  little  arched  doorways  for  the  pigeons 
to  go  in  and  oat  of,  and  helow  these  stood 
Norah,  her  cotton  apron  held  in  one  hand 
to  keep  the  grain  in,  and  her  lips  crooning 
a  low,  soft  cry,  that  sounded  like  "Ah- 
roo!  Ah-rool"  FamUiar  enough  it  seemed 
to  the  inhabitants  of  the  cotes,  for,  as  thS 
girls  watched,  the  air  pulsated  with  wings, 
and  clouds  of  pigeons  came  flattering  to 
the  ground.  The  little  squeakerSi  only 
'prentice  hands  at  flying  yet,  made  haste 
to  climb,  with  rose-pink  feet,  all  along 
Norah's  linsey  gown,  thrusting  their  soft 
beaks  into  her  closed  hand,  climbing 
even  to  her  shoulders,  boldly  ruffling  the 
ripples  of  her  hair,  hustling  and  bustling 
each  other,  and  all  the  time  keeping  up 
the  low,  plaintive  cry  that  was  their  way 
of  pleading  for  notice.  The  conduct  of 
their  elders  was  more  circumspect  and 
becoming,  though  they  gobbled  eagerly 
enough,  and  crowded  one  on  another  as 
she  uowly  opened  her  apron,  and  let 
them  get  at  the  grain.  One  grand  old 
blue-rock,  with  the  hint  of  a  fan,  kept 
aloof  from  all  the  rest,  bowing  and 
curvetting  near  her  feet,  and  coo-rooing 
in  courtier-like  fashion,  as  who  should 
say:  "Do  |iot  mind  that  vulgar  crowds 
but  turn  your  attention  to  my  superior 
manners  and  refined  personality.  I  am 
really  a  very  fine  pigeon,  and  worthy  of 
your  notice."  He  had  his  way,  as  the 
persistently  assertive  generally  have,  and 
a  special  handful  of  grain  was  thrown  to 
him,  which  he  defended  by  standing  right 
in  the  middle  of  it,  and  turning  round 
and  round,  sweeping  his  taU  against  the 
ground,  and  pecking  for  dear  life. 

The  girl,  her  lissom  figure  thrown  back, 
her  head  raised  and  turned  coazingly  to  the 
little  eager  squeakers  on  her  shoulders — she 
herself  the  centre  of  the  many  flattering, 
outstretched  wings,  made  a  fair  picture, 
and  one  tliat  for  some  inscrutable  reason 
became  fixed  with  strange  persistency  in 
Alison's  meitiory ;  but  she  caught  sight  of 
her  two  visitors — there  was  a  little  cry,  she 
lost  her  hold  upon  the  apron,  down  fell  the 
grain,  and  a  new  flattering  and  shoving 
took  place  as  the  pigeons  threw  themselves 
upon  it — all  but  two  loving  little  squeakers, 
who  still  nestled  on  Norah's  shoulder. 

"You're  welcome,  ladies,"  said  Norah, 
making  a  pretty  reverence,  and  coming 
forwara  witb  glad  yet  quiet  self-possession. 
"Phelim,  ye  ill-mannered  cratur,  get  up 
on  your  legs,  and  bid  the  ladies  welcome.'^ 


And  now  Phelim  must  be  introduced  to 
the  reader ;  a  dog  of  marvellous  gifts,  but 
most  unprepossessing  exterior — in  a  word, 
Phelim  needed  to  be  known  in  order  to  be 
appreciated.  Phelim  was  not  as  other 
dogs.  He  was  like  a  man  who  could  not 
smUe,  for  in  early  youth  some  misfortune 
had  happened  to  his  tail,  and  that  speaking 
feature  of  a  dog's  personality  was  dnm^ 
It  stuck  straight  out — what  there  was  of  it 
— but  Pheltm  could  not  wag  it  Of  his 
breed  what  can  we  say  %  The.  white  hair  of 
his  coat  was  -scanty,  so  that  the  pink  skin 
showed  through,  and  a  black  patch  over  one 
eye  gave  him  a  villainous  look,  as  of  one 
always — ^as  Mrs.  O'Connor  put  it — "just 
after  comin'  out  of  a  foight."  Also,  he 
had  a  way  of  carrying  one  ear  up  and  one 
ear  down,  that  might  have  been  knowing, 
but  was  not  professional  It  will  be  seen, 
then,  that  Phelim's  beauty  was  not  like 
to  be  his  bane.  He  had,  however,  certain 
sterling  qualities  which  will  the  further 
appear  as  our  story  proceeds. 

Phelim  had,  like  most  of  us,  a  pet 
aversion;  he  regarded  the  pushing  and  for- 
ward denizens  of  the  kennels  on  the  top  of 
the  long  sticks  with  an  undying  hatred. 
For  one  thing,  they  took  up  a  good  deal  of 
his  dear  mistress's  time  and  attention ;  for 
another,  they  fluttered  about  him,  and 
confused  him,  when  he  was  picking  one  of 
his  rare  bones.  These  w^e  o£fences  not 
to  be  forgiven ;  and  Phelim  was  wise  in 
his  generation.  He  ignored  the  creatured 
who  tormented  him,  as  much  as  possible. 
Well  for  those  of  us  who  can  do  likewise. 
To  put  a  disagreeable  fact  quite  aside  is  a 
gift ;  and  this  gift  Norah  O'Connor's  dog 
possessed  in  perfection.  Hence,  while  the 
obnoxious  pigeons  were  fed,  he  was  wont 
to  sit  down  flat  in  ttie  soft,  short  grass, 
with  his  face  to  the  hedge  and  his  back 
well  presented,  lift  his  sharp  nose  in  the 
air,  and  commune  with  liis  own  heart] 
neither  would  he  budge  one  inch  until  he 
caught  the  sound  of  Norah's  light  footfall 
going  back  into  the  house.  To  flurry 
himself  and  bark  at  those  pitiful  objects 
was  evidently  quite  beneath  him.  He 
considered  that  to  be  entirely  ignored  by 
a  respectable  dog  was  a  far  more  biting 
sarcasm;  and  though  Norah  called  him 
never  so  wisely,  not  an  inch  would  he  turn, 
not  an  eyelash  would  he  wink,  until  the 
feeding  process  was  over. 

But  Miss  Alison  Drew  was  quite  a 
different  matter,  and  Phelim  was  quickly 
at  her  feet — ^not  wagging  his  tail  for  joy, 
since  that  was  beyond  him,  but  diowing  by 
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his  glistening  eye  and  loying^careBses  how 
glad  he  was  to  see  her. 

**It's  Phelim  that's  glad  to  see  yon, 
Miss  Alison,  this  day,"  said  iNTorah.  "  He 
just  worships  the  ground  yoa  walk  on; 
and  Fm  after  beginning  to  be  jealous- 
minded,  I  can  tell  ye.  Come  in  now, 
ladies,  and  see  how  the  pillow-work  is 
getting  on  wid  itself." 

The  two  girls  followed  her  into  the 
cottage,*  Phelim  gravely  leading  the  way. 

The  living-room  was  small  and  simple, 
but  clean  as  a  n^w-made  pin;  the  red-brick 
floor  glowing,  the  walls  here  and  there 
ornamented  with  cheap  prints  of  a  religious 
character,  and  over  the  little  open  fireplace, 
where  in  winter  the  peat  burnt  hot  and 
pungent,  hung  a  coloured  picture  of  the 
Holy  Mother,  that  one  known  as  the 
Mater  Dolorosa.  The  lattice  window, 
with  its  wreaths  of  climbing  roses  and  its 
pots  of  musk  inside,  stood  open,  the  light 
falling  full  upon  a  tiny  round  tabid,  on 
which  stood  a  sturdy  cushion  bearing  a  bit 
of  cobweb-like  tracery,  and  countless  tiny 
pins,  f^om  which  hung  bobbins  wound  with 
delicate  silky  thread.  The  pigeons  in  their 
airy  home,  the  bobbins  on  the  pillow,  these 
told  the  tale  of  the  unusual  comfort  and 
plenty  in  Norah's  unpretending  home. 
What  Mrs.  O'Connor  called  "the  rale 
gintry ''  used  to  come  from  far  and  wide  to 
stock  their  dovecotes  and  to  ornament 
their  gowns.  Besides,  was  not  the  altar  in 
the  great  church  in  Patrick  Street  made 
lovely  by  a  fall  of  lace,  the  creation  of 
Norah's  own  hands  f 

These  things  bring  profit,  and  it  was  whis- 
pered that  Mary  O'Connor's  girl  was  laying 
by  a  pretty  nest-egg  againstsheshouldmarry 
the  dark-eyed  young  soldier,  Harry  Deacon. 
Of  late  these  whispers  had  been  sinister, 
for  the  disgrace  that  had  fallen  upon  him 
became  known,  and  it  was  the  general  im- 
pression that  such  a  pretty  colleen  should 
look  higher,  and  "  do  bhetter  for  herself 
entoirely."    No  one,  however,  dared  say  a 
word  to  NoriJi.    Proud  and  reserved  upon 
all  that  most  nearly  concerned  herself,  she 
went  her  own  way  in  silence;   and  no 
sooner  was  Private  Deacon  once  more  at 
his  place  in  the  ranks,  and  able  to  get  out 
of  barracks,  than  she  walked  the  whole 
stretch  of  the  road  by  bis  side  on  market- 
day,  all  through  Shandon  Valley  and  on 
across  Patrick's  Bridgis.    True,  they  had 
some    grave    words    together    as    they 
wander^  by  the  edge  of  the  wood,  where 
the  air  was  sweet  with  the  cooing  of  the 
.  doves,  and  the  scent  of  the  muek  was 


blown  across  from  the  cottage  window. 
True,  the  big  tears  dropped  like  pearls 
down  Norah's  cheek,  but  not  even  to  her 
garrulous  old  mother  did  Norah  say  one 
word  against  her  lover ;  and  if  he  gave  her 
his  word  and  pledge  to  keep  away  from 
the  canteen,  and  nevermore  be  brought  in 
by  the  picket  of  a  night,  no  word  of  tbat 
sacred  promise  did  she  breathe  to  man  or 
woman.  It  was  her  secret  and  Harry's, 
and  when  she  kissed  him,  and  bade  the 
saints  be  with  him,  as  he  left  her  that 
golden  summer's  evening,  he  knew  the.kiss 
and  the  blessing  were  seals  to  the  compact 
made  between  them. 

But  Harry's  evil  star  was  in  the  ascen-' 

dant.    The  pledge  was  broken^  made  once 

more,  again  violated.    This  was  not  from 

any  jeering  on  the  part  of  his  comrades. 

A  man  who  "cast  up"  at  a  comrade  the  fact 

of  having  been  <<on  the  triangles,"  would 

have  been  lynched,  I  verily  believe,  so 

strong  was  feeling  onfthe  subject.    Silence 

when  the  punishment  was  past,  was  an 

unwritten  law  in  the  ranks,  and  woe  be  to 

the  man  who  transgressed  against  it-^a 

merciful,  a  just,  a  righteous  law.    There 

was  nothing  in  his  surroundings  to  drag 

Harry  Deacon  down,frather  were  hands 

stretched  out  to  raise   him  up.     Hugh 

Dennison  was  the  Captain  of  his  company, 

no  lazy  Captain  either,  or  one  to  leave  all 

the  welfare  of  the  company  in  the  hands 

of  the  non-coms.     When  the  Captain  of 

number  ten,  light  company,  went  round  the 

men's  dinners,  it  was  not  a  case  of  the 

Sergeant   yelling    "Attention,"  and   the 

officer  shouting  <<Any  complaints  1"  and 

rushing  off  before  any  could  possibly  be 

made.    Everything  pertaining  to  the  men's 

comfort  was  carefully  looked  ,into ;  every 

man  felt  he  had  a  friend  in  the  <' quiet 

Captain,"  as  they  used  to  call  him^  from 

his  somewhat  stately,  gentle  manner. 

"  He's  a  lamb  In  peace,  and  he'd  be  a 
lion  in  war,"  said  a  man  in  canteen  one 
night,  and  the  saying  became  company's 
property,  and  was  looked  upon  as  a  smart 
thing.  It  was  told  that  once,  catching  a 
seasoned  gamester  of  a  regiment  that  shaU 
be  nameless  and  numberless,  cheating  a 
callow  youngster  of  ''  Ours  "  at  cards — ^In 
fact,  indulging  in  the  delightful  pastime 
of  "  plucking  a  pigeon  " — Hugh  Dennison 
had  taken  the  said  warrior,  gently  but 
firmly  by  the  back  of  his  collar,  lifted 
him  bodily  out  of  the  club  window,  and 
dropped  him  with  delicate  precision  in 
the  exact  centre  of  a  clump  of  leafy  shrubs 
below. 
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Manly,  almost  pleading  words  of  counsel 
were  spoken  to  Private  Deacon  by  his 
Captain.  The  man  who  could  act  promptly, 
could  speak  to  the  point,  and  aptly.  He 
could  not  bear  to  see  a  man  go  under  for 
^  lack  of  warning.  Perhaps  he  would  have 
*  been  highly  indignant  if  any  one  had  sug- 
gested that  the  fact  of  knowing  how  deep 
an  interest  Miss  Drew  took  in  pretty 
Norah,  added  a  warmth  to  his  own  interest 
in  Private  Deacon,  nevertheless  such  was 
the  case.  Love  is  like  a  light  that  .reflects 
itself  in  a  thousand  mirrors ;  you  never 
know  how  far  its  radiance  will  shine,  or 
into  what  unlikely  corners. 
*  But  we  are  leaving  ITorah  and  her  two 
visitors  too  long  over  the  lace-pillow,  in  the 
cottage  by  the  wood. 

"Shure  an' I  took  that  one  from  the 
frost  on  the  pane,  that  white  winter  a  while 
ago — an'  it's  a  mighty  purty  pattern  too ; 
but  it's  hard  to  do,  and  work  as  you  may, 
it's  a  bit  the  size  of  your  £nger-nail  you'll 
do  in  a  mornin',  miss." 

"Oh,  it's  just  lovely ! "  said  the  Major's 
golden-hidred  daughter,  full  of  superlatives 
as  became  her  young  years  and  enthusiastic 
nature;  ''and  when  it's  finished,  Norab, 
and  laid  on  mothtf's  black  velvet  gown, 
there  won't  be  a  trimming  in  county  Cork 
to  touch  it."     I 

Notah  smiled  at  this,  showing  a  rim  of 
pearly  t^eth;  but  the  look  in  her  eyes 
never  changed — nay,  were  they  not  full 
of  a  weary,  hunted  look,  such  as  Alison  had 
never  seen  there  before  % 

Surely  things  must  be  going  badly,  some- 
how, with  this  simt^le  Irish  girl  who  had 
crept  into  a  warm  comer  of  her  heart  and 
nestled  there  f 

Mrs.  O'Connor  had  become  bedridden 
from  rheumatism,  but  enjoyed  herself 
greatly  in  receiving  visits  of  sympathy 
from  various  ''gintry"  round  about,  and 
in  the  detailing  of  her  many  symptoms, 
freely  interspersed  with  appeals  to  her 
many  saints,  knew  no  weariness.  Clean, 
spick-and-span  was  she  kept  by  her 
daughter's  ceaseless  care,  and  held  high 
court  in  the  comer  of  a  little  room  up  a 
crooked  stair-way,  and  then  down  two 
rather  unexpected  steps. 

.  ''Sun  upstairs,  dear,"  said  Alison  to 
her  cousin,  "and  say  a  word  to  Mrs. 
O'Connor  while  I  settle  about  the  lace." 

"  Say  a  word — hear  a  word,  you  mean," 
replied  the  other,  lauehing.  "Why,  last 
time  I  was  up  there  she  told  me  all  about 
her  courting  days,  and  the  little  pink  pig 
the  neighbours  clubbed  together  to  give 


her  as  a  dowry,  and  all  about  Norah  here^ 
and  how  she  got  bewitched." 

*'  Tes,  yes,"  said  Alison,  laughing.  "  We 
know  all  about  that,  don't  we,  Norah  f " 

Then  Elsie  went,  and  the  two  women  were 
left  alone,  looking  into  each  other's  faces. 

That  long  look,  questioning  on  the  one 
hand,  pitifully,  wildly  sad  on  the  other, 
ended  in  Norah  flinging  her  head  upon 
her  arms  with  a  low  sobbing  cry  : 
"  Oh — ^my  Harry  ! — my  Harry  I " 
Alison  was  beside  her  in  a  moment,  her 
hand  upon  the  bowed  head. 
"  What  is  it  f    Tell  me— tell  me." 
"  Arrah,  whist,  Miss  Alison,  how  can  I 
tell  %    Shure  an'  his  heart  is  broke  witliin 
him,  he's  not  the  same  boy  at  all  at  all, 
and  his  eyes  look  like  those  of  a  wild 
beast  —  a  wild  beast  that's  caught  and 
caged.     Ah,  Miss  Alison,  shure  and  I'm 
bom  to  sorrow.    I've  had  but  a  sip  of  it 
yet,  but  the  full  cup's  there  ready,  and  Til 
have  to  be  after  dridning  it  to  the  dregsi" 

Then,  with  an  indes^bable  gesture  of 
abandonment,  the  girl  gazed  at  the  divine 
picture  of  the  Mother  of  Sorrows;  then 
tuming,  flew  to  Alison's  side. 

"  Ah,  Miss  Alison  dear,  it  Is  meeself 
that's  crael  to  burden  you  wi'  the  griefs, 
the  half  of  which  I  cannot  spake  of ;  but 
my  heart's  fair  fit  to  burst  some  days,  and 
there's  something  in  your  kind  face  draws 
the  words  from  me  mouth,  and  the  tears 
from  me  eyes,  and  I  feel  like  a  child  that 
clutches  at  the  mother's  gown,  and  looka 
up  in  her  face  for  comfort.  Shure,  Miss 
^ison  dear,  you've  suflered  sore  yourself, 
that  knows  how  to  draw  out  the  sorrows 
of  others  so  well  f  There,  now,  bad  cess 
to  me,  I've  driven  the  colour  from  your 
cheek,  an'  brought  the  trimble  to  your  lips. 
Come  along  wid  me,  Miss  Alison,  to  the 
Wishing  Well;  you're  so  good  and  trae,  so 
gentle  and  kind,  whativer  you  wish  the 
blessed  saints  will  take  note  of,  an'  we'll 
wish  togither — ^you  an'  me — wish  wi'  all 
our  hearts  and  sowls,  and  then  the  thing 
mav  come  to  pass,  who  knows  % " 

A  moment  more  and  the  two  were 
making  their  way  through  the  wood — ^thus 
takbg  a  short  cut,  instead  of  going  round 
by  the  road.  The  sound  of  the  pigeons' 
cooing  died  away,  the  underwood  grew 
dense,  and  they  had  to  push  the  branches 
aside  as  they  passed.  Phelim  was  in  a 
state  of  radiant  satisfaction.  Was  it  not 
possible  that  some  lurking  little  beast — 
something  that  scuttled  or  crawled — ^might 
be  tiie  object  of  this  sudden  raidf  No 
more  bloodthirsty  being  than  Phelim  livedi 
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in  his  own  way^  and  dreama  of  possible 
bliss  were  his,  as  he  rasUed  and  panted 
through  the  wood.  Presently  they  came 
upon  tf  round,  open  space,  from  which  a 
pathway  ran  upwards  to  the  main  road« 

In  the  centre  of  this  space  was  a  sight, 
strange  indeed  to  Sassenach  eyes,  out 
familiar  enough  to  those  who  have  sojourned 
long  in  Southern  Ireland.  A  small,  deep, 
still  pool  of  water,  glistening  under  a 
bower  of  wild  rose-bushes,  and  these 
bushes  covered  with  tiny  shreds^  and  knots 
of  faded  ribbon,  even  of  fragments  of  white 
cotton,  or  the  ravellings  of  the  rag  of  a 
frayed  garment.  Every  knot  meant  a 
wish — and  Heaven  only  knew  the  story  of 
sorrow  and  longing  that  each  could  tell. 

"  Now  wisb,^  Miss  Alison,  wish  with  all 
your  tender  hearty  and  the  blessed  saints 
hear  you  this  day,  for  the  sake  of  poor  sad 
NoraL  Holy  St.  Joseph— he's  the  one 
will  never  turn  the  deaf  ear  to  the  wish 
that's  wished  with  a  full  heart,  an'  tied 
with  a  true-love  knot.  Here,  take  the 
ribbon  from  my  bosom,  Miss  Alison. 
Harry  gave  it  me  a  long  while  back,  an' 
it's  faded  and  raved,  but' what  of  thatf 
Wish,  Miss  Alison,  darlint,  wish  for  my 
Harry  to  be  given  back  to  me  again,  and 
kept  from  the  evil  that  lies  in  wait" 

As  with  trembling  fingers  Alison  tied 
the  poor  faded  bit  of  ribbon  to  a  long 
drooping  bough,  Norah  gave  a  cry. 

"What  ails  thee,  Phelim— is  it  a  sperrit 
you're  after  seein',  or  a  lepricaun  frighting 
ytf  now,  ye  thafe  o'  the  world  1 " 

Phelim's  back  was  arched  like  an  angry 
cat's,  his  sparse  hairs  stood  erect,  and  hui 
lips  were  drawn  back  in  a  diaboUcal  grin, 
while  he  growled  fierce  and  low. 

Then  came  a  rustle  in  the  underwood 
(bat  ran  like  a  sea  round  the  islapd  of 
space.  Alison  recognised  the  scent  of  ^ 
cigar — a  recumbent  figure  rose,  and  there 
in  the  shadow  of  the  overhanging  trees 
stood  Captain  EUerton,  baring  Us  comely 
head,  and  wearing  a  pleasant  smile  as  he 
greeted  Miss  Drew.  He  also  tried  his  best 
to  greet  Phelim,  but  that  perverse  animal 
drew  back  on  all-fours,  stifi'ening  himself 
out  in  a  wfldly  defiant  attitude,  and 
growled  with  greater  malice  than  before. 

"Norah,"  said  Alison. 

Eut  when  she  turned,  Norah  was  gone, 
and  happily  Phelim  followed  his  mistress 
promptly,  havine  delivered  himself  of  one 
parting  yc^lp  of  unspeakable  disgust 

VThat  brute  makes  me  long  to  have  a 
gun  handy,"  said  Gaptain  Ellerton,  dusting 
the  bits  of  dried  grass  from  his  clothes. 


'<0h,"  said  Alison,  "it's  only  Phelim, 
you  know;  he  lets  little  things  vex  him — 
he  doesn't  mean  any  harm." 

"  It  seems  to  me.  Miss  Drew,  you  are 
making  a  close  study  of  the  native  raw 
material,"  returned  Ellerton,  with  the  faint 
suggestion  of  a  sneer. 

Alison  flushed  up. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  mean  Norah,  Gaptain 
Ellerton.    Norah  is  my — friend.^' 

He  bowed  in  silence,  but  the  bow  was 
worse  than  any  words. 

"It  is  strange  we  should  meet  out  here," 
said  Alison  presently,  as  the  two  paced 
slowly  on  side  by  side. 

Captain  Ellerton  stopped  suddexdy, 
obliging  Alison  to  do  so  too.  ^ 

"  Miss  Drew,  I  must  ask  you  to  keep 
silence  as  to  our  meeting.  It  is  important 
just  now — nor  am  I  able  to  say  more. 
You  m^  have  heard  a  hint  dropped  by 
Major  Henneker,  though  I  know  he  is 
very  reserved  on  all  regimental  matteriT. 
I  can  only  beg  of  you  to  be  led  by  my 
wishes.  My  very  identity  must  be  kept 
secret  from  these — friends  of  yours." 

A  deep  distrust  of  this  man  at  all  times 
filled  Alison's  mind,  and  she  knew  he  was 
no  favourite  with  the  Major  and  Mrs. 
Henneker;  still,  truth  and  earnestness 
seemed  to  speak  in  his  face  and  voice. 

She  gave  her  word;  also  going  surety 
for  her  cousin,  a  more  difficult  undei  taking, 
for  she  was  a  determined  chatterbox  at  all 
times. 

"Tou  will  allow  me  the  pleasure  of 
walking  home  with  you  ? "  said  Ellerton, 
and  truly  Alison  could  not  well  say  him  nay. 

Presently  Elsie  came  running  up  the 
crooked  path  from  the  cottage. 

"  Norah  said  you  were  coming  round  this 
way.     Oh,  PheUm,  what  a  naughty  dog  1 " 

For  Phelim  stood  in  the  gap  that  led  to 
his  home,  and  made  himself  look  like  a 
ghost-hound  in  a  German  ballad. 

Happily  Elsie  made  no  comment  upon 
Gaptain  Ellerton's  presence;  she  waa 
too  well-bred  to  be  afflicted  with  small 
curiosities;  and  besides,  her  thoughts  were 
full  of  the  marvellous  adventures  related 
to  her  by  Mrs.  O'Connor. 

They  talked  of  Irish  superstitions,  and 
Irish  fairy-tales,  and  the  time  passed 
merrily  enough,  until — just  when  they 
came  under  the  shadow  of  the  church  of 
sweet  bells — ^Tim  darted  out  into  the  sun- 
shine like  a  weasel  from  behind  a  stone. 

The  sight,  of  Gaptain  Ellerton  seemed  to 
fill  him  with  most  unholy  glee.  He  struck 
an  attitude,  and  performed  a  sort  of  rogue's 
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march,  his  skinny  arms  well  out  from  his 
sides,  his  head  ereet,  his  month  cutting  his 
face  in  twa 

"How  is  Patsey  to-day f"  said  Alison 
horriedly,  noting  the  scowl  on  Ellerton's 
face.  "  Tell  him  I'm  coming  to  see  him  in 
a  day  or  two,  and  have  something  nice  to 
bring  him." 

"  Patsey's  got  a  kind  of  a  wakeness  on 
him,  your  honour's  ladyship,  an'  a  trimble- 
ment  in  his  blessed  insoide,  so  I  hear,  but 
this'll  be  the  day  he'll  smoQe  an'  be  glad 
wUn  I  tell  him  you're  thinking  of  him, 
the  darlmt." 

Then  Tim  resumed  his  Interrupted 
march;  and  to  make  matters  worse — 
though  the  two  girls  had  not  the  faintest 
idea  how  much  worse — took  to  addressing 
an  imaginary  army. 

"The  shadders  will  be  flittin'  on  the 
hills  whin  the  moon  tops  the  bam,  an' 
yell  be  all.  there,  me  boys.  Bight — abotit 
— face  !    Qaick  marclu" 

Then  the  little  wiry  voiceuprose  in  a  song : 

A  thouBand  pikes  are  flashing 
At  the  rising  of  the  moon,  .  • 

The  rising  of  the  moon.  •  .  # 

"  Is  this  another  of  your  friends.  Miss 
Drew  ? "  said  EUerton  quietly. 

Elsie  answered  for  her  coiuin. 

"That  is  Tim.  I'm  afraid  he  is  a 
naughty  boy.  Captain  EUerton,  but  we  are 
very  fond  of  him." 

"  I  think  I,  too,  should  like  to  cultivate — 
Tim.    Here,  boy,  here's  a  fairmg  for  you." 

Slowly  on  his  tip-toes  came  Tim.  His 
eyes  swelled  In  his  head  as  he  saw  the 
new  bright  shilling  in  the  "  gintleman's  " 
hand,  and  he  gave  a  whoop  as  he  took  it 
in  his  little  dirty  fingers,  spinning  It  up 
into  the  air  to  a  marvellous  height  and 
catching  it  again,  pulled  out  a  long  tail  or 
tag  of  some  mysterious  garment,  tied  the 
coin  securely  into  it,  and  then  set  to 
marching  again,  this  time  on  his  lumds, 
with  his  spindle-legs  in  the  air. 

CAPTAIN   CLEVELAND. 

THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  A  REAL  PIRATE. 

In  the  advertisement  to  the  first  edition 
of  "  The  Pirate,"  Sir  Walter  Scott  gave  a 
summary  of  the  "  imperfect  traditions  and 
mutilated  records"  of  the  Orkneys,  con- 
cerning a  certain  Jolm  Gow,  or  Goffe,  or 
Smith— out  of  which  traditions  he  elabo- 
rated the  romance  of  Captain  Cleveland. 
His  own  "veracious  narrative,"  however, 
Scott  declared  to  have  been  compiled  from 
materials  to  which  he  alone  had  had  aoces«| 


and  these  materials  are  assumed  to  have  been 
procured  from^Besde  Millie,  of  Stromness, 
the  prototype  of  Noma  of  the  Fitful  Head. 

But  notwithstanding  aU  this,  it  Is  quite 
possible  that  Scott  had  also  the  aid  of 
Daniel  Defoe's  account  of  the  Pirate  Gow, 
although  oidy  one  copy  of  the  orlgbial 
work,  published  in  1725,  Is  now  known  to 
exist — ticai,  namely,  in  the  British  Museum. 
Whether  this  be  so  or  not,  Defoe's  work  Is 
well  worth  a  little  attention.  The  author 
of  "  Bobin(K>n  Crusoe  "  had  always  a  fsncy 
for  tales  of  crime,  and  he  was  especially 
familiar  with  stories  of  plntes.  He  wrote 
numerous  accounts  and  confessions  of 
notorious  criminals  for  "The  Original 
Journal"  of  John  Applebee,  and  It  was 
during  his  connection  with  that  jounud 
that  he  became  acquainted  with  the  a&irs 
of  Gow.  The  pamphlet  In  which  he  save 
the  narrative  to  the  world  was  entitled : 
"An  Account  of  the  Conduct  and  Pro- 
ceedings of  the  late  John  Gow,  alias  Smith, 
Captain  of  the  late  Pirates,  Executed  for 
Murther  and  Piracy  committed  on  Board 
the  George  Galley,  afterwards  called  the 
Bevenge,  with  a  Belation  of  all  the  horrid 
Murtherstheycommitted  in  Cold  Blood.  As 
also  of  their  being  taken  at  the  Isluids  of 
Orkney  and  sent  up  Prisoners  to  London." 

Sir  Walter  Scott,  In  his  notes  to  "  The 
Pirate,"  gives  the  name  of  Gow's  sUp  as 
the  "Bevenge,"  although  in  the  novel  it  Is 
the  "Bover"  which  appears  at  Kirkwallt 
with  one  Goffe  in  command,  Cleveland 
having  lost  his  own  shipoff  SnmburghHead. 

The  disputes  in  the  novel  between  Goffe 
and  his  mates  are  recalled  by  Defoe's  sage 
comments  on  the  piratical  fraternity 
generally : 

"  Tho'  they  generally  put  in  this  or  that 
Man  to  act  as  Commander  for  this  or  that 
Voyage  or  Enterprise,  they  frequently 
remove  them  again  upon  the  smallest 
Occasion,  nay,  even  without  any  Occasion 
at  all,  but  as  Humours  and  Passions  govern 
at  those  Times." 

And  In  proof  that  this  is  done  he  goes 
on  to  say  that  he  once  knew  a  buecaneerinff 
vessel  with  a  crew  of  seventy  men,  who  had 
so  often  set  up  and  pulled  down  captains 
and  officers  that  over  seven-and-forty  of 
them  had  been  in  office  at  some  time  or 
other,  whUe  no  fewer  than  thirteen  had 
had  a  turn  as  captaia  In  Gow's  case, 
however,  he  was  really  the  captab,  although 
not  In  absolute  command.  Being  somettom 
in  peril  of  deposition  by  his  own  officers. 

This  Gow  Is  described  by  Defoe  as  *'m 
superlative^  a  Capital  Bogue,"  who  had 
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long  thought  of  tnmiog  pirate  before  the 
opportunity  presented  itaelf .  After  fGdlnre 
in  one  attempt  to  demoralise  a  crew,  he 
shipped  as  able  seaman  on  board  the  English 
ship,  ''George  Galley,"  of  two  hundred  tons 
burden,  then  loading — 1724 — at  Amster- 
dam for  Santa  Cruz  on  the.Barbary  coast. 

The  ship  was  commanded  by  a  Guernsey 
man  called  Oliver  FemeaUi  who  was 
entrusted  with  a  commission  by  Dutch 
merchants  to  collect  a  cargo  of  beeswax 
on  the  Barbary  coast,  and  convey  it 
to  Genoa  for  sale.  The  reason  why  an 
English  ship  was  employed  was  because 
the  Dutch  were  then  at  war  with  ''the 
Turks  of  AlgierSi"  and  Femeau  seems  to 
l^ave  been  a  man  of  credit  and  repute 
among  the  good  burghers  of  Amsterdam. 
The  voyage  was  a  confidential  and  a  risky 
one,  and  to  remove  all  trace  of  the  Dutch 
connection,  Femeau  engaged  an  English 
crew,  including  Gi>w.  It  would  seem,  how- 
ever, that  in  order  to  make  up  his  com- 
plement of  twenty-three  hands,  the  Captain 
had  to  ship  a  few  Swedes,  two  of  whom, 
named  Winter  and  Petersen,  turned  out  as 
big  rascals  as  Gow  himself. 

The  "George  Galley"  reached  Santa 
Cruz  in  September,  and  the  collecting  and 
shipping  of  the  beeswax  detained  her  till 
the  third  of  November,  1724,  when  the 
captain  prepared  to  sail  for  Genoa.  Bat 
Gk>w  had  been  laying  his  plans,  and 
fostering  the  discontent  of  the  men  about 
some  question  of  provisions.  He  had,  by 
his  skilful  seamanship^  been  promoted  to  be 
second  mate,  and  he  allowed  Winter  and 
Petersen  to  take  the  initiative  in  mutiny. 

The  very  first  night  at  sea  these 
three  worthies  persuaded  some  five  more 
of  the  crew  to  combine  with  them,  seize 
the  captain  and  mate,  throw  them  over- 
board, take  posisession  of  the  ship,  and 
"go  upon  the  account;"  which  is  to  say, 
turn  pirates.  With  great  circumstantiality 
Defoe  gives  all  the  details  of  ^he  conspiracy, 
which  we  need  not  follow.  It  resulted  in 
the  captain,  mate,  and  two  others  being 
brutally  miudered,  and  in  Gow,  as  second 
mate,  assuming  command  of  tiie  ship, 
with  one  Williams  as  lieutenant.  The 
rest  of  the  crew  were  afterwards  cowed  or 
persuaded  into  joining  in  the  enterprise. 

First,  they  ciianged  the  name  of  the 
ship  to  the  "  Eevenge,"  and  agreed  to  an 
equal  division  of  all  plunder.  Then  they 
overhauled  all  the  guns  on  deck,  and 
brought  up  six  more  which  had  been  held 
in  reserve  in  the  hold  in  case  of  trouble 
with  the  Algerines.  This  gave  an  armament 


of  eighteen  guns  fully  mounted,  and  a 
great  deal  more  than  they  could  efficiently 
work.  Then  they  put  the  ship  about  to 
cruise  Off  the  coasts  of  Spain  and  Portugal, 
in  the  hope  of  picking  up  a  ship  laden 
with  wine,  which  they  wanted  badly. 

Their  first  prize  was  an  English  sloop 
with  salt-fish  from  Newfoundland.  This 
was  of  no  use  to  them,  so  they  took  out 
the  captain  and  creWj  all  the  anchors, 
chains,  and  sails,  and  whatever  dse  was 
worth  removing,  and  scuttled  her.  The 
next  prize  was  a  Scotch  vessel  bound  from 
Glasgow  to  Genoa  with  herrings,  and 
therdore  of  little  use  to  them,  so  &ey 
sank  her  also,  after  removing  the  crew  and 
all  they  thought  worth  plundering. 

For  a  fortnight  they  had  no  success  at 
all,  and  then  they  began  to  get  short  of 
water,  as  well  as  wine.  So  they  ran  for 
Madeira^  and  after  cruising  about  for  a 
few  days  in  hope  of  capturing  a  wine-ship, 
put  boldly  into  the  Portuguese  port  of  Porto 
Santo.  There  they  ran  up  the  English 
flag,  and  made  such  a  brave  show  that  the 
Governor  and  some  of  the  principal  people 
came  off  to  visit  the  captain.  Gow  re- 
ceived them  in  state,  but  would  not  allow 
them  to  go  ashore  again  until  he  obtained 
all  the  provisiona  anc^water  he  demanded. 
With  such  hostages,  of  course,  the  pirates 
easily  got  all  they  wanted^  and  they  soon  set 
sail  again,|after  landing  the  terrified  officials, 
with  a  consolatory  present  of  beeswax  out 
of  the  cargo  of  the  Dutch  merchants. 

Bunning  back  to  the  Spanish  coast,  they 
next  captured  an  American  vessel  bound 
for  Lisbon  with  staves.  She  was  of  no  more 
use  to  them  than  the  previous  captures, 
but  offered  an  opportunity  of  getting  rid 
of  some  of  their  prisoners.  They  took  out 
the  American  crew  and  replaced  them  with 
the  crew  of  the  Newfoundlander,  to  whom 
they  made  liberal  presents  of  the  beeswax, 
for  which  the  pirates  had  no  market. 

Shortly  afterwards  they  captured  aFrench 
vessel  laden  with  Iruit  and  wine,  which 
was  what  they  wanted.  So  they  stood 
out  to  sea  with  their  prize  until  &ey  got 
to  a  safe  distance,  transhipped  as  much  of 
the  wine  and  fruit  as  they  could  stow, 
took  out  aU  the  ammunition  and  the  best 
of  the  Buls,  etc.,  removed  the  French  crew, 
and  made  a  present  of  what  remained  to 
the  Glasgow  captain  whose  ship  they  had 
sunk,  and  the  American  captain  whose 
shipthey had  given  to  the  Newfoundlanders. 
It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  is  some 
element  of  humour  in  these  rough  acts  of 
what  they  called  justice. 
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Their    next    eneoanter    wai    not    bo 
forhmate— for  them.    This  wm  with   a 
large  French  merchant-ship,  with  thirty- 
two  gmiB  and  a  crew  of  eighty,  beridee 
many  paaeengen.    Qow  deolitf  ed  that  she 
was  too  strong  for  them  to  attack,  and 
most  of  the  men  agreed  with  him,  but 
Williams,  the  lieutenant^  who  was  a  blood- 
thirsty kind  of  creature,  full  of  reckless 
conrage,  insisted  upon  fighting  the  French- 
man. A  quarrel  ensued  in  which  Williams 
tried  to  shoot  Gow,  and  a  d^aracteristic 
scene  followed^  as  thus  related  by  Defoe : 
'  '*  Winter  and  Petersen  standing  nearest 
to  Williams  and  seeing  him  so  furious, 
flew  at  him  immediately,  and  each  of  Aem 
fir'd  a  pistol  at  him,  one  shot  him  thro' 
the  Arm  and  the  other  into  his  Belly,  at 
which  he  feU,  and  the  men  about  him  laid 
hold  of  him   to   throw  him  overboud, 
believing  Be  was  dead ;  but  as  they  lifted 
him  up  he  started  violently  out  of  their 
hands  and  leaped  directly  faito  the  Hold, 
and  from  thence  run  desperately  into  the 
Powder  Boom^  with  his  Pistol  cock'd  in  his 
Hand,  swearing  he  Would  blow  them  all 
T^ ;  and  had  certainly  done  it,  if  they  had 
not  seized  him  just  as  he  had  gotten  the 
Scuttle  open,  and  was  that  moment  going 
in  to  put  his  hellish  Besolution  in  practice." 
Williams  was  then  clapped  into  irons. 
The   big   Frenchman  was   avoided,    but 
presently  a  fish-laden  Bristol   ship  was 
captured^  and  into   her,  after  the  usual 
removals,  they  put  the  crew  of  the  French 
wine-ship  and  let  them  go.     They  also 
sent  Williams  as  a  prisoner,  with  dbections 
to  the  French  skipper  to  ddiver  him  to 
the  first  English  man-of-war  they  should 
meet  with,  "  in  order  to  his  being  hang'd 
for   a   Pirate."    These   curious  transfers 
were  what  Defoe  calls  '*  a  strange  Medley 
of  Mock  Justice  made  up  of  Bapine  and 
Grenerofiity  blended  together." 

This  Williams  was  really  an  inhuman 
monster,  and  the  worst  of  the  gang,  who, 
indeed,  seem  to  have  been  shocked  and 
sobered  by  some  of  his  bloody  proposals. 
They  were  glad  to  get  quit  of  him,  but 
they  were  to  meet  him  again  in  a  fashion 
they  little  anticipated,  for  tihe  captain  of 
the  Bristol  ship  duly  delivered  him  to  the 
captain  of  anEnglish  warship  at  Lisbon,who 
brought  him  home  to  Endand  just  about 
the  same  time  as  Gow  and  nis  confederates 
were  being  brought  to  justice  themselves. 

After  parting  from  the  Bristol  ship,  Gow 
quickly  realised  that  the  report  she  carried 
would  make  these  waters  too  hot  for  them. 
He  knew  there  was  a  man-of-war  in  the 


Tagus,  which  would  soon  be  after  them. 
So  after  many  consultations  and  wild 
proposals,  Gow's  plan  was  adopted  of 
running  for  the  North  of  Scotland,  where 
he  was  bom  and  bred,  and  where  he  assured 
the  men  of  lots  of  plunder  on  shore  if 
they  could  not  meet  with  any  prizes  on  the 
sea.  This  plan  was  the  more  readily 
adopted  that  the  crew  were  again  getting 
short  of  provisions  and  water. 

There  was  some  ingenuity  in  Gow's 
plan  of  ravaging  the  Orkneys,  for  he  knew 
not  only  where  the  best  houses  were  near 
the  shore  and  absolutely  unguarded, 
but  also  that  much  time  must  elapse  before 
news  of  their  doings  could  reach  the  Grovem- 
ment  and  bring  a  warship  to  Ultima  Thule. 
But^  as  usual  with  men  who  play  desperate 
games,  he  had  omitted  to  count  all  the 
chancea 

About  the  middle  of  January,  1725,  the 
''Bevenge"  cast  anchor  in  Carristown  Har- 
bour, Orkney,  under  thelee  of  a  small  island, 
and  Gow  coached  his  men  in. the  story 
they  were  to  tell  the  Orcadians,  and  the  kind 
of  language  they  were  to  use  in  converse 
with  the  people.  Had  they  observed  all 
Gow's  directions,  says  Defoe,  there  is  no 
doubt  they  could  have  done  all  the  mischief 
they  intended,  and  escaped  with  ease  before 
the  country  became  alarmed. 

A  couple  of  ships  put  into  the  harbour 
before  they  had  matured  their  plans,  and 
as  the  pirates  wanted  to  stay  awhile  in  port, 
they  did  not  plunder,  but  bartered  for  w^e,  ^ 
and  brandy,  and  ropes,  and  other  goods, 
with  theDutchmen's beeswax.  Itisnotquite 
clear  how  they  accounted  for  the  possession 
of  this  cargo,  for  the  story  they  had  devised 
for  the  Orcadians  was  that  they  were  bound 
from  Gadfz  to  Stockholm  and  Danzig,  but 
had  missed  the  Sound  by  reason  of  ice 
and  strone  winds,  and  had  been  driven 
so  far  to  &e  northward  that  they  needed 
an  overhaul  as  well  as  to  procure  water  and 
provisions.  The  story  was  a  plausible  one 
— except  that  caigoes  of  beeswax  are  not 
usually  brought  from  Cadiz.  This  little 
inconsistency,  however,  does  not  seem  to 
have  struck  the  Orcadians,  who  were  quite 
willing  to  trade  with  the  strangers. 

One  thing  that  G^w  omitted  to  take 
into  account  was  that  some  of  his  crew 
were  practically  pressed-men,  who  had 
concurred  in  the  piratical  enterprise  merely 
to  save  their-  own  necks.  Ten  of  these 
one  day  slipped  quietly  into  the  long- 
boat and  made  for  the  mainland,  where 
they  eventually  arrived,  only  to  be  arrested 
and  sent  prisoners  to  Edinburgh.   Another 
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man  who  was  eent  ashore  for  some  purpose 
slipped  away  to  a  f  armhonse,  hired  a  horse 
and  rode  to  Kirkwall,  where  he  surrendered 
himself  to  the  authorities,  and  disclosed 
the  whole  design  of  Gow.  The  word  was 
passed  through  the  islands,  and  the  gentle- 
men whose  houses  were  included  in  Gow's 
scheme  of  plunder,  were  warned  to  put  their 
places  in  a  state  of  defence.  The  curious 
thing  is  ||;Lat  Gow  did  not  take  alarm  at 
these  desertions  and  put  to  sea  at  once, 
Instead  of  doing  that,  he  determined  on  a 
bold  stroke. 

He  organised  a  night  attack  on  the 
house  of  the  Sheriff  of  the  county,  Mr. 
Honeyman  of  Grahamsay,  who  happened 
to  be  from  home  at  the  time.  Mrs.  Honey- 
man  and  her  daughter,  with  considerable 
dexterity,  managed  to  escape  with  all  the 
money  and  the  Sheriff's  papers,  but  the 
pirates  plundered  all  the  plate  and  what- 
ever else  they  could  ca]fry  off,  and  finding 
that  oneof  theservants  played  the  bagpipes, 
they  forced  him  to  march  along  in  front 
and  pipe  them  back  to  the  boats. 

They  judged  it  prudent  to  weigh  anchor 
the  morning  after  this  ezploit,  and  they 
cruised  among  the  islands  for  a  few  days, 
picking  up  what  they  could.  Then  they 
ran  for  the  Island  of  Eda,  where  lived  a 
Mr.  Fea,  a  gentleman  of  considerable 
estate,  with  whom  Gow  had  been  at  school, 
and  whose  house  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  rob.  He  counted  upon  Fea  having 
been  drawn  to  Garristown  by  the  report  of 
the  deserter,  b^it  Fea  had  been  detained  at 
home  by  the  illness  of  his  wife  and  proved 
more  than  a  match  for  Gow.  Fea 
sent  off  a  message  to  Gow,  requesting 
him  not  to  fire  any  guns  to  alarm  his  sick 
wife,  and  saying  that  if  his  old  schoolfellow 
had  not  turned  pirate,  as  had  been  reported, 
ha  would  be  glad  to  supply  him  with  such 
necessaries  as  his  island  afforded. 

In  running  in,  however,  Gk>w's  seaman- 
ship was  for  once  at  fault,  and  getting  his 
ship  into  a  strong  tidal  current  he  very 
nearly  had  her  ashore.  He  only  saved  her 
from  wreck  by  dropping  anchor  in  the 
Sound,  but  in  such  a  position  that  he 
could  neither  sail  out  again  nor  heave  off, 
the  ship  having  no  boat  left  big  enough 
for  the  purpose.  Gow's  answer  to  Fea's 
letter,  then,  was  a  demand  for  the  use  of  a 
big  boat  with  an  anchor,  to  enable  him  to 
get  the  "Bevenge"  out  of  her  perilous 
position.  Fea  had  such  a  boat,  but  on 
getting  the  message  he  quietly  scuttled 
her,  and  hid  all  her  gear. 

Gow's  next  move  was  to  send  a  boat's 


crew  ashore  armed  to  the  teeth,  who  made 
straight  for  the  Mansion  House.  Fea  met 
them  in  a  conciliatory  manner,  and  mildly 
requested  them  not  to  go  to  the  House  on 
account  of  the  illness  of  Mrs.  Fea,  but  in- 
vited them  to  a  neighbouring  tavern  to 
discuss  matters.  The  pirates  went  wil- 
lingly enough,  but  at  the  same  time  gave 
Fea  to  understand  that  if  he  did  not  supply 
the  boat  required  by  Gow,  he  had  nothing 
to  expect  from  them  but  ''the  utmost 
extremity." 

Mr.  Fea  behaved  with  great  coolness 
and  cunning.  He  went  alone  with  the 
pirates* to  the  tavern,  but  on  the  wa^ 
managed  to  give  orders  to  some  of  his 
people  to  stop  down  to  the  beach,  and 
remove  the  oars,  the  mast,  and  sail,  from 
the  piratos'  boat,  and  then  after  a  while  to 
call  him  out  of  the  room  suddenly.^  This 
was  done,  and  the  pirates,  befaddled  with 
liquor,  were  all  captured  and  sent  away  . 
under  guard.  Messengers  were  sent  out 
to  alarm  the  country,  and  bonfires  were 
lighted  at  night  on  the  hillsi  which  seeing, 
Gow  endeavoured  to  set  sail  and  make  off. 
But  a  gale  had  set  in,  and  before  he  could 
get  way  on  the  ship  she  was  driven  ashore. 
Here  the  crew  were  effectually  prisoners, 
for  the  only  boat  they  had  had  been 
captured  by  Fea. 

Gow  was  not  beaten,  however,  and  it 
would  be  veiy  difficult  to  take  him  where 
he  was.  Tliis  he  knew,  and  began  to 
negotiate  with  Fea,  offering  a  thousand 
pounds  in  goods  for  the  use  of  men  and 
boata  to  get  his  ship  afloat  again.  Fea 
temporised,  and  on  various  pretexts  about 
the  boat,  got  the  crew  ashore  by  twos  and 
threes,  and  made  prisoners  of  tiiem  all, 
including  Gow.  The  various  strategems 
employed  by  Fea  were  exceedingly  In- 
genious, but  he  also  displayed  great 
personal  courage^  for  the  pirates  were 
heavily  armed,  and  in  the  position  of 
desperate  men  in  peril  of  their  lives. 

"  It  was  indeed,"  says  Defoe,  "  a  most 
agreeable  sight  to  see  such  a  Grew  of 
desperate  Fellows  so  tamely  surrender  to  a 
few  almost  naked  Countrymen,  and  to  see 
them  circumvented  by  one  Gentleman,  and 
were  rendered  quite  Useless  to  themselves 
and  to  their  own  Destruction ;  the  want 
of  a  Boat  was  as  much  to  them  as  an  actual 
Imprisonment,  nay,  they  were  indeed  in 
Prison  in  their  ship,  nor  was  they  able  to 
stir  one  way  or  other,  Hand  or  Foot;  it 
was  too  Cold  to  swim  over  to  the  Island 
and  seize  the  Boat,  and  if  they  had,  unless 
they  had  done  it  immediately  at  first,  the 
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People  on  Shore  would  have  been  too 
strong  for  them,  so  that  they  were  as 
secure  on  board  the  Ship,  as  to  any  Escape 
they  could  have  made,  as  they  were  after- 
wards in  the  Condemn'd  Hold  in  Newgate." 
At  the  same  time  one  cannot  but  marvel 
how  men  of  such  evident}  boldness  could 
have  so  simply  "  given  themselves  away  " 
as  they  did  in  their  whole  proceedings  at 
Eda.  *' Nothing  but  men  infatuated  to 
their  own  Ddstruction,"  as  good  Daniel 
says,  "and  condemned  by  the  visible  Hand 
of  Heaven  to  an  immediate  surprise," 
could  have  been  so  stupid  as  they  showed 
themselves. 

•  Thus  ended  their  desperate  undertaking, 
however,  and  all  through  the  gallant  and 
crafty  Mr.  Fea  with  some  five  or  six 
followers. 

Being  now  safely  in  custody,  all  that 
remained  was  to  get  the  pirates  conveyed 
to  the  place  of  trial.  The  distance  being 
so  great,  there  was  considerable  delay.  At 
last  orders  came  to  send  the  prisoners  by 
land  to  Edinburgh,  and  thence  by  the  frigate 
"  Greyhound  *'  to  the  Thames.  Before  they 
met  their  doom  nearly  half  a  year  elapsed. 

The  "  Greyhound  "arrived  at  Woolwich 
with  the  prboners  on  the  twenty-sixth  of 
March,  1725,  and  a  few  days  later  they 
were  conveyed  under  strong  guard  to  the 
Maxshalsea  Prison.  And  in  the  Marshalsea 
(tow  and  his  gang  found  "Lieutenant" 
Wflliams,  who  had  just  preceded  them  by 
a  few  days,  having  been  brought  from 
Lisbon  in  the  frigate  "  Argyle." 

The  trial  took  up  some  Ume,  as  evidence 
had  to  be  taken  of  the  relative  degrees 
of  guilt  of  the  prisoners,  five  of  whom 
turned  King's  evidence.  Gow  maintained 
a  suUen  demeanour,  and  although  he 
showed  no  sign  of  repentance,  he  also 
diowed  no  sign  of  fear.  He  refused  to 
plead,  and  was  therefore  condemned  to 
torture  after  the  law  of  the  period,  but  the 
sight  of  the  apparatus  terrified  him  into 
confession,  or  rather  into  pleading.  He  was 
then  tried  in  due  form  and  found  guilty. 

The  evidence  against  Williams  was 
that  of  the  whole  crew,  so  that  these 
two,  with  Winter,  Petersen,  and  four 
others,  were  all  hanged  together  on  the 
eleventh  of  June,  1725.  Defoe  notes  that 
'<  Gow,  as  if  Providence  had  directed  that 
he  should  be  twice  hanged,  his  crimes 
being  of  a  twofold  Nature  and  both  Capital, 
soon  he  was  turned  off,  fell  down  from 
the  Gibbet,  the  Bope  breiJiing  by  the  weight 
of  some  that  pulled  his  leg  to  put  him  out 
of  pain;  he  was  still  alive  and  sensible. 


tho'  he  had  hung  Four  Minutes,  and 
able  to  go  up  the  Ladder  the  second  time, 
which  he  did  with  very  little  Concern  and 
was  hang'd  again ;  and  since  that  a  Third 
Time,  viz.  In  Chains  over-against  Greenwich, 
as  Williams  is  over-against  Blackwall." 

Thus  shockingly  ended  the  career  of  this 
desperado,  over  whom  the  genius  of  Scott 
has  thrown  a  halo  of  romance.  There  was  a 
real  romance  in  his  life  and  de^th  if  we 
are  to  believe  Orcadian  tradition,  which 
says  that  while  in  the  Orkneys  Gow  en- 
gaged the  affections  of  a  young  lady  named 
Gordon,  who  plighted  troth  with  him  at 
the  Stone  of  Odui|  one  of  the  Stones  of 
Stennis.  She  followed  Gow  up  to  London 
after  his  arrest,  but  too  late  to  see  him 
before  his  execution.  She  requested  a 
sight  of  his  dead  body,  and  touching  his 
hand  formally  resumed  the  troth-plight,  in 
obedience  to  the  Scotch  superstition  of  the 
time,  which  would  otherwise  have  doomed 
her  to  the  visitations  of  the  ghost  of  her 
dead  lover. 

Mr.  Fea  does  not  seem  to  have  profited 
by  his  gallantry  in  capturing  the  pirates. 
Sir  Walter  Scott  says  he  did  not  receive 
any  reward  from  Government,  but  another 
account  says  he  received  one  thousand  one 
hundred  pounds  from  the  State,  three  hun- 
dred pounds  for  salvage,  and  four  hundred 
Kunds  as  a  testimonial  of  gratitude  from 
mdon  merchants.  All  tms  and  more, 
however,  was  lost  in  a  series  of  law-suits 
brought  against  him  by  Newgate  solicitors 
in  the  name  of  Gow  and  others  of  the 
pirate  crew,  so  that  he  was  ultimately  ruined. 
In  desperation  he  joined  the  rebellion  of 
'45,  and  by  way  of  reward  had  his  house 
burned  down  by  the  Hanoverians. 


THEEE  DAYS  IN  LAKELAND. 


It  is  wonderful  how  much  of  a  pic- 
turesque district  one  may  see  in  three 
days  if  there  are  mountain-tops  or  higb 
church  steeples  sown  over  the  district  I 
had  three  days  to  spare  in  tiie  course  of 
my  journey  from  the  Luid  o'  Cakes  to  John 
Bull's  metropolis,  and  so  I  left  the  express 
at  Carlisle,  packed  off  my  luggage  to 
Preston,  and,  with  just  a  cartridge-case  full 
of  night-gear,  prepared  for  a  refresher  in 
Lakeland. 

The  day  was  divine  when  I  started  from 
Keswick — though  perhaps  a  little  late  to 
begin  a  walk  to  Bnttermere.  In  fact,  it  waa 
five  o'clock.  But  to  my  mind  it  was  the  very 
hour  for  the  enterprise.    The  evening  olear- 
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II68B  was  coming  upon  the  moontaiDS,  and 
great  Skiddaw  raised  Us  bnlk  heavenwards 
dose  at  hand  with  most  alluring  lucidity. 

I  hunied  through  Keswick,  and  rested 
only  at  Crosthwaite's  charming  litUe 
church,  where  Southey  lies.  Some  people 
think  Southey's  life  and  end  very  melan- 
choly. I  can  scarcely  fancy  they  were 
that.  He  must  have  feasted  on  happiness 
every  day  of  his  life  on  whichhe  set  foot 
outside  his  studious  retreats  I  take  leave 
further  to  believe  that  there  is  a  cextain 
felicity  in  madness,  and  its  milder  stages 
down  to  mere  imbecility,  which  only  the 
mad  and  imbecile  can  kno]^.  '  Fe  that 
as  it  may,  Crosthwaite  is  a  sweet  spot  to 
moulder  in.  Quite  lately  I  had  visited  the 
Bowil  burial-places  of  the  Kings  of  Sweden 
and  the  Kings  of  Denmark.  The  contrast 
was  tremendously  on  the  side  of  the  poet. 
If  disembodied  spirits  come  back  to  earth, 
the  immortal  parts  of  the  Lakeland  poets 
must  have  some  agreeable  hours— supposing 
they  have  not  To9t  their  appreciation  of 
Nature's  moods. 

From  Grosthwaite  I  turned  by  the  head 
of  the  lake,  witi^  my  face  towards  England's 
grandest  group  of  mountains,  and  prepared 
for  some  dust.  I  was  not,  however,  prepared 
for  so  much  dust  as  I  swallowed  perforce. 

To  begin  with,  there  was  a  brbk  breeze 
from  the  mountains,  which  rustled  the  tree- 
tops  and  shook  the  bracken  in  the  pretty 
woods  south  of  Portinscald;  and,  to  end 
with,  the  road  was  fearfully  populous  with 
ezcursionists'  brakes  returning  from  Bnt- 
tennere.  These  brakes  were  all  of  the 
same  description  in  their  cargo.  Some  two- 
score  young  and  middle-aged  women  were 
in  each,  attended  by  one  minister,  at  most 
two  ministers.  And  they  sang  hymns  with 
fervour.  I  wonder  the  horses  stood  it. 
Doubtless,  however,  the  poor  brutes  were 
more  concerned  about  the  gradients  of  this 
exacflng  road. 

Ten  times  in  succession,  I  should  think, 
did  that  classic  canticle,  <<  Hold  the  Fort^" 
strike  upon  my  ear.  I  could  hardly  see 
the  songsters  in  certain  parts  of  the  road : 
they  rattled  upon  me  in  such  a  whirlwind 
of  dust. 

At  the  <'  Newlands  Inn"  four  brakeloads 
of  these  votaries  were  in  waiting.  They 
ehanted  even  while  they  stood  stQI — ^yet 
not  all,  for  mild  non-intoxicating  drinks 
were  passing  freely  among  them ;  and  their 
ministerial  guardians  mopped  their  f ace& 

At  last  I  got  out  of  their  neighbour- 
hood, and  I  make  no  shame  in  saying  I 
thanked  Heaven  for   it     I  was   alone 


with  these  noble  mountains  in  their  many 
colours,  with  tiie  fast  paling  sky  over- 
head, the  tinkle  of  waterfalls  in  my  ears, 
and  the  sweet  smell  of  distant  hay 
completbg  my  sensual  pleasure.  It  is 
odd  how  civilised  man  gets  inebriated  at 
times  by  Dame  Nature's  surpassing  beauty. 
For  my  part,  I  could  have  sung  as  heartily 
as  my  friends  on  the  highway.  Thu 
glorious  environment  of  grey  and  red 
rock,  green  bracken  and  strong  mountain 
outlhies  under  a  cloudless  sli^,  was  too 
much  for  my  ordinary  composure. 

But  the  hour  grew  late.  The  sun  sank 
quite  below  the  horizon,  and  the  dun 
pallor  of  early  night  set.  And  still  I  was 
among  the  mountains.  I  had  taken 
matters  too  easily.  It  behoved  me  to 
waste  no  time  in  rhapsodies  about  the 
charm  of  the  vista  up  Whiteless  Pike's 
ravine  to  tiie  right,  but  to  hurry  down 
Buttermere  Hause  as  fast  as  possible. 
The  dear  old  valley  was  below,  with  the 
sombre  lake  glistening  strangely  beneath 
its  mighty  sentinels  of  Bed  Pike,  High 
Stile,  and  High  Crag.  Ten  years  had  sped 
since  I  was  kst  here.  I  had  forgotten  all 
about  the  Fair  Maid  of  Buttermere  and  all 
t^e  rest  of  it  in  the  meanwhile.  Now  it- 
all  came  back  to  me  in  a  flood  of  memory. 

The  village  has  not  appreciably  grown 
since  1883.  It  still  numbers  fewer  than  a 
hundred  inhabitants,  alt  told;  and  its 
liny  diurch  has  not  been  ousted  by  a 
modem  building  designed  for  ten  times 
the  present  population.  I  found  out 
these  thingtf  after  I  had  supped  fai  Bigg's 
Hotel.  My  cigar  did  fairly  well  in  ^ht 
with  the  midges.  The  air  was  warm,  yet 
inevitably  moist  It  would  have  to  be  the 
very  fiend  of  a  drought  to  rob  Buttermere 
vale  of  its  natural  humidity.  There  was 
no  moon,  and  but  few  stars.  Yet  such 
stars  as  there  were  sufficed  to  bring  out  the 
majesty  of  the  Buttermere  mountains, 
brooding  so  formidably  in  the  gloom  over 
the  now  black  waters  of  the  lake.  It  was 
all  very  calm  and  soothing,  but  a  thought 
melancholy,  and  so  I  returned  to  the  hotel 
and  gossiped  with  my  landlord  for  the 
concluding  hour  of  the  day.  Mr.  Bigg  is 
a  man  worth  talking  to.  He  has  the 
history  and  legends  of  Buttermere  at  his 
fingers'  ends.  He,  like  his  fathers  before 
him,  is  Buttermere  bom  and  bred.  But 
he  is  man  of  the  world  enough  to  think 
but  lightly  of  the  romance  that  has 
gathered  about  the  name  of  the  Buttermere 
beauty.  Her  tale  was  a  very  ordinary 
one,  and  her  face  was — according  to  Mr. 
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Bigg's  forbears,  who   knew   her  well — 
nothing  so  much  oat  of  the  common. 

Bat  gossip  soon  gave  way  to  sleep,  and 
the  next  day  I  was  cidled  early — to  look  oat 
apon  a  world  of  grey  mist  and  to  hear  the 
trickle  of  water-drops  in  the  gatter-spoat 
oatside  my  bedroom. 

This  woald  have  seemed  to  me  most 
calamitoQs  ten  years  ago.  I.  should  then 
at  once  have  rushed  to  the  conclosion  that 
the  day  was  destined  to  be  bad  all  through. 
Now  I  knew  better.  I  had  increased  in 
my  knowledge  of  Nature  as  well  as  of 
men.  And  so  I  dressed  and  breakfasted 
and  began  my  matutinal  weed,  content  to 
bide  my  time.  It  was  about  an  even  chance 
whether  the  clouds  would  lift  or  stay. 

And  towards  noon,  sure  enough,  they 
lifted.  They  did  not  go  up  with  a  leap ; 
but  the  lazy  eddy  skywards  was  enough 
for  me.  Besides,  I  was  prepared  for  at 
least  one  drenching  in  my  three  days' 
jaunt  Why  should  it  not  come  on  that 
stony  pass  of  Scarf  Gap,  which  ten  years 
ago  I  had  thought  so  fine,  though  then  I 
had  crossed  it  in  a  fog  which  hid  it  utterly  9 

A  hasty  luncheon  and  I  was  o£f. 

The  gnats  were  loose  when  I  turned 
lK>wards  Hassness,  the  pretty  residence  on 
the  east  shore  of  the  lake.  The  perfume 
of  firs  and  wet  heather  and  many  flowers 
was  in  the  air.  Though  close  and  calm, 
there  was  a  bracing  feel  in  the  dampness. 
I  was,  however,  prepared  to  lose  a  certain 
number  of  pounds  in  my  trudge  over  Scarf 
Gap  and  Black  Sail.  It  was  just  the  day 
for  that  sort  of  thing. 

And  lose  them  I  did.  The  gradient  of 
the  walk  is  pretty  tough  idl  through,  and 
the  going  is  the  roughest  of  the  rough  in 
places.  If  I  had  an  old  and  very  dear  pair 
of  boots  to  which  I  wished  to  give  the 
"  coup  de  grS,oe "  in  the  most  honourable 
manner  wi&out  leaving  England,  I  would 
take  train  with  them  to  Wordsworth's 
country  and  go  from  Buttermere  to  Was- 
dale  in  them.  They  shotdd  then  have 
dignified  burial,  for  no  tramp  would  be 
likely  to  look  upon  them  with  the  eye  of 
favour  after  the  excursion. 

I  was  delighted  with  the  solitude  I  bad 
for  company.  Between  the  hotel  and 
Scarf  Gap  I  saw  but  two  human  bejngs — 
a  little  girl  who,  with  her  thumb  touchingly 
in  her  mouth,  opened  a  certain  gate  for  me 
and  looked  for  a  copper,  and  a  little  lad, 
her  brother,  who  at  the  imagined  sound  of 
wheels  from  the  Honister  direcUon,  scam- 
pered madly  back  to  the  gate  with  the 
frenzied  cry,   "They're  a-coming."     The 


boy  referred  to  a  new  edition  of  excur- 
sionists in  brakes.  This  spurred  me  on. 
Should  I  or  should  I  not  be  able  to  cross 
the  head  of  the  lake  ere  they  came  in  sight  % 
It  was,  however,  a  false  alarm.  I  was 
grateful.  I  wanted  no  more  of  their  dust 
and  hymns  for  the  present. 

It  was  distinctly  tiresome  to  have  the 
mist  down  ag^  thicker  than  ever  ere  I 
was  half  up  Scarf  Gap.  But  it  was  not  a 
very  wetting  mist^  and  it  could  not  hide 
from  view  i^e  bold  nearer  rocks  and  the 
masses  of  parsley  fern  growing  between 
the  rocks. 

I  remember  ten  years  ago  with  what 
avidity  we  had  yearned  to  see  the  Pillar 
Mountain,  with  its  deadly  little  protru- 
sive spike,  and  how  the  mist  had  cheated 
us.  It  was  tnuck  the  same  now,  only  I  did 
not  now  take  so  much  interest  in  the  Pillar 
Bock.  During  the  last  ten  years  I  have 
seen  a  jgood  many  natural  wonders  more 
thrilling  than  this  little  homicidal  stump. 

Only  a  brace  of  tourists  between  Butter- 
mere  and  Wasdale,  and  in  the  holiday 
season,  too  I  It  seemed  to  me  remarkable. 
But  I  was  glad  of  it,  of  course.  They 
were  very  happy-lookingi  inofifensive  per- 
sons, seated  in  the  midst  of  a  fine  drizzle 
of  rain  by  the  bridge  over  the  Liza,  on  the 
dividing  line  between  Black  Sail  and  Scarf 
Gap,  eating  sandwiches  and  trifling  with 
a  flask.  1  should  have  paid  them  no 
manner  of  distinct  civility  had  I  met  them 
in  Keswick,  the  Strand,  or  even  in  Butter- 
mere  village.  Here  it  was  difierent.  We 
exchanged  remarks  for  about  a  minute  and 
a  half,  and  then  I  left  them.  The  younger 
of  them  said :  "  We  shall  soon  catch  yon 
up,"  whereupon  I  assured  myself  that  it 
should  be  odd  if  they  did.     They  did  not 

In  my  opinion  there  is  nothing  finer  in 
England,  Scotland,  Ireknd,  or  Wales  than 
the  view  from  the  head  of  Black  Sail 
towards  Wasdale.  If  you  can  see  next  to 
nothing,  except  about  two-thirds  of  the 
bulk  of  the  adjacent  mountains,  so  much 
the  better — at  least,  if  you  have  a  fairly 
strong  imagination.  Glencoe  is,  of  course, 
grand,  and  so  is  Slieve  League  in  Donegal, 
and  the  view  down  the  Capel  Curig  side 
of  Snowdon  froin  the  neck  of  Crib  Goch. 
I  dare  say,  really,  all  three  are  mightier 
than  this  Black  Sail  outlook.  But  when 
I  was  on  Black  Sail  I  thought  otherwise. 

Half  an  hour  later  I  was  in  the  Wasdale 
Hotel,  that  used  to  be  ''Auld  Will  Bitson's," 
and  quite  readv  for  a  second  luncheon. 
I  was  tolerably  damp,  but  far  from  soaked. 

The    weather   looked    brighter    hero, 
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Btrange  to  saj.  It  was  not  too  menacing 
to  hinder  a  large  party  of  carriage  people 
from  picnicking  frigidly  on  the  stony 
shores  of  the  Mosedale  Beck,  jast  outside 
the  hotel  For  all  that,  the  lake  in  the  dis- 
tance had  an  angry  air,  and  the  donds  were 
still  low  on  Lingmell,  which  is  the  stepping- 
stone  to  Sea  Fell  from  little  Wasdale. 

Wasdale  village,  like  Buttermeve,  has 
grown  but  little  daring  the  past  decade. 
The  hotel  has  tftcked  on  a  wing,  and  I 
believe  a  new  school-house  has  been  built. 
Otherwise  it  is  as  it  was.  It  is  a  mystery 
why  they  have  not  xjg^  a  railway  into  the 
glen  horn  Drigg  or  one  of  the  other  coast 
towns.  But  it  is  a  mystery  I  for  one 
don't  want  to  see  explained  away  in  an 
emphatic  realisation  of  the  idea.  It  is 
still  the  romantic,  depressing  little  nook  it 
always  has  been  since  Nature  in  England 
ended  her  last  great  shuffle  of  materials. 
I  talked  on  the  subject  with  the  wife  of 
the  Yicar.  "  Bored  "  does  not  express  her 
state  of  mind,  poor  aspiring  lady  1  She 
showed  me  the  church  and  sold  me  a 
photograph  of  it,  whfle  she  told  with  a 
certain  fixed  melancholy  about  the  joys,  of 
life  in  Wasdale  in  winter.  The  living  is 
worth  but  sixty  pounds  a  year,  which  is  at 
least  as  bad  for  a  lady  as  a  lack  of  congenial 
society. 

After  my  second  luncheon  the  weather 
looked  altogether  kinder.  The  clouds  had 
gone  above  Lingmell,  nor  was  red-sided 
Kirk  Fell  at  aU  obscured.  I  had  still 
plenty  of  energy  in  me,  and  so  I  set  out  to 
tackle  the  Screes,  which  fall  so  sharply 
Into  Wastwater  on  the  southern  shore. 
But  on  close  acquaintance  the  Screes — like 
so  many  of  our  brother  bipeds — prove  not 
nearly  so  formidable  as  they  look.  They 
are  rugged  enough  in  all  conscience,  and 
bad  for  boots ;  but  they  do  not  induce 
vertigo,  nor  is  it  at  all  easy  to  fall  plump 
from  their  sides  into  the  lake.  I  found  a 
quantity  of  bilberries  among  the  rocks, 
tne  stag's-horn  moss,  and  parsley  fern,  and 
enjoyed  them.  I  also  enjoyed  a  very  en- 
tidng  view  into  Eskdale  behind.  Burn- 
moor  Tarn,  which  few  methodical  tourists 
get  a  sight  of,  was  quite  near.  It  is  one 
of  the  loneliest  of  the  Lakeland  tarns — and 
one  of  the  least  beautiful. 

On  my  descent  late  in  the  afternoon  I 
looked  into  Wasdale's  little  school-house. 
The  building  seats  nineteen  children.  But 
their  forms  knew  them  not  at  that  hour. 
Save  for  their  desks  and  seats,  a  small  easel, 
a  map  of  England  and  a  map  of  the  World, 
a  desk  for  the  pedagogue,  and  some  school- 


books,  the  little  place  was  empty.  In  the 
winter  time  there  must  be  days  when  the 
attendance  here  is  very  meagre. 

I  do  n<ft  care  very  much  for  the  Wasdale 
Hotel.  But  I  found  diversion  after  dinner 
in  the  visitors'  books,  of  which  there  is 
quite  a  library,  and  in  which  I  read  the 
impressions  of  tourists  who  had  their 
sensibilities  stirred  here  before  I  was  bom. 

Th&  Wasdale  natives  do  not  treat  these 
travellers'  outpourings  with  much  respect. 
They  seem  to  amuse  themselves  in  the 
winter  with  scribbling  uncomplimentary 
interjections  and  comments  over  and  under 
them.  They  appear  especially  ''  down 
upon  "  ihe  University  men  who  come  here 
for  the  vacations,  and  gush  over  their 
various  mountain  exploits.  But  they  do 
not  confine  their  maUgn  attentions  to  the 
undergraduates. 

Beally,  however,  some  of  these  tourists' 
notes  are  a  trffle  "  de  trop."  In  1859,  for 
example,  a  certain  gentleman  with  the 
Christian  name  of  Peter  writes  as  follows^ 
"Just  returned  from  Australia,  having 
sailed  thirteen  times  round  the  world  and 
crossed  the  equator  thirty  times;  have 
lived  five  years  in  Geelong,  Victoria,  and 
feel  all  the  better  for  it."  How  is  this  for 
an  "  k  propDs  de  bottes  "  %  One  may  excuse 
the  commentator  who  remarks,  '*  Better 
go  back";  or  even  the  more  acrid  person 
who  has  scrawled  across  the  writing  the 
words  :  "  No  one  feels  interested  the  least 
idthough  he  has  been  so  far  from  his 
mother." 

For  my  part,  I  like  better  lihe  tone  of 
the  good  lady's  observation  which  me- 
morialises August  the  twenty-eighth,  1858 : 
"The  quietude  and  sereneness  of  this 
beautiful  Wastdale  makes  one's  inward  soul 
glad  in  the  extreme."  It  is  not  irreproach- 
able grammar  nor  irreproachable  sense; 
but  the  sentence  compels  sympathy. 

To  resume  my  narrative,  however.  I 
gave  word  that  I  would  rise  soon  after  the 
lark  the  next  morning  if  the  sky  was  blue. 
The  sky  was  very  blue,  but  they  did  not. 
call  me  before  seven  o'clock,  which  is  surely 
late  for  the  lark. 

Everything  looked  in  train  for  a 
brilliant  day.  I  rejoiced  that  I  had  the 
very  irreducible  minimum  of  impedimenta. 
Under  such  a  sky  every  ounce  tells,  es- 
pecially when  a  mountain  is  in  the  day's 
programme. 

I  realised  this  almost  as  soon  as  I 
started.  I  crossed  the  dale,  scaled 
one  of  those  diabolical  Cumberland  walls 
—with  their  traps  of  alder  twigs  at  the 
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Bmnmit — and  with  diffieulty  descended  on 
the  other  side.  After  this  the  Moiedale 
Beck  was  easy,  and  so  I  found  myself 
among  the  biacken  of  Lingmell.  The 
ascent  here  is  awfully  steep,  but  otherwise 
straightforward  enough  for  a  man  with 
absolutely  no  sense  of  locality. 

The  first  half-hour  was  by  far  the  hard- 
est of  the  day,  which  I  made  fairly  long 
ere  I  brought  myself  to  an  anchor.  .  But 
it  was  excellent  discipline.  Afterwards  I 
was  in  tip-top  condition,  and  when  I 
halted  for  the  night  at  Skelwith  I  could 
easily  have  walked  on  to  Windermere. 

This  is  the  conventional  ascent  of  Sea 
Fell  and  Sea  Fell  Pike.  You  cannot  weU 
break  a  bone  over  it|  unless  on  the  Pike's 
cumbered  summit  you  get  your  leg  in  a 
hole  and  snap  it  Uke  gingerbrei^.  I 
scarcely  think  it  can  be  improved  npoa 
It  gives  a  broad  view  of  Wastwater — to-day 
bare  and  peaceful — and  leads  you  fb  the 
base  of  Sea  Fell  and  the  Pike  at  the  same 
^ime,  so  as  to  impress  you  very  keenly 
with  an  idea  of  the  boldness  of  these 
heights.  If,  as  I  did,  you  dimb  up  Brown 
Tongue  when  the  crags  of  Sea  Fell  are  in 
shadow,  you  cannot  fail  of  a  thrill  in  look- 
ing at  them.  They  are  so  very  black  and 
lelb  very  steep.  Of  course,  though,  they  are 
not  unscalable.  You  may  see  that  from 
the  Wasdale  Hotel  visitors'  book,  if  not 
with  the  naked  eye.  All  the  same,  they 
are  not  to  be  tackled  by  the  tourist  iresh 
from  town,  and  without  previous  ex- 
perience as  a  cragsman. 

I  was  in  no  hurry.  Brown  Tongue's 
slope  was  so  attractive  that  twice  I  lay 
full  length  on  it  and  smoked  a  cigarette 
while  I  stared  at  the  speckless  blue  sky. 
The  solitude  was  supreme,  and  I  had 
whisky  in  my  flask.  Like  Eousseau  and 
other  great  men,  I  find  I  thbik  my  best 
thoughts  among  the  mountains.  I  thought 
a  surprising  number  of  them  on  this 
occasion.  Unfortunately,  I  made  a  note 
of  not  one  of  them. 

There  is  no  mistaking  the  summit  of 
Sea  Fell  Pike,  which  I  chose  for  my  goal 
rather  than  the  lower  Sea  Fell  It  is  a 
huge  mound  of  slabs  of  the  green  slate,  the 
debris  of  which  bestrews  the  mountain-top 
in  an  amazing  manner.  Many  a  hobnailed 
boot  bad  scratched  tiie  rocks  in  the  efforts 
of  their  owners  to  attain  the  dedrable 
elevation  on  its  apex  Of  this  green  slate 
as  good  razor  edges  might  be  made  as 
those  furnished  by  the  obsidian  of  the 
Peak  of  Tenerife. 

You  may  guess  what  a  royal  day  it  was 


when  I  say  that  it  was  warm  even  on 
Sea  Fell  Pike's  cairn.  I  forgot  to  button 
up  my  coati  and  feasted  my  eyes  on  the 
mountain-tops  here,  there,  and  everywhere. 
You  may  so  far  about  the  world  to  discover 
a  more  bewitching  ^association  of  greys, 
purples,  and  bright  crimson  than  Great 
Gable  shows  from  Sea  Fell  Pike  on  a  day 
like  this.  Great  GaUe  is  the  object  best 
worth  seeing  from  England's  monarch  hilL 
It  has  a  very  notable  precipice  on  this 
side,  which  looks  as  if  it  were  dyed  with 
the  blood  of  innumerable  victims  to  the 
lust  of  '*  vaulting  amUtioD." 

From  Sea  Fell  PflS,  at  length,  I  atruck 
down  for  Langdale.  It  is  a  goodish  step, 
and  in  parts  bad  going.  Rossett  GiU, 
which  I  took  by  the  way,  is  one  of  the 
coarsest  bits  in  Lakeland.  But  Bow  Fell, 
hard  by,  offers  much  compensation  for  its 
ruggedness. 

r  reached  the  '*  Langdale  Hotel "  con- 
siderably late  for  luncheon,  but  that  did 
not  deter  me  from  eating  luncheon.  Here 
I  saw  tiie  most  poetic  maiden  face  that 
met  me  in  Cumberland.  Its  owner's  name 
was  Jane,  and  she  was  bom  in  Borrowdale. 
She  had  dreamy  grey  eyes  which  it  did 
one  good  to  look  at ;  and  she  had  further 
a  sweet  expression  and  the  quietest  voice  I 
ever  heaird  in  a  girl.  In  her  movements 
she  was  slow  to  distraction,  but  heir  sweet 
smile  and  her  grey  eyes  were  like  oil  upon 
the  waves  of  impatience.  Borrowdale 
Jane,  long  may  you  retain  your  present 
seductive  exterior,  and  may  your  fate  be 
far  brighter  than  that  of  Mary  of  Butter- 
mere  1  I  ought,  however,  to  add  that 
Jane's  nose  was  of  a  shape  unfit  to  associate 
with  her  physical  excellences. 

From  Langdale  it  is  a  fair  step  on  to 
Skelwith,  and  as  beautiful  an  one  as  you 
can  imagine.  Elter  Water,  as  I  saw  it 
with  the  shimmering  of  the  evening  mist 
upon  it,  and  the  sun  yet  stoutly  above  the 
horizon,  was  a  sight  to  start  a  procession 
of  high-flown  adjectives.  An  hour  later 
Skelvnth  received  me;  but  I  lay  hy 
Brathay's  pellucid  stream  for  long  ere 
yielding  to  the  hotel's  temptations. 

Of  the  next  morning  I  need  say  nothing. 
I  did  but  walk  to  Ambleside,  and  then 
to  Windermere;  and  from  bright  but 
Philistinish  Windermere  I  took  train  to 
Preston,  where  my  traps  waited  me. 

Cumberland  has  many  joys  for  mortals 
in  its  charming  bounds.  Bat  the  mortals 
ought  to  be  fairly  strong  in  limb  and  wind, 
and  with  good  boots,  to  taste  these  joys 
aright. 
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Seldom  nowadaya  is  the  spectacle  of  the 
present  writer  ascending  to  the  top  of  an 
omnibus  witnessed  by  we  Britbh  public. 
Whether  on  account  of  its  rarity,  the  per- 
formance is  regarded  with  a  larger  share  of 
interest  than  it  perhaps  intrinsically  merits, 
it  is  not  for  me  to  say.  I  only  k^w  that 
of  late  years  I  have  become  painfully  aware 
that  my  figure  is  not  seen  to  tiie  best 
advanti^e  while  engaged  in  athletic  exer- 
dse,  br  less  when  suspended  in  mid-air. 
There  is  an  inelesant  bulk  and  rotundity 
about  it  unsuited  to  activity,  nor,  paren- 
thetically, does  it  accommodate  itself 
readily  to  narrow  seats  and  cramped 
positions.  Therefore  I  especially  abstain 
from  bringing  it  into  conspicitouil  contrast 
against  the  sky-line  at  such  an 'elevation 
as  the  act  in  question  necessitates. 

Nevertheless,  on  a  recent  occasion,  the 
weather  beine  favourable  and  the  inside  of 
the  vehicle  full,  I  was  tempted  to  take 
advantage  of  the  fadlities  which  modern 
improvements  o£fer  for  reaching  the  roof 
by  means  of  the  winding  stair.  And  it  is 
toe  unexpected  experience  of  that  journey 
which  lures  me  into  this  desultory  gossip. 
But  for  the  contrivance  alluded  to,  I  fear 
I  should  never  again  have  enjoyed  that 
most  delightful  point  of  observation  for- 
merly known  as  the  "  knife-board,"  but  now 
too  often  converted  into  "garden  seats." 
Who  that  has  ever  travelled  on  the  top  of 
a  'bus,  say  from  MQe  End  v]&  Holbom  and 
Oxford  Street  to  Shepherd's  Bush,  or  tqr 
the  Strand  and  Piccadilly  to  West  Ken- 
sington, can  fail  to  be  struck  by  the 
marvellous  sight  of  men,  manners,  and 
customs  he  then  looks  down  on )  Such  a 
microcosm  of  humanity  is  unequalled  by 
any  dty  in. the  world,  and  but  for  the  fa- 
miliarity of  it^  would  provoke  daOy  wonder. 
To  the  youngster  it  passes  unheeded,  but 
for  the  oldster,  like  this  individual,  it  has 
peculiar  and  sentimental  attractions. 

For,  luckily  or  unluckily,  as  the  case 
may  bo,  he  is  just  old  enough  to  remember 
the  first  line  of  omnibuses  that  ever 
traversed  the  London  thorouglifares  in 
July,  1829 — they  were  one  year  earlier  in 
Paris.  His  infantile  memory  has  faintly 
recorded  and  stowed  away  in  one  of  the 
remote  pigeon-hdes  of  ti^at  antique  bureau 
which  he  dignifies  by  the  name  of  "his 
brain,"  a  feeble  picture  of  Mr.  Shillibeer^s 
vehicia  He  can  dimly  redUse  in  his 
mind's  eye  what  a  low-roofed,  narrow, 


stufiy,  inconvenient,  jolting  machine  it 
was,  wit^  no  seats  outside  except  like 
those  of  the  stage-coach,  one  beside  the 
driver,  and  four  close  behind  him,  and  how 
coachman  and  conductor  were  habited  in 
uniform  with  a  s^iff,  bell-crowned,  be- 
corded,andbe-tasseued  beaver  cap,  straight- 
peaked,  on  the  model  of  the  Prussian 
infantry  head-gear  of  the  period.  He  can 
recall  how,  starting  from  the  "Wheat- 
sheaf"  tavern  at  Paddington,  then  a 
thoroughly  rural  suburb,  and  pulling  up  for 
a  minute  at  the  ill-favoured  "Yorkshire 
Stbso "  as  it  turned  out  of  the  Edgware 
Eoad,  "  The  Omnibus  "  ran  to  the  Bank 
by  way  of  the  New  Eoad,  now  the  Maryle- 
bone,  passed  ttie  then  recently  finished 
Eegent'ff  Park,  and  by  St.  Pancras  Ghurch 
to  Battle  Bridge,  which,  long  since  turned 
into  King's  Gross,  was  faced  on  the  site  of 
the  Great  Northern  terminus  by  the  Lon- 
don Fever  Hospital,  and  defaced  by  a  life- 
sized  plaster  effigy  of  George  the  Fourth, 
surmounting  a  nondescript  land  of  obelisk 
or  kiosque — ^how  the  'bus  laboured  slowly 
up  Pentonville  Hill  to  the  "Angel,"  at 
Idington,  and  then  descending  to  the  Oity 
Eoad,  after  crossing  the  New  Elver,  it 
reached  its  destination  at  the  Bank  through 
E^nsbnry  and  Moorgate — fares,  one  sUl- 
ling  inside  and  sixpence  out. 

Curious  and  interesting  as  it  always  is 
thus  to  look  back,  I  found  my  mood  on 
the  occasion  of  my  recent  journey  sym-^ 
pathetically  encouraged  by  the  driver. 

I  liked  the  look  of  him  as  he  pulled  up 
at  PiccadiUy  where  I  was  waiting.  He 
was  an  elderly  man,  but  hale  and  hearty, 
with  a  geniid  smile  and  a  ruddy  glow 
about  his  face,  due  to  the  constant  ex- 
posure to  all  weathers.  His  occupation 
was  a  luurd  and  sedentary  one,  but,  given 
a  good  constitution,  there  is  nothing  more 
hedthy.  His  clear  blue  eye  caught  mine, 
and  we  seemed  to  establish  a  distant  ac- 
quaintance on  the  spot. 

"  Full  inside,  sir,"  says  the  conductor,  as  I 
jostled  through  the  crowd  to  the  entrance. 
"  Then  I'll  go  out,"  and  in  a  fit  of  despe- 
ration, and  remembering  the  driver's  eye, 
I  catdi  hold  of  the  bright  handraD,  and, 
regardless  of  appearances,  up  I  go,  mutter- 
ing a  fervent  prayer  that  I  shall  not  be  ob- 
served. As  soon  as  I  am  landed  at  the  top 
of  the  winding  stair,  of  course  the  'bus  starts 
Immediately.  I  have  a  momentary  vision 
of  my  form  taking  a  somersault  into  a 
passing  dust-cart,  and  of  beholding  the 
world  for  a  second  or  two  upside  do¥rn ; 
but  tiib  air-drawn  terror  is  quickly  dis- 
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polled  by  a  rap  on  the  knee  and  a  itrain 
on  the  wriflt  as  I  grasp  at  a  bar.  No,  I 
am  Btill  on  the  roof,  though  In  a  wholly 
undignified  attitude,  aa  was  to  be  expected. 

All  the  garden-Beata  are^oeoapied  save 
one  in  the  front,  and  I  make  for  thtei 
with  the  ataggerfaig  gait  of  a  man  on 
board  ahip  in  a  storm.  By  a  series  of 
jerks,  bounds,  clutches  at  coat-collars,  and 
concussions  against  other  pasiiengers'  dioul- 
ders,  I  gain  at  last  the  haven  of  rest,  and 
sink  into  it  gratefully,  to  find,  according 
to  the  new  arrangement,  that  although 
dose  to  the  driver,  the  seat  Is  no  longer 
beside  him  but  higher,  and  a  little  to  his 
left  rear,  with  a  protecting  handrail  in 
front  Once  there  the  position  is  agreeable 
enough^  if  there  was  but  a  trifle  more  leg 
room.  I  had  looked  forward,  as  in  the  old 
days,  to  a  chat  with  my  friendly  official  on 
the  box,  and  said  as  much  in  his  ear. 

"Not  been  up  on  one  of  these  'buses 
before,  sir  t "  enquired  the  man. 

"No, and  I  don't  like  it,"  I  reply ;  "  seems 
'  to  me  top-heavy — might  capsize  at  any 
moment  if  anything  went  wrong.  I  have 
noticed  most  of  these  garden-seated  'buses 
overhang  the  wheels.  That  can't  be  right ; 
their  eqcdlibrium  must  be  very  ticklish ;  the 
centre  of  gravity  might  be  easQy  lost." 

"Just  so,  sir;  I  have  often  thought  as 
much;  but  we  must  take  tilings  as  they 
come  in  this  world." 

"  Bat  you  don't  like  it,  do  you  t  Not 
so  handy  for  talkbg  to  your  passengers  t " 

"No,  sir,  no;  I  am  all  alone  in  my 
glory,  as  you  may  say,  but  a  little  intelli- 
gent conversation  wDes  away  the  time,  you 
know,  sir — shortens  the  journey  consider- 
able— and  parties  don't  seem  bicUned  to 
gossip  now  they  are  perched  up  so  far 
behind  one." 

"  Driven  a  'bus  long  1 "  I  ask. 

<'  On  and  off  these  forty  year,  sir." 

"  Good  many  changes  in  that  time  even," 
I  say ;'  "  but  you  can't  remember  as  many 
in  uie  omnibus  line  as  I  can,"  and  then, 
irith  the  garrulity  of  my  years,  I  inundate 
him  with  a  flood  of  my  reminiscences. 
This  leads  to  a  comparison  of  notes, 
mutual  corrections  on  small  points,  such 
as  dates,  routes,  and  so  on,  and  many 
comments  on  the  recent  marvellous  increase 
of  traffic  and  population. 

"  What  it's  coming  to  and  what  it  wiU 
be  in  a  few  years  is  more  than  I  can  say, 
or  anybody  else,"  adds  the  coachman. 
"  Lucky  they  have  opened  up  wider  roads 
where  they  can;  but  they'll  idl  be  too 
narrow  by-and-by.    There  now,  see  here." 


We  were  reaching  the  Knightabridge 
Road  near  the  Albe^  Gate,  and  the  cross 
traffic  from  William  Street  into  the  Park 
occasioned  a  block  in  a  moment.  When 
we  moved  again  it  was  marvellous  to  see 
the  skill  of  most  drivers  in  steering  clear 
of  even  a  scratch  of  a  wheel,  though  with 
but  a  hair's  breadth  to  spare. 

Presently  a  cab  does  touch  us. 

"  Ah  I  stupid ! "  shouts'my  friend  at  the 
offender,  who  of  course  retorts  surlily: 
"  Where  are  you  a-coming,  then ) " 

"Go  on,  you  old  Guy.Fawkes,  don't 
talk  to  your  betters,"  is  the  reply,  which 
again  provokes  the  surly  one  to  further 
speech: 

"  You — why,  you  want  your  'air  jolly 
well  gnawed — that's  what  you  want— 
you'd  be  the  better  for  that,"  and  so  forth. 
I  only  wfflh  *I  could  remember  a  quarter 
of  the  Various  styles  of  chaff  bandied 
'about ;  all  at  the  top  of  the  speakers'  voices 
and  with  shouts  and  derisive  calls  as  if  in 
the  direst  anger,  but  in  reality  with  perfect 
good-humour. 

"  I  can't  quite  recollect,  though  you  can, 
sir,  no  doubt,"  resumed  the  man  as  we  got 
clear  agafai,  "all  the  demolitions  on  the 
City  routes — 'specially  those  in  Holborn, 
before  New  Oxford  Street  gave  us  a 
straight  run  through;  I  mean  when  the 
'buses  had  to  pass  round  by  the  Church 
of  St  GUes-In-the-Fields,  as  I  am  told." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  I  answered,  "  thmre  was  a 
hideous  pile  of  Mthy  tenements  just  across 
what  is  now  the  wide  open  entrance  to 
Dudley  Street  and  Shaftesbury  Avenue, 
and  another  similar  narrowing  block  at 
Middle  Row  opposite  the  end  of  Gray's  Inn 
Lane.  Dyott  Street,  the  Rookeries  of  Old 
Bloomsbury  and  St.  Giles's,  the  cut-throat 
holes  and  comers  round  about  the  present 
site  of  Hart  Street  and  Mudle's  Library, 
all  are  well  within  my  memory.  Of  course 
you  yourself  have  experienced  the  perils  to 
man  and  beast  on  Holborn  and  Snow  Hills 
before  the  Viaduct  was  built.  What  an 
abominable  nuisance  that  dip  down  and 
up  used  to  be*— puttfaig  on  the  skid  at  the 
top,  taking  it  off  at  the  bottom,  and  yoldtig 
a  third  horse  on  to  drag  the  'bus  up  the 
greasy  slope  opposite.  And  talking  of 
slippery  roads,  which  do  you  prefer, 
asphalte  or  wood  t " 

"Neither,  sir.  Give  me  the  old  Mae- 
Adam  ;  well  kept,  there's  nothing  like  it. 
Noisy  and  jolting — ^yes,  very  likely,  but 
I'm  looking  at  it  as  a  coachman.  As  for 
asphalte — ^that's  an  invention  of  the  old 
'nn.    It  cost  more  horseflesh  than  any 
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one  thing  coald  do ;  wood  la  bad  enonghi 
but  nothing  to  t'other." 

Being  a  passenffor  and  not  a  driver  I  fore- 
saw a  di£ference  of  opinion  on  this  point,  and 
as  I  knew  my  ground  might  be  untenable, 
I  turned  the  conversation,  and  went  on : 

•*By-the-bye,  I  can  recall  perfectly  see- 
ing a  Lord  Mayor's  Show  once  when  I 
was  a  boy  from  a  window  in  the  block  of 
houses  that  stood  exactly  on  the  three- 
cornered  open  place  in  front  of  the  Boyal 
Exchange — ^where  the  Duke  of  Wellington's 
statue  now  is.  That  was  before  the  old 
Exchange  was  burnt  in  1838." 

Fortunately  a  stop  was  put  to  my  end- 
less reminiscences  by  a  regiment  of  volun- 
teers ^ith  their  band  rounding  the  comer 
of  Sloane  Street.  When  our  talk  was  re- 
newed, it  txumed  on  modem  citizen  soldiery, 
the  adoption  of  the  present  helmets  and 
tunics  for  the  police,  in  place  of  their  old 
tall  glaze-crowned  hats  and  swallow-tails, 
and  the  general  change  in  all  uniforms, 
especially  the  Guards'  white  ducks,  worsted 
epaulettes,  and  the  universal  wearing  of 
beards,  and  so  on,  after  the  Crimean  War. 

The  war  is  a  cue  which  starts  my  Mend 
off  again  at  full  tilt. 

"Dear  me,  yes,"  says  he,  "five-and- 
thirty  years  ago — why,  I  was  a  young  man 
then.  At  that  time  I  was  helping  my 
father  in  his  business  of  breeding  and 
dealing  in  horses,  and*  many's  the  sale  of 
some  of  his  little  lots  that  I've  attended  at 
Tattersall's  yonder  "* — we  were  just  pass- 
ings Enightsbridge  Green  at  the  junction 
of  the  Kensington  and  Brompton  Boads, 
and  I  nodded.  "Yes,  and  I  have  taken 
horses  for  him  half  over  England,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland  in  my  time.  What  we  were 
saying  just  now  about  a  little  pleasant  con- 
versation shortening  a  joumey,  reminds 
me  of  the  shortest  long  journey  I  ever  had, 
and  all  on  that  account  It  came  about  by 
the  merest  chance — a  curious  one,  U 
there's  time  I'd  like  to  tell  it  you,  sir,  for 
though  pleasant,  it  was  near  to  coming  to 
a  bad  end.    Going  far  t " 

"As  far  as  you  go,"  I  answered,  for 
whether  I  had  been  or  not,  I  should  have 
gone  on  now.  The  man  interested  me ;  he 
was  quite  of  a  superior  stamp — one  of 
nature's  gentlemen,  in  fact  I  enjoyed  talk- 
ing to  him,  and  I  hadn't  had  so  interesting 
a  drive  by  the  'bus  for  twenty  years. 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you,  sir,"  he  resumed. 
"  I  was  taking  a  lot  of  young  horses  to  a 
^aee — it  doesn't  matter  where — ^between 

*  When  TattenaU's  was  in  GrosTonor  Place* 


Edinbu^h  and  Glasgow,  and  left  King's 
Cross  one  summer  night  by  the  mail  train. 
I  had  )i  third-class  ticket,  and  after  I'd 
stowed  the  nags  in  two  adjacent  boxes,  I 
took  my  place  accordingly.  At  Peter- 
borouffh  we  stopped  for.  a  few  minutes — 
just  time  to  get  a  cup  of  coffee,  I  thought, 
so  I  went  into  the  refreshment-room  and 
ordered  one.  It  was  an  unconscionable 
time  coming,  and  was  scalding  hot  when  it 
did  coma  I  had  to  stand  and  blow  it,  and 
just  as  I  had  taken  a  sip  and  burnt  my 
lips,  *  whew  1 '  went  the  whistle.  I  dropped 
the  cup,  dashed  )Dut  on  to  the  platform  to 
see  the  train  actuall;^  beginning  to  mova 
There  wasn't  a  moment  to  spare.  A  porter 
had  his  hand  on  the  handle  of  an  open 
first-class  door  exactly  opposite  me.  Be- 
fore he  could  shut  it  I  shoved  him  aside 
and  went  headlong  into  the  carriage, 
sprawling  on  the  floor.  By  tiie  time  I 
picked  myself  up  the  train  was  going  ahead 
too  fast'  to  stop,  and  the  engine  was 
whistling  so  furiously  that  I  doubt  the 
driver  could  not  have  heard,  whatever 
attempts  the  officials  might  be  making  to 
pull  him  up.  Well,  there  I  was ;  I'd  just 
saved  my  bgcon,  and  that  was  alL  If  I 
had  waited  to  get  into  the  proper  carriage, 
I  should  have  lost  the  trun  and  been  in 
the  deuce  of  a  mess,  with  all  those  five 
horses  and  no  one  to  look  after  them. 
The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  apologise 
civilly>  and  explain,  as  well  as  I  could, 
what  had  caused  me  to  intrude  in  this  ill- 
mannered  fashion  upon  first-class  pas- 
sengers. There  were  three,  and,  lucky 
for  me,  good-natured  gentlemen  one  and 
all.  ''Never  mind,  my  man,'  says  one. 
'  Never  mind,'  says  another.  *  Sit  down,' 
says  the  third,  *  there's  a  seat  behind  you ; 
make  the  best  of  it ;  no  great  harm  done.' 
So  I  did  sit  down,  and  the  best  of  it  was 
about  as  good  as  the  best  generally  is.  I 
knew  we  should  stop  again  at  Grantham, 
and  while  I  was  thanking  them  for  the 
way  they  received  me,  of  course  I  said  I 
should  get  out  and  change  carriages  there. 
"But,  sir,  will  you  believe  it!"  con- 
tinued my  omnibus  driver,  looking  half 
round  at  me  by  way  of  enforcing  the  im- 
portance of  his  statement.  "Will  you 
believe  it,  sir,  before  we  got  to  Grantham 
we  were  having  such  a  pleasant  chat  about 
horses,  and  dogs,  and  sport,  and  the  like, 
and  I  was  describing  my  own  little  lot  in 
the  boxes  behind,  that,  will  you  believe  it, 
sir,  as  we  were  ranning  into  the  station, 
and  I  was  putting  my  hand  out  to  open 
the  door,  these  three  good-natured  gents 
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iDBisted  -r-  ay,  regular  InaiBted  —  I  ahoold 
go  on  all  the  way  to  Newcastle  with 
them  in  the  carriage  wherd  I  was  t  ^ 

« *We11  make  up  the  difierence  for  yonr 
ticket,'  saya  they — they  were  all  frienda — 
'and  you  can  giye  as  a  few  wrinkles,  no 
doabt  It  will  be  better  for  you  and 
better  for  us.  Here,  take  a  sandwich  and 
a  drop  of  sherry.' 

"One  of  them  was  opening  a  little 
refreshment-case.  Nothing  loth,  I  did  as 
desired,  after  which  cigars  were  produced, 
and  we  all  sat  there  smoking  and  talking 
as  comfortable  as  possible.  Who  would 
have  thought  such  a  pleasant  beginning  of 
a  journey  was  to  have  such  a  terrible  finish  f 
Bat  of  a  sudden,  somewhere  near  Durham, 
without  the  slightest  warning,  bump  goes 
the  carriage,  then  it  sways  to  and  fro  for  a 
second,  and  the  next  second ". 

What  happened  to  the  omnibus  driver 
and  his  companions  in  that  next  second 
I  never  learned  until  weeks  later.  For 
by  the  strangest  coincidence,  just  as  he 
reached  the  cigar  stage  of  his  narrative, 
we  had  passed  ofi  the  wood  pavement  on 
to  some  asphalte,  and  just  as  the  words 
«the  next  second"  were  on  his  lips,  the 
legs  of  the  off-horse  slipped  clean  from 
under  him,  landing  him  on  his  side ;  the 
'bus  swayed  to  and  fro  ominously,  stopped 
dead  short,  and  the  poor  driver  was 
pitched  off  his  box  head  foremost.  He 
struck  against  the  one  standing  horsCi  and 
then,  ricochetiog  against  the  other,  fell 
heavily  on  to  the  asphalte.  I  should  have 
lost  my  seat  also,  but  for  the  rail  in  front, 
and  it  seemed  a  miracle  that  the  whole 
concern  did  not  capsize.  It  was  the  work 
of  a  moment,  due,  I  presume,  to  the  sudden 
check  given  by  the  fallen  horsa  I  don't 
pretend  to  account  for  it  otherwise.  Nor, 
owing  to  the  confusion  that  followed,  and 
in  the  shouting  of  the  crowd  that  gathered 
in  less  than  two  minutes,  can  I  pretend  to 
say  what  actually  was  said  or  done  for  some 
time.  Beyond  seeing  that  the  driver  was 
insensible  and  had  to  be  lifted  into  a  cab, 
I  knew  nothing.  The  other  passengers 
on  tha  top  sot  off,  so  did  I,  slowly — so 
slowly  that  the  cab  had  driven  away  with 
its  helpless  fare  and  a  policeman  to  St. 
George's  Hospital  before  I  again  stood  on 
terra  firma.  I  could  gather  littie  from  the 
crowd,  but  the  conductor  opined  that  his 
mate  could  not  have  had  the  strap  from 
the  back  of  his  box  buckled,  as  it  ought  to 
have  been,  round  his  waist  to  keep  him  in 
his  seat. 


**He  always  was  an  off-handed,  Ugh- 
minded  toff,"  said  this  red-faced  janitor, 
without  removing  the  straw  he  was 
smoking  from  his  lips,  '*  trying  to  skip  up 
and  dowti  into  his  dickey  as  if  he  was 
twenty,  instead  of  hard  upon  sixty  as  he  is. 
I  always  expected  to  see  him  miss  his 
footing  and  slip  some  day — ^that's  the  way 
with  these  nimble  ones — and  now  he's 
been  and  half  killed  hisself,  poor  cove,  if 
he  ain't  quite." 

Needless  to  say,  I  was  greatly  con- 
cerned, so  I  hailed  a  hansom  and  drove 
straight  to  St.  George's.  My  friend  had 
received  a  concussion  of  the  brain,  and  I 
did  not  see  him  again  for  six  weeks. 
Then  he  told  me  he  remembered  nothing 
after  finding  himself  toppling  over,  and 
will  not  believe  to  this  day  tliat  he  was 
in  hospital  so  long.  The  conclusion  of  his 
story  was  scarcely  less  dramatic  than  the 
incident  which  cut  it  short.  He  took  it 
up  with  a  dogged  conviction  that  he  had 
recounted  its  beginning  only  a  few  hours 
before.  However,  he  said  one  day  when 
he  resumed  his  narrative  :  ''  Well,  sir,  as  I 
was  telling  you,  we  were  all  sitting  smoking 
pleasantly  enough,  when  bump  goes  the 
carriage  suddenly,  bump,  bump,  and  the 
next  instant  there  was  a  tremendous 
crash,  and  the  gentlemen  and  myself  were 
rattled  about  like  pills  in  a  box.  Then 
the  train  came  to  «  standstill.  It  was 
just  getting  daylight.  We  were  none  of 
us  hurt,  only  shi^en,  so  we  got  out^  and 
there  in  front  we  saw  that  oar  engine  had 
smashed  into  the  tail  of  a  goods  train  jast 
lapping  over  on  to  our  line  bom  the 
siding  into  which  it  had  been  insufficiently 
shunted.  But  the  curious  and  astonishing 
part  of  it  was  just  this,  sir.  Not  only  was 
that  lucky  shot  of  mine  at  the  first^daas 
carriage  at  Peterborough  the  cause  of  my 
having  the  pleasantest  journey  I  ever  had 
in  my  life,  but  it  actually  saved  my  life. 
For  will  you  believe  it,  sir,  I  ^say  again, 
that  very  third-class  carriage  where  I  had 
been  sittbg  as  far  as  Peterborough,  and 
which  was  close  to  the  engine,  was 
crushed  up  like  a  match-box.  But  for 
that  cup  of  coffee  and  the  delay  in  its 
coming,  I  should  have  been  seated  there 
again  and  of  course  killed.  Ah,  sir,  it's  a 
curious  world ;  I  don't  pretend  to  nndez^ 
stand  these  things  or  what  regulates 
them." 

He  is  all  right  and  at  work  again  now. 
I  often  exchuige  nods  with  hun  on  the 
road^  but  I  liave  never    soared    to  Us 
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altitude  sinoe.  As  this  memorable  jonrney 
ontflide  the  'bos  was  the  most  momentous 
I  ever  experienced,  so  I  prefer  that  it  shall 
remain  my  last. 


ZENOBIA :  A  Couonpuce  Gibl. 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 

« 

CHAFTEB    I. 

Heb  name  was  Zenobia.  How  could  a 
eommonplace,  nineteenth  century  girl  be 
'  expected  to  live  up  to  a  name  like  that  t 
Moreover,  the  uncle  and  aunt  with  whom 
she  lived  were  old-fashioned  and  slightly 
formal  people.  They  held  that  a  name 
was  a  name,  and,  as  such^  to  be  treated 
respectfully ;  they  did  not  hold  with  nick- 
names, or  pet  nameSy  or  even  the  occasional 
employment  of  the  most  obvious  abbrevia- 
tions, such  as  Zen  or  Nobi.  ''  Her  name 
is  Zenobia,"  they  said  severely,  when  her 
childish  oompanions  rashly  ventured  to 
shorten  it;  "be  good  enough  to  call  her 
so."  And  Zenobia  soon  learnt  to  hate  the 
name  that,  not  unnaturally,  provoked  a 
good  deal  of  juvenile  criticism. 

Nor  did  matters  mend  as  she  grew  older. 
At  school — she  only  went  to  a  day-school 
in  the  next  street,  where  everybody  knew 
all  about  her,  and  resented  an  imaginary 
indination  on  her  part  to  ''give  herself 
airs,"  than  which  nothing  could  have  been 
further  from  poor  Zenobia's  thoughts — 
at  school,  her  life  was  made  a  burden  to 
her  by  the  hundred  and  one  little  devices 
by  wUch  the  average  school-girl  knows  so 
well  how  to  make  herself  unpleasant  to 
those  whom  she  does  not  like. 

Thus  the  girl  grew  up  in  a  somewhat 
forlorn  and  friendless  fashion,  and  her 
natural  reserve  was  intensified  tenfold  by 
the  lack  of  sympathetic  companionship. 
The  old  people  were  kind  to  her  in  their 
way;  but  it  was  not  the  genial  kindness 
Aat  she  craved  for,  but  a  sort  of  per- 
functory good  treatment  that  might  tend 
to  her  physical  comfort^  but  oonld  never 
touch  her  heart.  Life  to  Zenobia  was 
colourless,  flavourless,  uninteresting  in  the 
extreme;  she  was  being  slowly  starved 
ment|lly  and  morally.  She  was  conscious 
of  it  in  a  vague,  uncertain  way,  but  had  no 
power  to  alter  circumstances;  any  more 
than  she  had  knowledge  to  account  for 
them,  or  patience  to  accept  them  uncom- 
plainingly. At  nineteen,  patience  of  this 
sort  is  usually  yet  a  great  way  off,  and 
JZenobia  was  neither  sabit  nor  heroine,  but 


merely  a  commonplace  girl  in  a  somewhat 
chrysalis  state. 

Zenobia's  uncle  and  aunt  lived  in  the 
ugliest  and  dreariest  of  dull  little  country 
towns.  It  had  been  necessary  for  them  to 
live  there  so  long  as  he  was  in  business; 
and  by  the  time  he  had  retired  from  it, 
some  dozen  years  ago,  habit  had  become 
second  nature,  and  it  had  never  occurred 
to  them  to  make  a  change.  The  house 
was  a  good  one,  and  it  stood  in  a  most 
respectable  street;  indeed,  the  respectability 
of  that  street  was  sometUng  overwhelming, 
and  liad  a  most  depressing  effect  upon  the 
spirits  of  those  who  were  select  enough  to 
live  in  it.  No  one  ever  passed  along  it 
unless  from  a  bitter  sense  of  duty,  and  the 
very  milk-carts  seemed  fearful  of  breaking 
its  solemn  cidm.  The  blinds  were  always 
.drawn  more  than  half-way  down,  to  guwd 
the  sanctity  of  the  respectable  middle-class 
life  that  was  going  on  behind  them.  No 
stray  cats  ever  lounged  along  the  pavement, 
no  lost,  dogs  ever  applied  for  temporary 
relief  at  the  highly  varnished  doors. 
Beggars  shunned  Siat  street;  but  police-' 
men  frequented  it,  for  it  was  an  excellent 
*'  beat "  for  the  cultivation  of  undisturbed 
thought,  occasionally  varied  by  a  few 
chance  words  with  some  comely  cook  over 
the  area  railings. 

In  this  respectable  street,  behind  the 
rigidly  lowered  blinds,  Zenobia  had  passed 
her  dreary  girlhood;  and  behind  those 
same  lowered  bUnds  she  was  sitting,  one 
sunless  November  afternoon,  reading.  At 
least,  she  held  a  book  in  her  hand,  and  her 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  it ;  but  this  studious 
appearance  was  merely  assumed  from  a  half- 
unconscious  instinct  of  self-preservation. 
For  the  book  was  not  an  interesting  one ; 
it  had  been  selected  for  her  by  her  aunt, 
who  now  occupied  a  very  straight-backed 
easy-cbair  on  the  other  side  of  thp  fire. 
At  the  moment,  the  old  lady's  eyes  were 
closed  in  quiet  slumber ;  but  Zenobia  knew 
her  well  enough  to  be  profoundly  distrust- 
ful of  this  innocent-seeming  sleep:  she 
might  wake  up  at  any  moment,  and  then, 

if  she  found  her  niece  doing  nothbg 1 

Zenobia  knew  better  than  to  risk  such  a 
catastrophe. 

Her  thoughts,  however,  had  wandered 
far  from  the  book  in  her  hand^  though 
they  were  scarcely  brighter  than  its  pages. 
The  solemn  dinne^party  at  which  she 
would  have  to  be  present  to-morrow  even- 
ing was  not  an  entertainment  to  excite 
feelings  of  pleasurable  anticipation;  she 
knew  her  aunt's  dinner-parties  too  well  to 
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expect  any  enjoyment  from  them,  and  this 
one  was  Iftely  to  be  even  more  oppreadvely 
dnil  than  most. 

Zenobia  stifled  a  yawn  as  ehe  pictured 
to  herself  the  well-known  faces  gathered 
for  about  the  hundredth  time  in  her  re- 
collection around  the  garishly  giA-lit  board. 

The  gas-lights  at  her  aunt's  parties  were 
always  brilliant;  the  conversation  never 
was;  but  then  no  one  expected  brilliant 
conversation  at  Slowton.  Zenobia  had 
read  of  it  in  certafai  books  that  had  not 
been  selected  for  her  by  her  aunt,  and 
wondered  sometimes  whether  she  should 
ever  be  so  happy  as  to  listen  to  it  in 
the  flesh ;  not  in  Slowton — oh,  no  !  She 
was  not  qtdte  so  foolish  as  to  believe 
that  possible,  even  in  a  day-dream;  but 
somewhere,  in  some  brighter,  less  hope- 
lessly prosaic  place.  It  didn't  seem  very 
probable  even  In  her  most  sanguine 
moments,  but  youth  is  naturally  hopeful ; 
and  despite  the  greyness  of  her  life, 
Zenobia  was  young  still,  though  hitherto 
she  had  scarcely  been  aware  of  the  fact 

An  unwonted  sound  presently  roused 
her  from  her  sombre  reverie,  and  she 
raised  her  head,  and  listened  intently. 
An  impious  organ-grinder  had  brought  his 
vulgar  instrument  into  Queen  Street,  and 
was  profaning  its  exclusive  echoes  with 
^daring  popular  airs.  It  was  not  a  bad 
organ  as  street-organs  go,  and  the  airs — 
though  unquestionably  vulgar  —  were 
bright,  and  full  of  an  alluring  liveliness. 
On  that  dull  November  afternoon  they 
sounded  very  cheerful,  Zenobia  thought, 
and  she  rose  softly,  and  stole  to  the 
window — which  stood  a  little  open,  for  the 
day  was  warm — ^to  hear  them  better. 

Surely  Queen  Street  had  never  seen 
such  a  sight  before  as  the  one  Zenobia's 
wondering  eyes  now  rested  on,  aif  she 
peeped  cautiously  from  below  the  lowered 
blind  1  A  dark-eyed  Italian  was  grinding 
away  merrily,  his  white  teeth  flashing  in 
his  frequent  smiles,  while  a  gorgeously 
attired  monkey  danced,  ''high  and  dis- 
posedly "as  Qaeen  Elizabeth  herself,  on  the 
organ  before  him.  It  was  a  spectacle  that 
would  have  filled  her  aunt  with  horror  and 
indignation,  but  to  Zenobia  it  had  a  certain 
indescribable  charm.  The  intense  life  in 
the  man's  mobile  face,  and  the  bright 
scarlet  coat  of  the  monkey  that  lent  a 
touch  of  vivid  colour  to  the  grey  November 
afternoon,  caught  her  fancy;  and  she 
raised  the  blind  softly  so  as  to  see  better. 

Zenobia  was  not  the  only  person  in 
Queen   Street    who    had .  come   to   the 


window,  attracted  by  the  cheerful  sounds. 
Somebody  at  the  house  opposite  had  not 
only  pulled  up  the  blind  as  hish  as  it 
would  go,  and  thrown  up  the  window,  but 
was  leaning  boldly  out  of  it,  his  folded 
arms  resting  on  ibe  sill.  He  was  quite 
unawed  by  the  oppressive  req>ectability  of 
his  surroundings,  as  was  shown  clearly 
enough  by  his  frank  laughter. 

There  was  something  infectious  in  the 
sound  of  that  laughter,  and  Zenobia 
forgot  to  be  scandalised  at  hearing  it  in 
such  a  place,  and  under  such  circumstances. 
She  forgot,  even,  that  she  herself  was 
pUnly  ^ible  from  that  window  opposite 
— ay,  and  from  a  great  part  of  the  street — 
as  she  stood  there,  staring  with  wide  eyes 
of  astonishment  at  the  little  drama  that 
was  being  enacted  in  the  road  below. 

Presently  the  young  fellow  at  the 
window  opposite  turned  away  for  a 
moment,  and  called  back  to  some  one  in 
the  room  behind.  A  boy  joined  him 
ttien ;  a  boy  whom  Zenobia  knew  slightly, 
and  would  have  liked  to  know  better,  but 
for  her  shyness  and  reserve.  He  was  the 
cripple  som  of  wealthy  parents,  who 
idolised — but  did  not  know  what  to  do 
with — him ;  and  were  always  trying  edu- 
cational experiments  in  the  hope  that  they 
might  by  good  luck  hit  •upon  something 
that  would  help  them  out  of  the  difficulty. 

The  boy's  pale  face  contrasted  pitifully 
with  the  manly  strensth  and  beauty  of  his 
companion's  features,  but  it  reflected  their 
sunny  smile ;  and  Zenobia  thought  she  had 
never  seen  poor  CecQ  Paxton  look  so 
bright  as  when  he  presently  ridned  down  a 
whole  handful  of  coppers  on  to  the  pave- 
ment below,  and  laughed  at  the  comical 
agility  with  which  the  scarlet  •  coated 
monkey  picked  them  up,  and  the  extra- 
ordinary genuflexions  with  which  he 
acknowledged  them. 

But  the  sound  of  that  merry  laughter 
unfortunately  aroused  Zenobia's  slumbering 
aunt  to  a  startled  consciousness  that  some- 
thing  untoward  was  going  on,  somewhere 
in  the  vicinity. 

"Zenobia,    what    is    itf"    she    asked 

drowsily;    ''I  thought  I come  away 

from  that  window,  Zenobia  1"  with  a  sudden 
change  to  a  higher,  shriller  key.  "  Zenobia, 
I  wonder  at  you  1  What  are  you  doing 
there  f " 

'*  Looking  out,"  said  the  girl  brieflyi  as 
she  ttirned  away,  flushing  hotly. 

"  Looking  out  1  Yes,  I  can  see  that.  But 
has  it  occurred  to  you  that  if  you  can  look 
out,  others  can  look  in)    A  pretty  sight 
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for  all  the  gossips  of  Slowton  to  see  you — 
my  niece,  Zenobia  Brabonrne — staring  oat 
of  window  like  any  vulgar  nurse-girl  I  And 
you're  pulled  the  Uind  up,  too^  just  for  aU 
the  world  as  if  we  were  second-rate  seaside 
lodgings  1  Draw  it  down  again  directiyi 
and  come  back  to  your  chair.  What  did 
you  see  out  there  f 

.  *'A  monkey  and  an  organ-grinder," 
Zenobia  replied;  and  as  she  spoke  she  felt 
bitterly  conscious  that  the  little  scene,  thus 
described,  had  somehow  lost  all  its  pic- 
turesque charm  of  quaintness  and  colour. 
No  wonder  her  aunt  smiled  disdainfully. 

"  A  monkey  f  How  childish  I  An  organ- 
grinder)  How  vulgar  1  fieally,  at  nineteen 
you  ought  not  to  take  interest  in  such 
things.    When  I  was  your  age ** 

Still  the  reproving  voice  scolded  on,  and 
Zenobia  heard,  but  heeded  not.  After  all, 
her  offence  had  not  been  so  very  grave  a 
one.  She  had  been  silly,  perhaps,  but 
what  of  that)  The  young  man  opposite 
must  be  a  good  deal  more  than  nineteen 
years  old,  yet  he  was  not  ashamed  to  watch 
the  monkey's  antics.  He  would  not  thJnk 
her  even  sUIy  for  laughing  at  them,  too — 
not  that  she  had  laughed.  A  faint  smile 
had  just  parted  her  red  lips,  but  tiiat  was 
all.  Zenobia  was  too  unaccustomed  to 
laughter  to  take  to  it  naturally;  she  had 
been  interested  rather  than  amused,  and 
the  charge  of  vulgarity  her  aunt  had  seen 
fit  to  hurl  at  her,  had  recalled  her  to  herself 
with  a  rude  shock. 

But  the  charge  was  unjust,  and  Zenobia 
knew  it.  Therefore  she  listened  in  silence 
tQl  the  stream  of  the  old  lady's  reproofs 
was  exhausted,  and  dreary  sUence  once 
more  reigned  in  the  rapidly  darkening 
room,  behind  the  sheltering  blinds. 

CHAPTER  n. 

It  was  the  terrible  twenty  minutes  before 
dinner,  and  the  gueste  were  arriving  rapidly. 

They  were  none  of'  them  remarkable 
in  any  way,  so  far  as  could  be  judged  from 
appearances ;  nor  were  the  scraps  of  con- 
versation that  could  be  disentangled  from 
the  general  chatter,  exactly  of  a  nature  to 
impress  an  impartial  listener  with  a  high 
ophiion  of  the  intellectual  powers  of  we 
speakers.  Very  worthy  people,  all  of 
uem;  good,  solid  people;  who  went  to 
church  once  every  Sunday  because  it  was 
the  proper  thing  to  do,  and  had  a  re- 
spectable balance  at  their  bankers'.  The 
sort  of  people,  in  fact,  who  had  made 
Slowton  the  town  it  was ;  and  were  ad- 


mirably adiq^ted  to  live  in  it  with  comfort 
and  complacency  when  made. 

Zenobia,  standing  a  little  apart — a 
stetely  young  figure,  clad  all  in  white  of  a 
somewhat  severe  cut — saw  and  heard ;  and 
wond^ied  what  enjoyment  ^such  people 
could  find  in  meeting  others  so  exactly 
like  themselves ;  or  whether,  indeed,  any- 
body ever  enjoyed  anything— at  least,  in 
a  iSowton  drawing-room.  The  girl*was 
feeling  hopelessly  bored,  and  the  eiOforte 
she  had  conscientiously  made  to  contribute 
a  few  feeble  remarks  to  the  general  small- 
talk  had  been  singularly  unsuccessful,  and 
met  with  but  scanty  encouragement  She 
had,  therefore,  lapsed  into  silence,  though 
she  felt  bitterly  conscious  that  her 
silence  would  be  ti^en  as  much  amiss 
as  her  efforte  at  conversation  had  been. 
Some  people  seem  doomed  to  be  always 
iucthe  wrong;  and  Zenobia  knew  that 
she  was  one  of  them.  It  was  not  an 
agreeable  conviction. 

"Have  you  heard  about  the  Paxtons' 
latest  fad  ?^'  said  old  Mrs.  Tur9er  to  Mr. 
Brabourne.  **  I  shall  be  surprised  if  they 
don't  make  a  fool  of  that  boy  Cecil  among 
them." 

'"  Very  likely  you  n^y  be  right,  but  it 
is  a  difficult  question,  a  very  difficult 
question,"  he  replied  pompously.  "The 
boy  has.  ability,  I  understand,  but  his 
education  hitherto  has  been  extremely 
desultory,  and  if  this  young  fellow — what's 
his  name  again  t  Devondale,  eh  f — if  he 
can  induce  Cecil——" 

"  Mrs.  Paxton  and  Mr.  Devondale." 

Zenobia  started;  he  had  not  been  in- 
vited, she  knew;  but  there,  following 
Mrs.  Paxton  into  the  room,  was  the 
identical  young  man  she  had  seen  at  the 
opposite  window  the  day  before. 

He  was  faultlessly  attired  in  evening 
dress,  and  his  handsome  features  were 
composed  in  an  expression,  of  pensive 
gravity  very  different  from  the  look  they 
had  worn  on  that  previous  occasion; 
but  she  knew  him  at  once,  and  flushed 
slightly  as  she  recdled  all  the  circum- 
stences  under  which  she  had  seen  him, 
and — ^terrible  thought  1 — he  had  seen  her. 

"I  must  apologise  for  Mr.  Paxton's 
absence,"  the  lady  was  expluning  mean- 
time, in  a  loud  but  not  unmusic^  voice. 
"So  unfortunate,  but  he  had  to  go  to 
London  on  business.  So  I  have  brought 
Mr.  Devondale  to  represent  him — Mr. 
Devondale,  Mrs.  Brabourne." 
.  "Very  pleased  to  see  Mr.  Devohdale,  I 
am*,  sure ;  though  sorry  for  the  reason." 
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Mrs.  Brabourne  imiled  itiffly  aa  she 
shook  hands  with  him.  She  was  not 
quite  sure  yet  whether  he  was  a  snitable 
person  to  sit  at  her  table,  or  whether 
Mrs.  Pazton  had  not  taken  a  liberty  in 
bringing  him.  She  eyed  him  a  little  dis- 
trastfally,  therefore ;  for  he  was  so  hand- 
some.  so  utterly  unlike  the  Slowton  type, 
that  she  doubted — she  didn't  wish  to  be 
nncliaritable,  of  course,  but  she  doubted 
whether  he  would  be  quite . 

'*  It's  so  tiresome  having  one's  numbers 
thrown  out  at  the  last/'  Mrs.  Paxton  went 
on,  with  serene  unconsciousness  of  her 
hostess's  feelings  of  perplexity;  "and  I 
thought  that  perhaps  you  might  be  thirteen 
without  Mr.  Paxton — I  never  sit  down 
tlidbteen  to  dinner  under  any  circumstances 
—so  it  was  a  very  lucky  thing  I  had  Mr. 
Devondale  in  the  house.  Should  you  have 
been  thirteen  if  I  hadn't  brought  hLin  t " 

**No;  I  never  give  such  small  dinner- 
parties as  that  1 "  with  dignity.  « It  is 
reaUy  hardly  worth  while.  I  suppose,  aa 
no  one  here  knows  anything  about  Mr. 
Devondale,"  she  added,  lowering  her  voice 
to  a  confidential  murmur,  "I  had  better 
send  Um  in  with  Zenobiat  Otherwise 
I  might  give  offence." 

"  Oh,  he's  quite  the  gentleman,  I  assure 
you.  His  father's  a  clergyman,  I  believe, 
and  Mr.  Paxton  was  quite  satisfied  with 
his  references." 

Mra.  Paxton's  voice,  even  when  slightly 
lowered^  was  still  distinctly  audible  to  the 
entire  company;  but,  if  Mr.  Devondale 
heard,  he  betrayed  no  consciousness  that 
he  knew  himself  to  be  the  subject  of  such 
flattering  remarks,  unless  a  slight  contrac- 
tion at  the  corners  of  his  well-cut  m6uth 
might  be  taken  as  a  sign  of  half-contemp- 
tuous amusement 

Then  Mr.  Brabourne,  after  a  moment's 
surprised  contemplation  of  this  unlooked- 
for  guest,  stepped  forward  and  welcomed 
him  civilly  enough ;  but  as  any  geniality 
of  manner  was  impossible  to  this  frosty- 
natured  man,  his  greeting  was  little  calcu- 
lated to  remove  the  unpleasant  impression 
his  wife's  stiff  reception  of  Mr.  Devondale 
might  well  be  supposed  to  have  left  on  the 
mind  of  the  young  fellow  himself,  and  of 
all  who  observed  it.  However,  geniality 
was  not  highly  thought  of  in  Slowton,  so 
that  the  lack  of  it  was  the  less  remarked. 

«Dear  me,  'speak  of  the '  and  we 

all  know  what  happens!"  Mrs.  Tomer  ex- 
claimed.   ''Zenobia,  was  your  aunt  aware 

why,  what  a  colour  you've  got,  child ! 

I  hadn't  observed  the  room  was  so  hot." 


"Shall  I  open  the  window  a  little t" 
and  Zenobia  turned  to  It,  thankful  to  have 
•omething  to  occupy  her,  and  distract  her 
attention  from  the  little  scene  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room — a  scene  that  filled  her 
wiUi  wrath  and  mortification. 

'*  Not  for  the  world  I  I  can't  endure 
the  night  air  right  on  my  back,  and  you 
must  be  mad  to  propose  such  a  thing," 
Mrs.  Turner  said  indignantly.  "  Do  yon 
wish  me  to  be  in  my  bed  to-morrow,  and 
wrnne  with  pdn  t  No,  no ;  I  must  decline 
to  obuge  you  so  far." 

Zenobia  closed  the  curtains  again  and 
sat  down  resignedly. 

In  another  moment  Mrs.  Brabourne  bore 
down  upon  her  niece,  followed  by  the 
unbidden  guest,  and  hastily  introduced 
him  to  her ;  afterwards  bustling  on  her  way 
to  explain  to  the  highly  respectable  old 
gentleman  who  was  to  have  taken  Zenobia 
in  to  dinner  the  unavoidable  change  in  the 
programme. 

"I  think  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  before.  Miss  Brabourne  t " 

Zenobia  raised  her  eyes,  flushing  slightly. 
He  remembered  her,  then,  this  self-possessed 
young  man,  with  the  bright  smile  and  the 
pleasant  voice  t  The  flash  of  recognition 
she  had  seen  in  his  eyes,  as  they  met  hers 
in  that  fiirst  moment  of  his  entrance,  liad 
really  been  for  her,  and  for  her  alone.  It 
was  a  gratifying  but  alarming  thought. 

**  I  did  not  kqow  that  you  saw  me,''  she 
said  shyly. 

"  You  thought  I  was  too  much  occupied 
with  the  monkey  t "  he  laughed.  "  Xt  r^lly 
was  a  clever  little  beast,  but  not  quite  so 
absorbing  as  all  that.  I  am  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  taking  you  in  to  dinner,"  he 
added,  as  the  general  move  to  the  dining- 
room  began.  « I  am  going  to  ask  yon  to 
instruct  me  in  all  the  Slowton  politics." 

"  You  will  not  find  them  very  interest- 
ing," guardedly. 

'*  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  he  replied,  aa 
they  fell  into  their  place  in  the  stately  little 

E recession.    "  It  must  be  a  very  dull  plaoe 
1  which  there  is  absolutely  nothing  to 
interest  me." 

"  Slowton  is  a  very  dull  place  indeed," 
Zenobia  said  emphatically. 

^ "  You  speak  with  such  an  air  of  con- 
viction that  I  must  suppose  you  have  lived 
here  some  time  f " 

"  All  my  life,  if  one  can  call  it  living. 
Nothbe  ever  happens  here.  You  wonul 
hardly  believe  it,  but  that  monkey  yester- 
day was  quite  an  event — a  very  undesirable 
one,  my  aunt  thought." 
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''You  certainly  appear  to  suffer  from 
a  lack  of  incident/'  he  observed  ttiongh't- 
fnlly.  <*OecQ  has  told  me  something  of 
this,  but — ^you  know  Cecil,  of  course!  " 

''  A  little ;  yes." 

"Are  yon  aware  that  the  boy  Worships 
yon  afar  off  t  No,  I  am  not  jokmg,"  as  she 
turned  upon  him  eyes  of  frank  astonish- 
ment ''  He  would  like  to  know  you  more 
than  a  littla" 

"  Poor  boy,  how  dull  he  must  be  1 " 

"He,  or  his  life  f "  he  asked,  with  an 
amused  smile. 

''Do  you  honestly  think  that  we  look 
an  interesting  race,  we  natives  of  Slow- 
ton?  "she  retorted,  lowering  her  voice  a 
little,  as  she  glanced  along  the  line  of  faces 
opposite.  "  Do  you  think  life  can  be  any- 
thing but  dull  among  such  people  as  we  are  f" 

He,  too,  following  the  direction  of  her 
eyes,  glanced  at  those  Slowton  faces ;  and 
then  at  the  delicate  profile  and  proudly 
poised  head  of  the  girl  beside  him. 

"  No,"  he  admitted  slowly ;  "  the  natives 
of  Slowton  are  not  an  interesting-looking 
race,  but — there  are  exceptions.  The 
exceptions,  while  proving  the  rule,  make 
amends  for  all  the  rest" 

"  I  suppose  Cecil  is  an  exception  ? " 

"Most  decidedly  so;  I  find  him  a  most 
interesting  bear." 

•'A  bear!" 

How  pretty  she  was  when  she  raised 
her  ^eat  dark  eyes  with  that  puzzled  lool^ 
in  Uieml  Mr.  Devondale  might  be 
pardoned  for  thinking  that  Cecil  was  not 
the  only  exception  to  tibe  general  rule  of 
Slowton  dulness. 

■'  Yes,  a  bear.  Pm  his  bear-leader,  you 
know." 

"You!    Not  really  I" 

"Beally  and  truly.  The  doubt  you 
repress  is  not  at  all  complimentary  to  my 
powers  Of  tuition,"  he  added,  with  a  little 
langh.  "Do  you  know  your  scepticism 
wounds  me  very  deeply! " 

**  No,  no ;  it  is  not  your  powers  I  doubt, 
but  the  fact  that  you  should  care  to  use 
them  for  such  a  purpose.  Surely  it  is 
waste  of  time  for  you  to  stay  in  such  a 
place  as  Slowton  t " 

**  Now  I  fear  you  overrate  my  little  gifts 
even  more  than  you  previously  seemed  to 
undervalue  them,"  he  replied,  with  more 
grayity  than  he  had  yet  shown.  "I  don't 
suppose  the  world  will  be  much  the  worse 
for  my  temporary  seclusion  in  the  solemn 
ahades  of  Queen  Street,  while  I  myself-——" 

"  Yes  t "  as  he  paused. 

^*I  hope  to  be  much  the  better.    You 
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don't  doubt,  I  trust,  that  I'm  capable  of 
improvement  t " 

"  I  know  so  little  about  you— 

"True;"  as  she  hesitated,  looking  at 
him  with  serious,  questioning  eyes.  "When 
you  know  me  better,  you  will  answer  my 
question,  and,  ,1  hope,  favourably." 

"  It  is  not  very  likely  I  shidl  ever  know 
you  better." 

There  was  a  tone  of  something  very 
like  regret  in  the  soft  voice,  and  Mr. 
Devondale  wondered  a  little  if  he,  too, 
might  be  counted  as  "an  event"  in  the 
dull  life  this  girl  led  at  Slowton.  He 
hoped  moat  devoutly  that  it  might  be  so.  4 

"  Why  not  f  Our  houses  are  on  friendly 
terms ;  we  exchange  visits,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  You  live  in  Slowton,  and  I 
propose  to  make  a  long  stay  here.  Oh,  we 
must  be  better  acquainted,  Miss  Braboume 
— ^unless,  of  course,  you  do  not  choose  to 
associate  with  a  tutor,  a  bear-leader  f  " 

"  Oh,  you  cannot  think  I  meant  that," 
she  exdaimed,  in  a  tone  of  dismay.  "  It 
is  n'ot  a  question  of  my  '  choosing '  at  all, 
but  of  Slowton  society;  and  that" — she 
raised  her  eyebrows  expressively — "you 
see  what  that  is ! " 

"  I  do ;  and  I  suppose  it  won't  recog- 
nise me  except  01^  sufferance  f " 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  never  heard  of  a  case 
like  yours,"  she  replied  slowly.  "The 
boys  all  go  to  school,  so  that  there  are  no 
tutors  In  the  town.  With  Cecil,  of  course, 
it  is  different  But  in  Slowton  we  never 
seem  to  know  anybody  any  better.  It 
isn't  the  way  of  the  place." 

"A  most  unfriendly  way  the  Slowton 
one  appears  to  be  1  Can  nothing  be  done 
to  alter  it  1" 

"  Would  it  be  worth  while  f  Do  you 
really  think  that  you  would  be  the  better 
for  knowing  more  of  the  people  here  t " 

"  Speaking  generally,  perhaps  not ;  but 
in  some  particular  instances — like  OecQ's, 
you  know  " — "  and  yours,"  he  would  have 
liked  to  add,  but  the  utter  lack  of  self-  I 
consciousness  in  the  beautiful  eyes  that  ' 
were  raised  so  earnestly  to  his,  kept  him 
silent.  It  was  evident  tiiat  this  girl  knew 
nothing  of  the  language  of  compliment. 
"  Yes,  In  some  Instances  I  would  like  to 
know  more  of  the  people  here." 

"  I  doubt  whether  yon  will  ever  do  so," 
she  replied,  In  all  seriousness. 

Mr.  Devondale  did  not  question  her 
conviction  further,  but  ratibier  devoted  Ins 
attention  to  the  opportunity  he  now  en- 
joyed of  improving  his  acquaintance  with 
one  of  the  people  of  Slowton ;  though  he 
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felt  that  it  was  almoat  an  inBtdt  to  classify 
her,  even  in  jest,  with  the  wearisomely 
prosperonsj  ynlgarly  self-eomplaeent  men 
and  women  around  them. 

Bat  it  was  not  very  easy  to  get  acquainted 
with  Zenobia.  She  was  reserred,  and  had 
none  of  the  little  social  arts  by  which  the 
girls  he  nsoaUy  met  knew  how  to  help  the 
conversation  along,  and  give  general 
statements  a  personal  application.  She 
was  so  serioas,  so  intensely  in  earnest  about 
everythhig,  that  he  found  himself  growing 
serious,  too,  and  talking  to  her  as  gravely 
as  though  he  were  a  hundred  and  one, 
instead  of  barely  five-and-twenty.  By-and- 
by,  he  thought,  when  he  knew  her  a  little 
better,  he  would  try  if  it  might  not  be 
possible  to  bring  a  smile  to  the  pale, 
serious  face,  and  the  light  of  laughter  to 
the  grave  grey  eyes.  By-and-by,  but  not 
now.  She  could  not  be  expected  to  smile 
and  laugh  all  at  once;  she,  who  had 
grown  up  in  Slowton;  upon  whose  ^ad 
young  soul  the  crushing  Slowton  influences 
still  weighed  heavily  I  She  yroxM  have  to 
learn  to  smile,  to  learn  to  laugh ;  and  he, 
Francis  Devondale,  was  the  man  to  teach 
her ;  of  that  he  was  assured. 

When  the  ladies  had  withdrawn,  he  had 
every  opportunity  of  observing  the  amazhig 
paucity  of  ideas  that  was  the  most  remark- 
able diaracteristic  of  the  men  of  Slowton. 
The  Rector  alone,  who  was  a  gentleman 
and  a  scholar,  occasionally  had  something 
to  say  that  was  really  worth  saying,  and 
said  it  well  He  found  in  him  a  pleasant 
companion  during  the  somewhat  lengthy 
tuterval  that  elapMd  before  they  all  repaired 
to  the  drawing-room ;  where  Mrs.  Braboume 
was  entertaining  the  other  ladies  with 
a  long  story  about  some  little  fracas  that 
had  occurred  some  days  before  below-stairs, 
while  Zenobia  played  a  classical  piece 
on  the  piano  with  great  correctness,  and 
no  feeling;  but  then  the  piece  did  not 
seem  to  require  any. 

*'Will  some  one  else  give  us  a  little 
music  t "  Mrs.  Braboume  udd,  as  Zenobia's 
final  chords  were  drowned  in  a  burst  of 
small-talk.  ^'Mrs.  Pazton,  you  play,  I 
know." 

*<0h,  get  Mr.  Devondale  to  sfaig:  he 
sings  splendidly— just  like  a  professional  1  *' 
she  said  carelessly. 

"But,   my  dear    Mrs.  Pazton,    surely 


professional  singing  would  be  a  little  put 
of  place  in  my  cbrawing-room  1 " 

*'  Ob,  but  he  is  not  really  professional, 
you  know ;  he  only  sings  just  like  a  profes- 
sional, which  is  qdte  a  different  tUng.** 

''Mrs.  Pazton  is  getting  a  little  mixed 
in  my  profession,"  Mr.  Devondale  remarked 
aside  to  Zenobia,  whom  he  had  speedily 
joined  at  the  piano ;  "  she  forgets  that  I  am 
only  the  bear-leader,  not  the  bear ;  so  it  is 
unfair  to  expect  a  performance  from  me." 

'<  But  you  will  sing,  will  you  not  ? " 

«If  you  wish  it,  certainly!"  with  a 
slight  emphasis  on  the  pronoun.  '*  But  to 
oblige  Mrs.  Paxton,  no  1 " 

'*I  do  wish  it,  indeed!" 

So  when  Mrs.  Braboume  presently  asked 
him,  she  did  not  ask  in  vaiut 

Certainly,  it  was  not  often  that  a  Slowton 
drawing-room  heard  such  singing  as  Mrs. 
Brabourae's  did  that  night 

A  more  cultured  audience  would  have 
known  better  how  to  appreciate  the  rare 
beauty  of  voice,  and  high  excellence  of 
style  and  traimng;  but  even  upon  the 
Slowton  mind  some  Impression  was  made 
hj  a  performance  so  utterly  unlike  any- 
thing it  was  accustomed  to,  and  the  com- 
pany paid  Mr.  Devondale  the  extraordinary 
compliment — atleast,it  was  an  extraordinary 
compliment  in  Slowton  circles — of  listening 
to  him  in  profound  silence. 

But  Francis  Devondale  cared  little  what 
impression  he  made  upon  the  Slowton 
mind  in  general  He  saw  nothing — cared 
to  see  nothing — but  a  slight,  girlish  figure, 
clad  in  white,  framed  in  the  sombre  window- 
curtains  ;  a  fair,  sweet  face,  crowned  with 
wavy  dark  hair;  deep  grey  eyes,  full  of 
changing  expresdon,  of  ever-varying  light 
and  shadow,of  sympathetic  emotion.  Those 
eyes  were  a  revelation  to  him  while  he  sang; 
even  as  his  singing,  with  all  its  passion  and 
its  power,  was  a  revelation  to  her. 

But  the  singing  ceased,  the  revelation 
was  over;  and  soon  aiterwards  Mrs. 
Brabourne's  party  broke  up,  and  her  guests 
took  their  departure. 

No-w    Ready, 
TH'P    VX'I'"RA 
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CHAPTER  VII.       WITHOUT   LEAVE. 

Drummer  Coghlan  had  led  &  aomewhat 
cbeqneted  exiatence.  la  thecoorta  of  Love 
hia  condnct  had  bacn  too  ardanii,  and 
dluBt«r  had  resalted.  In  this  matiner. 
A  cettain  Corporal  ol  the  legiment  died, 
leaving  a  widow — in  tiath  no  novioe  to 
the  BorrovB  of  bereaTement,  since  she  was 
in  the  habit  of  deeignating  the  aaid  Corporal 
"  Kamber  three."  It  will  be  aeen  at 
once  that  there  was  Bomething  attractive 
about  the  lady  In  qaeiUon,  To  eum  np 
theie  charms  it  may  be  said,  she  was  a 
neat,  trim,  boatUng,  dark-eyed  little  woman, 
who  kept  her  home — ench  ai  it  was — aa 
clean  u  a  new  pin;  ahe  was  sober,  In- 
dnattiotu,  and  devoted  to  the  regiment  in 
which  ahe  bad  abaady  enliated  three  times. 
It  waa  aud  that  once,  daring  one  of  her 
short  wldonhooda,  a  certain  daring  ciYQian 
had  "offered  marriage,"  with  inch  reanlts 
to  hlmaelf  that  he  waa  fonnd  aitting  on  a 
stone  outside  the  barrack  gates,  weeping 
bitterly,  with  a  bnmp  the  size  of  a  dnck'a 
egg  on  his  bead,  Ute  mark  of  the  too 
»aloiu  applieatlon  of  a  broom-handle.  It 
nltimately  tranipired  that,  in  a  frenzy  of 
indignation,  the  fair  one  had  asked  him  with 
frantic  sareatm,  "  What  he  took  her  for,  to 
think  ahe'd  detert  the  old  regiment,  and 
take  np  with  a  fool  of  a  civilian  as  didn't 
know  now  to  pat  hia  feet  to  the  groond  I " 

Ttiis  was  after  her  second  venture, 
Again  she  took  the  shilling ;  and  again  was 
\m  lamenting.  On  the  morning  uter  tiw 
Ocnporal,  wi£  slu^ek  of  fife  and  roll  of 


dram,  and  many  black-clad  females  follow- 
ing on,  had  been  laid  to  rest,  the  widow 
preaented  herself  before  the  Colonel  at 
Orderly  Boom,  Drummer  Coghlan  also 
presented  himaelf,  Icoklng  mighty  solemn, 
bat  not  one  whit  abashed,  and  supported 
by  hia  comrade,  who  kept  saying  "  Drat 
the  woman  "  in  a  blood-cord  ling  whiaper 
at  intervals,  and  passing  the  back  of  his 
hand  acTOaa  hia  month  as  If  haunted  by 
dreamy  vtsiona  of  the  canteen.  The  widow 
was  also  accompanied  by  a  ftlend,  who 
kept  imploring  her  to  "hold  np,"uid  "  keep 
up,"  and  "be  calm  now";  the  widow 
looking  Infinitely  demure,  dressed  in  a 
neat  suit  of  black,  but  not  In  weeds.  She 
"  never  wore  them  thinga  for  any  of  'em, 
and  wasn't  goin'  to  begin  now,' ahe  said, 
"  but  paid  respect  where  anch  wa«  doo,  an' 
didn't  grn<^ga  a  bombazice  at  one-»nd-nine, 
nor  make  complaints  of  cost  of  rlbbiog  witli 
a  neat  aalin  edge."  Her  appearance,  there- 
fore, In  eonaeqtience  of  thb  noble  disregard 
of  expense,  was  beyond  reproach;  and 
her  demeanour  matched  her  dress. 

She  spoke  In  a  clear,  pleasant- toned 
voice,  looking  the  fiery  Colonel  calmly  in 
the  face. 

If  you  pleasp,  ahe  wished  to  pat  in  a 
crime  against  Drummer  Coghlan  there. 
Her  feelinga  had  been  that  harrowed  and 
hnrt  as  words  would  fail  to  tell  if  she 
spoke  for  a  bleased  week,  and  the  gentle- 
men had  patience  to  listea  to  her. 

The  Colonel  eUred  — a  liabit  he  bad, 
which  meant  absolately  nothing  —  and 
asked  her,  kindly  enongh,  to  pat  her  com- 
plaint in  aa  few  words  as  poaaible. 

She  knew,  and  every  woman  as  stood 
the  Hundred  and  Ninety-Thiid  regiment 
knew,  they  had  a  friend  in  the  Colonel — 
Gjd  bleaa  him  t  Ttaey  knew  be  wasn't 
one  to  see  them  put  upon  or  belittled — 
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not  he  1  Here  an  impatient  wave  of  the 
CUef 8  slender,  finely-formed  hand,  and  a 
grant  from  the  Major  standing  by,  stayed 
the  stream  of  her  eloquence. 

'*  Can't  yon  do  as  yon're  told  f "  pat  in 
the  Adjatsnt,  speaking  in-a  mighty  different 
voice  from  that  in  which  he  whispered 
soft  nothings  in  the  ears  of  the  fair  ones 
at  the  Castle  balls. 

The  widow  gave  never  a  glance  in  his 
direction.  In  the  presence  of  the  Colonel 
of  the  regiment  she  recognised  no  others, 
charmed  they  never  so  wisely.  She  wished 
to  pat  in  a  crime  aeainst  the  drammer 
there ;  he  bad  '<  acted  nnseemly "  to  her. 
She  was  a  desolate,  nnprotected,  lone 
woman  with  no  husband  at  her  back; 
she  claimed — with  confidence — the  protec- 
tion of  her  Colonel 

"What  did  the  man  dot"  said  that 
potentate,  tapping  the  orderly-room  table 
with  a  gold  pencil-case. 

Well,  it  was  thasly :  when  she  and  her 
friends  were  standing  roond  the  ''open 
grave ''  of  her  late  husband,  and  the  Chap- 
lain was  reading  the  gool  word  over  him, 
that  varmint  there,  he  tore  the  fly-leaf 
out  of  his  blessed  prayer-book,  wrote  on  it 
with  a  pencil,  and  had  it  passed  round  to 
her,  the  bereaved  and  sorrowing  widow. 
Here  she  showed  every  sign  of  being  about 
to  shed  a  tear,  and  the  friend  who  ac- 
companied her  exhorted  her  audibly  '*  not 
to  give  way." 

''  Well,  and  what  was  on  the  paper  f " 
said  the  Colonel,  as  grave  as  a  judge,  and 
glaring  round  officers,  non-coms.,  clerks, 
and  privates,  to  be  sure  that  no  covert 
smile  lurked  anywhere. 

"  If  I  must  take  my  dyin'  oath,  sir,  these 
were  the  very  words : 

«  '  Give  me  first  chance.  Tour  devoted 
lover,  Jim  Coghlan.* 

And  it's  more  than  any  decent  woman 
can  stand,  please,  sir,  to  have  her  feelin's 
jumped  on,  and  trod  on,  and  hurt  that 
way,  so  it  is." 

Drummer  Coghla&'s  explanation  was 
simplicity  itself. 

"  Tou  see,  sir/'  said  the  accused,  **  the 
article  was  good,  and  shure  and  enough 
I  knew  the  bidding  would  be  brisk,  so  I'd  I 
a  mind  to  get  first  chance ;  an'  no  offence 
meant  at  all  at  all,  an'  sorry  if  any's  taken, 
saving  your  presence." 

'*  You  have  behaved  in  a  most — aheml 

unseemly  manner "  began  the  Colonel, 

still  glaring,  and  stonily  severe  of  de- 
meanour. 


■*  Shure  an'  I'd  no  manin'  of  that  soart 
at  all  at  all,"  put  in  poor  Coghlan,  at 
which  the  Adjutant  thundered :  "Silence!" 
and  the  orderly-room  clerks  shook  in  their 
shoes.  • 

"  You  have  conducted  yourself  in  a  most 
improper  manner,"  commenced  the  Colonel 
again;  and  by  the  fierce  and  threatening 
looks  of  the  bystanders,  Coghlan  was  kept 
in  silence.  "You  must  make  an  ample 
apology  for  what  you  have  done,  and—-" 

"I  shall,  sir;  it's  myself  will  do  that 
same,  gladly,"  roared  the  too  ardent  lover ; 
*'  an'  it's  sorry  I  am  this  day  if  I  vexed 
the  lady,  an'  humbly  I  axes  her  pardon." 

Tue  Colonel  evidently  condoned  the 
interraption  for  the  sake  of  the  frank 
penitence  it  expressed.  He  tapped  the 
table — ^gently — with  the  gold  pencil-case, 
and  smiled  ;  yet  so  guardedly  that  no  one 
dared  follow  suit. 

Drummer  Coghlan  had  not,  however, 
said  his  last  word ;  and,  like  the  postscript 
of  a  lady's  letter,  this  last  word  contained 
the  cream  of  the  whole  matter. 

Drawn  up  to  a  rigidity  of  "  'tenshun  1 " 
almost  impossible  to  describe  in  words, 
the  rejected  suitor  delivered  himself  of  his 
pithy  valediction  to  the  Court  assembled : 

"  It's  all  right,  sir ;  I  can  see  I'm  for- 
given by  the  tear  in  her  oL  All  the  same, 
begging  yer  pardon  for  my  bouldness  in 
shpakin',  she  moight  go  further  and  fare 
worse." 

'  With  a  sudden  jerk,  suggestive  of 
being  pulled  from  behind,  Drammer 
Coghlan  disappeared  from  view,  while  the 
Colonel  was  taken  with  a  fit  of  coughing, 
and  requested  an  orderly  clerk  to  dose  a 
side  window,  from  which,  it  might  be  pre-, 
sumed,  a  draught  made  itself  felt;  the 
man  obeying  with  a  face  like  a  mute  at  a 
funeral,  but  managing  to  tip  a  wUk  with 
the  eye  next  the  wall  to  a  comrade  near, 
who  presently  burst  into  a  violent  and 
apoplectic  fit  of  sneezing. 

Orderly  Boom  over,  and  the  virtuous 
relict  duly  escorted  by  sympathetic  females 
to  the  quarters  that  would  BtUl  be  hen 
for  the  three  months  during  which  a  tender 
G-ovemment  houses  and  fMds  the  bereaved 
one,  fearful  sounds  began  to  proceed  from 
the  ante-room,  while  the  Sergeants'  mess- 
room  was  equally  uproarious. 

In  the  former,  Lieutenants  Bliuard 
and  Verrinder  were  laid  oat  straight 
on  foar  chairs,  calling  imperiouslv  for 
brandies  and  sodas;  while  in  the  falter, 
the  Scotch  Sergeant  who  reigned  supreme 
a^i  the  hospital  had  crossed  from  his  own 
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comfortable  diggings,  taken  a  seat  among 
hifl  hilarious  compeers,  and — ^smiled;  after- 
wards proceeding  to  order  a  foaming 
beaker  of  ale,  as  if  to  support  nature  under 
such  an  unusual  display  of  emotion. 

In  the  hospital,  when  the  Sergeant 
smiled,  the  orderlies  sniggered;  on  the 
very  rare  annual  occasions  when  he 
laughed  out  loud,  they  roaied,  frightening 
timid  patients.  Drummer  OogUan  was 
deddedly  droll;  therefore  the  canny 
Scotchman  smiled,  and  the  Sergeants' 
mess  was  irradiated.  The  last  touch  of 
the  episode — that  parting  sha^t  of  love, 
which  hinted  to  the  Corporal's  widow 
that  perhaps,  by  her  fastidiousness,  she 
was  losing  a  good  thing — was  almost 
deserving  of  a  laugh,  indeed  quite;  but 
the  day  was  warm,  and  the  Sergeant 
could  not  rise  to  the  occasion.  Mean- 
while the  Colonel  had  entered  the  ante- 
room. Blizzard  and  Chubby  started  to 
their  feet,  suddenly  grave  as  judges, 
but  at  the  sound  of  the  Chiefs  hearty 
"By  Gad!"  and  heartier  laughter,  theb 
merriment  broke  out  again,  and  tiie 
incident  of  Drummer  Coghlan's  indiscreet 
wooing  became  established  as  a  regimental 
"  good  story,"  to  be  told  and  retold  as 
occasion  might  require.  At  the  end  of 
her  three  months'  '*  maintenance,"  the 
Corporal's  widow  became  again  a  wife, 
and,  at  the  time  our  story  opens,  had 
attained  to  the  high  but,  in  my  opinion, 
very  undesirable  elevation  of  quarter- 
master's wife — that  is,  one  with  the  rank 
of  an  officer's  wife,  but  none  of  the  social 
position;  too  often,  indeed,  a  womaQ  of 
no  friends,  dwelling  upon  a  debateable 
ground  that  is  arid  and  drear,  where  no 
sun  shines,  and  no  fair  flower  blows. 
She  was  not  one  to  thrust  herself  forward, 
and  have  to  be  held  at- arm's  length — not 
she — ^but  it  may  be  doubted  if  there  were 
not  times  in  that  trying  to  live  up  to  a 
position  thrust  upon  her  by  the  promotion 
of  her  worthy  husband  from  the  ranks, 
when  Drummer  Coghlan's  Parthian  shot 
was  called  to  mind,  and  she  wished  herself 
back  among  the  simple  friends  of  old,  and 
would  have  been  glad  to  have  taken  a 
turn  and  had  a  good  gossip  at  "*the  tubs." 

Hifr  unlucky  amatory  adventure  made 
Drummer  Ooghlan  a  hero  in  a  certain 
small  way.  There  was  a  daring  about,  the 
thing  that  pleased.  He  was,  indeed,  a  most 
gay  and  cheery-hearted  soldier,  and  embar- 
rassingly popular  with  the  children  of  the 
regiment,  so  that  to  pass  along  the  married 
quarters  was  somewhat  of  an  ordeat 


*^Arrah,  now,"  he  would  say  to  the 
procession  that  gradually  eathered  at  his 
coat-tail,  "don't  be  foUowm'  on  after  me 
as  if  I  was  a  volunteer  in  a  country 
town.  'Tain't  as  it  ought  to  be,  an'  me 
one  as  serves  Her  Mqesty,  an'  wears  a  I 
number  on  me  cap  1  Have  more  conduct, 
now,  the  lot  of  ye ! " 

But  "the  lot  of  ye"  didn't  care  a  straw. 
They  shouted  to  one  another,  "Here's 
Coghlan  come,  hurry  up  now  and  see 
him."  And  so  the  procession  grew,  and 
the  married  men,  lounging  at  their  doors 
with  tunics  unbuttoned,  forage-caps  on  the 
back  of  their  heads,  and  pipes  smoking, 
laughed  and  said  it  was  "  a  pity  Jim  hadn't 
a  .few  kids  of  his  own,  and  wouldn't  he 
make  the  grand  father  now  f "  while  the 
women,  with  rosy  arms  flecked  with  snow- 
white  suds,  looked  out  at  their  doors  and 
laughed  too. 

Seen  through  the  eyes  of  the  children, 
the  handsome  drummer's  attractions  were 
indeed  transcendent.  Was  he  not  the 
happy  possessor  of  three  exquisite  beines 
ciJled  Marmozettes — ^things  with  frifls 
round  their  necks  like  ladies,  and  sleek 
tails,  striped  in  alternate  black  and  grey  f 
Was  it  not  one  of  the  supreme  sensations 
of  life  to  hear  this  trio  chatter,  and  whinny, 
and  watch  them  thrust  tiny  furry  fingers 
into  the  recesses  of  Jim's  pockets  to  search 
for  a  stray  nut  or  sweetie?  Then  the 
names  these  wonderful  creatures  owned  to 
— Shadrach,  Meshach,  and  littie  Abednego 
— "  for  shure,  they  come  out  o'  the  land 
that's  loUke  a  burnin'  foiry  furnace," 
Jim  would  add  in  explanation.  Abednego 
was  the  most  entirely  entrancing  of  the 
three ;  also  by  much  the  smallest,  indeed 
could  crouch  into  the  palm  of  your  hand^ 
lifting  a  tiny  elfin  face,,  with  great 
pathetic  eyes,  from  a  bundle  of  grey  fur  and 
a  curled-round  tail.  Was  it  any  wonder 
the  children  of  the  regiment  followed 
Drummer  Coghlan  t  Might  there  not 
always  be  the  delightful  chance  of  Shadrach 
lurking  in  a  tail-pocke^  or  little  Abednego 
showing  a  wee  nose-tip  from  his  master's 
waistcoat)  It  was  only  when  Coghlan 
was  in  the  negligence  of  "  undress  "  that 
these  accidents  could  happen,  for  at  other 
times  the  three  marmozettes  inhabited  the 
innermost  recesses  of  his  doubled-up  cot, 
and  had  grown  so  'cute  from  Ions  ex- 
peiien^^e  of  the  service,  that  they  dived 
and  ducked  at  the  sound  of  the  inspecting 
Sergeant's  footsteps,  and  had  been  seen  to 
take  a  sly  peep  at  his  retreating  form. 
Nor  was  admiration  for  Coghlan's  pets 


364      lOotoberU,  1S9S.] 


ALL  THE  YEAE  ROUND. 


[Conducted  by 


confined  to  the  children  of  the  married 
quarters.  The  diminntlve  son  of  the 
senior  Captain  was  wont  to  point  and 
say  *<  monkseys,"  to  the  vast  admiration 
of  his  family,  when  he  saw  the  owner  of 
those  animcds  taking  his  walks  abroad ; 
and  as  to  "  little  MLssy/'  why,  eyery  one 
knew  how  her  gentle  heart  dang  to  them  1 
Who,  then,  was  <*little  Missy  "  f 

If  yon  had  asked  that  qaestion  of  any 
one  in  the  Hundred  and  Ninety-Third 
regiment,  that  person  would  have  stared  at 
your  lack  of  the  most  ordinary  Imowledge. 
When  the  buglers  bugled,  they  stared  up 
at  Major  Henneker's  quarters;  when  the 
fifers  fifed  as  the  sun  went  down,  the 
young  rascals  flung  up  an  eye  to  the  case- 
mcLts  without  surring  their  sleek  heads 
the  hundredth  part  of  an  inch ;  and  many 
times  and  oft  a  small  figure  in  whit^,  with 
sunny  head  held  coquettishly  on  one  side, 
and  little  hands  clasped,  and  falling  against 
her  Kate  Greenaway  robe  in  front,  looked 
daintily  out  of  window  at  her  *'  sojer  boys  " 
below.  Little  Missy  may  be  best  de- 
scribed as  an  **  unexpected  blessiog/'  The 
Major's  daughter  was  tall  and  shapely; 
his  two  stalwart  sons  were  launched  in 
life;  all  traces  of  a  nursery  had  finally 
disappeared  from  the  home,  and  then — 
little  Missy  camp,  like  an  angel,  or  a  butter- 
fly, or  some  lovely  bird  that  settles  down 
upon  a  garden  unawares.  Nobody  had 
got  over  the  surprise  even  yet.  She  was 
their  wonder,  their  miracle,  their  dear 
delight  and  joy.  Even  Mrs.  Musters  had 
a  smile  for  Missy,  and  in  the  very  act  of 
hoping  they  would  not  spoil  the  child  com- 
pletely, spoiled  her  most  atrociously  herself. 

To  deny  anything  to  little  Missy — 
who  would  be  so  bold?  And  so  ''the 
world  went  very  well "  for  Mrs.  Henneker's 
wee  daughter;  the  said  daughter  being  a 
precocious,  quaint-mannered,  and  dignified 
little  creature,  as  is  often  the  case  with 
these  late-born  children. 

Behold,  then,  one  night,  when  the  bright 
summer  was  just  past  its  zenith.  Drummer 
Coghlan,  crossing  the  innermost  barrack 
square,  the  quarters  of  the  married  officers, 
finds  himself  confronted  by  a  ghost ;  quite 
a  small  ghost,  it  is  true,  but  white  as  milk, 
with  little,  noiseless,  pearly  feet  curling 
up  over  the  stones,  and  a  golden  head 
shining  in  the  moonlight.  Drummer  Cogh- 
lan stood  still;  but  on  came  the  ghost, 
and  presently  stood  at  his.  knee,  boldly 
clasping  his  left  leg  with  two  small  hands. 

"  They're  gone  to  a  party — every  one," 
said  the  ghost  in  a  clear,  small  voice, 


perfectly  self-possessed  and  singularly  com- 
posed, the  while  she  let  go  the  iscarlet- 
striped  leg  to  open  her  arms  ever  so  wide, 
so  as  to  duly  express  the  amount  of  people 
who  had  absented  themselves  from  her 
abode  that  evening. 

"I  am  being  quite  trumphiant.  I  am 
doing  as  I  like,"  she  continued ;  but  In 
spite  of  her  "  trumphiant "  frame  of  mind, 
little  Missy — ^her  own  fair  namis  of  Coralie 
was  quite  lost  to  fame — cast  swift  and 
furtive  glances  at  the  house,  where  the 
Ifgbtless  windows  told  of  the  absence  of 
the  family. 

Drummer  Coghlan  was  terrified  to  see 
that  his  young  companion  was  attired  in 
the  very  slight  costume  of  one  long  white 
night-dress,  the  which  she  had  now  gathered 
artistically  in  onei  hand,  so  as  to  give  her 
little  pink  feet  fair  play.  A  cascade  of 
hair  like  spun  gold  hung  down  her  back, 
glittering  like  a  river  of  gold.  Her  eyes — 
the  angels  have  such  eyes  as  little  Missy, 
darkly  violet  in  the  tender  moonlight, 
grave,  steadfast,  sweet  beyond  things 
of  earth  —  looked  up  into  his  appall^l 
countenance.  Drummer  Coghlan,  being  a 
staunch  Catholic,  though,  perhaps,  not  a 
very  devout  one,  was  fun  to  cross  himself 
and  mutter  an  invocation  to  Saint  Joseph, 
that  favourite  saint  of  the  people. 

"  There's  first  post,"  said  the  little  one, 
as  the  air  was  suddenly  cut  by  the  acrid 
notes  of  a  bugle.  *'All  my  soldiers  must 
come  in  and  go  to  bed.  Do  yon  know, 
Mr.  Drummer,  what  I  saw  the  other  night  1 
I  am  very  trumphiant  when  Fm  by  my  own 
self.  I  do  what  I  like.  I  got  out  of  bed 
and  stooded  on  a  chair  at  the  window,  and 
I  saw  one  of  my  soldiers  come  over  the 
wall  there,  at  the  little  corner  there.  He 
was  just  like  my  cat — my  Minnymin,  you 
know — he  sat  on  the  wall,  and  then  he 
felled  down  and  fled  away." 

Coghlan  was  at  his  wits'  end;  was  he 
not  listening  to  rank  blasphemy  oat  of 
that  baby  mouth  t 

"  Heaven  save  us,  Missy,  and  the  holy 
saints  be  wid  us  this  night  an'  day,  there 
isn't  a  man  stands  the  Hundred  and  Ninety- 
Third  as  would  do  the  like." 

''There  was,"  said  Missy,  standing  tall 
and  slim  upon  the  stones,  her  head  tbrown 
back  proudly.  '*  You  are  a  wicked  story, 
Mr.  Drummer  Co'gan,  an'  I  shan't  be 
friends  with  you  any  more.  I  haven't  told 
nobody  but  you.  Ii's  a  secret— and  you 
are  wicked  to  say  ft  isn't  true.  Why 
shouldn't  the  soldier  be  like  Minnymin  if 
he  liked  to  t " 
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Coghlan's  cap.  was  ofiTi  and  hie  hair,  of 
which  the  parting  was  a  miracle,  all  rumpled 
np  in  an  agony  of  amazement. 

"  Save  us  all  1"  he  ejaculated  at  last, 
"  to  break  oat  of  barracks,  an'  them  er — er 
— er — hem  ! — Fenians  diillin'  on  ivery 
hillside,  an'  thimselves  the  spawn  o'  the 
divel  an'  all  his  hosts,  savin'  yer  little 
ladyship's  presence  in  the  namin'  of  the 
gintleman." 

'•Oh,  don't  mind,"  said  Missy.  '*I 
don't — I  don't  want  to  talk  any  more 
about  the  soldier  on  the  wall,  he's  gettbg 
tiresoma  What  I  want  to  know  fa  thb : 
where  fa  little  Bednegot  I  want  to  see 
him  so  very  badly — ^I  do  indeed." 

**  If  Missy  will  let  me  lift  her  up  and 
carry  her  over  the  stones,  and  take  her 
safe  home  to  sood  Eliza,  I'll  go  and  fetch 
Bednegothb  Messed  minute,"  said  Coghlan 
promptly,  with  all  a  soldier's  readiness  to 
take  advantage  of  a  weak  place  in  the 
enemy's  oatworks. 

'*But  how  did  you  know  my  nurse's 
name  was  '  good  Eliza '  1 "  said  Missy,  with 
unlooked-for  quickness.  *'And  she's  not 
always  '  ffood  Eliza,'  she's  sometimes  '  bad 
Elfza'  wnen  she  worries  me,  and  makes 
tangles  in  my  hair,  and  won't  let  me  do 
what  I  like.  Did  she  tell  you  her  name 
was  good  Elfza  1 " 

Night  was  merciful,  and  veiled  the 
drummer's  blushes. 

"Never  you  mind,"  he  said,  stooping 
over  the  cluld  and  gathering  her  in  his 
arms;  "just  you  let  me  carry  you  home. 
Missy.  Hearken  now,  the  first  post  fa 
done — all  good  people  should  be  abed." 

A  long-drawn-out,  lugubrious  note — the 
last  of  the  three  that  are  supposed  to  say, 
<'  Come  ho — me,'*  had  died  away ;  but  the 
ring,  though  distant,  of  many  footsteps 
broke  the  silence.  The  men  who  had 
been  out  and  got  no  pass  for  later  hours 
were  returning ;  laughter  aiid  voices  could 
be  heard,  and  mingling  soon  with  these 
came  shrill  cries  and  calls,  and  a  flying 
figure  was  seen  coming  from  the  Major's 
house  with  arms  wildly  extended,  and  cap- 
streamers  flying, 

>'  Look  at  'Liza,"  said  little  Mfasy,  with 
quiet  contempt,  "what  a  fuss  she  fa 
making  1 " 

To  thfa  Drummer  Coghlan  found  no 
reply  ready.  His  heart  was  beating  be- 
neath hfa  tunic  at  such  a  rate,  that  had 
little  Abednego  been  lurking  there,  the 
creature  would  have  been  frightened  to 
death;  hfa  tongue  seemed  to  cleave  to 
the  roof  of  hfa  mouth,  and  really,   when 


Eliza  came  lushing  up  to  him,  kissing  and 
clutching  the  child,  and  calling  on  Hebven 
to  bless  the  brave  soldier  who  had  saved 
her  darling  from  possible  death  and 
disaster,  the  poor  man  was  in  sad  case,  and 
— after  the  manner  of  his  kind,  who 
always  resort  to  the  empty  sound  of  strong 
language  in  moments  of  keen  emotion — ^pro- 
posed for  himself  an  appalling  future^  and 
still  meekly  carrying  little  Missy,  followed 
good  Elfza  to  her  master's  house,  and 
at  length  set  hfa  pretty  burden  down 
upon  the  dining-room  table. 

"WeUf"  said  Missy,  looking  gravely 
into  his  face,  and  totally  ignoring  the 
fact  that  Eliza  was  narrating  a  tearful 
story  of  how  she  had  found  her  young 
lady's  blessed  bed  empty,  and  xun  dfa- 
tracted-like  all  over  the  house,  and  lastly 
out  into  the  square. 

Then  Coghlan  capitulated  at  once,  said 
he  wouldn't  be  a  minute  fetching  little 
Abednego,  and  Missy,  with  a  sedate  "  I'm 
glad  you're  going  to  keep  your  promise, 
you  know,"  set  herself  to  wait  with  what 
patience  she  could  muster.  She  even  let 
'Liza  put  a  natty  cape  about  her  shoulders, 
and  slippers  on  her  bits  of  feet,  and  put 
a  stool  upon  the  table  for  her  to  sit  in 
state,  enthroned  like  a  queen,  and  then 
Coghlan  came  back. 

But  for  a  while.  Missy  could  not  make 
out  where  "  Bednego  "  was  one  bit  She 
put  out  her  precious  hand  and  touched 
Jim's  side-pockets,  and  fearfully  pinched 
the  flap  of  his  coat,  but  no  Bednego 
appeared.  At  last,  however,  she  gave  a 
pqueal  of  high  delight,  and  not  unpleasant 
fear,  for  there,  clinging  wildly  about 
Goghlau's  waist,  was  a  slender,  grey  furry 
arm  with  little  prehensile  fingers. 

"  Oh,  fetch  him  out  quite  entirely — do, 
dear  Mr.  Drummer,  do.  Can  I  spread  him 
same  as  I  spread  Minnymin  —  will  he 
mind  %  " 

Then;  with  her  head  on  one  side,  and 
her  divine  eyes  looking  up  imploringly : 

"  I  don't  think  he'd  mind  if  I  ppreaded 
him.  ..."  Thfa  with  a  deep  sigh  of 
longing.  .  .  . 

"  He'd  ought  to  be  proud  of  it.  Miss," 
said  Coghlan,  bringing  the  unwilling  little 
animal,  who  held  on  like  grim  death  to 
his  master's  garments,  into  full  view. 
What  a  pretty  little  fellow  he  was;  so 
sleek,  so  shy,  so  soft  and  downv!  His 
frill  gave  him  a  knowing  look ;  hfa  eyes 
were  big  and  bright;  and  with  what  a 
meek,  long-sufiTering  gaze  he  gently  sub- 
mitted  to  be   '*  spreaded,"  that  is,  laid 
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oat  atraigbt  on   hia   back   to  his  fullest 
extent,  and  so  held  like  Minnymin ! 

<•  He  likes  to  be  spxeaded/' said  Missy, 
regarding  him  with  great  complacency ; 
then,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction,  *>so  does 
Minnymin." 

Perhaps  it  was  jast  as  well  that  the  gift 
of  speech  was  denied  to  ttie  individaals 
in  question,  otherwise  Missy  might  have 
found  herself  in  a  minority;  as  it  was, 
there  was  no  one  to  contradict  her,  and 
soon  she  had  little  Abednego  cnddled  ap 
to  the  breast  of  her  nightgown,  with  his 
tail  confidingly  carled  round  her  arm. 
Not  only  so,  but  Elizi  fetched  a  clear 
white  grape  from  ttie  pantry,  and  oh,  what 
joy  to  see  him  eat  it  1 

Then  both  Missy  and  Abednego  grew 
sleepy,  and  faintly  protesting,  but  for  all 
that  with  her  tired  head  falling  on  to  'Liza's 
shoulder,  the  former  was  carried  back  into 
the  nest  from  which  she  should  never  have 
flown;  and  the  latter,  taking  one  spring 
Into  Major  Henneker's  special  chair,  would 
have  roiled  htmself  up  into  a  ball  to  rest, 
if  Coghlan  had  not  caught  him  deftly, 
and  let  him  curl  into  the  open  flip  of  his 
coat. 

The  night  was  balmy,  though  a  trifle 
crisp,  and  Coghlan  stood  at  the  open  door 
awhile,  until  preaently  'Lfza  tripped  down 
the  stairs,  after  which  time  began  to  run 
a  race  at  a  quite  ridiculous  speed,  and  the 
great  gong  apparently  went  mad. 

"I'U  have  to  be  after  going,"  he  said 
at  last ;  "  but  look  here,  my  girl,  will  I  put 
my  name  down  for '  indulgence '  9  Ttiere's 
always  a  lot  of  men  wanting  to  be  married 
'with  leave,'  an'  bejabers!  it's  myself  is 
among  the  lot  1  Hoots,  toots  1  just  look 
at  the  thing  fair  now,  an'  commune  wid 
yerself  over  it — not  forgettin'  you'd  see 
the  other  two  craturs  an'  little  Abednego 
all  day  an'  ivery  day — an'  what  more  can 
I  say  than  that,  acushia  f " 

What,  indeed  1  Surely  the  prospect 
was  enough  to  dazzle  any  girl's  eyes  ! 

Drummer  Coghlan  was  in  a  state  of  high 
glee.  They  had  laughed  nt  hin^  at  the 
canteen  four  yeara  ago  over  his  disastrous 
affair  with  the  Corporal's  widow ;  but  he'd 
have  the  laugh  on  his  side  this  time,  any- 
way, for  there  wasn't  a  neater,  sweeter, 
more  respectable  girl  in  all  Cork  City  than 
little  Missy's  good  Eliza.  She'd  make  a 
lovely  wife  entoirely. 

Here  Jim  pulled  out  a  shilling  from  his 
pocket,  looked  at  it,  and  slipped  it  back 
again.  Then  his  soul  bubbled  over  in 
song  t 


'*  I'm  keepin'  them  all  for  'Liza, 
I'm  keeping  them  every  one  ; 
Vm  keeping  them  all  for  'Liza, 
And  we  shall  have  lots  of  fan. 

What's  that  t " 

Drummer  Coghlan  was  passing  by  the 
little  comer,  the  crafty  little  comer 
where  the  shadow  fell  so  thick  in  spite  of 
all  the  moon  could  do,  and  ''  that "  was  a 
sound  like  a  cat  scratching  in  a  drain — 
scratching  stealthily,  too,  as  if  afraid  of 
being  heard. 

Coghlan  came  to  a  full  stop.  He  might 
have  been  a  wooden  soldier  fot  any  stir 
there  was  out  of  hiuL  The  scratching  went 
on,  and  then  a  dark  figure  crouched  in  an 
angle  of  the  wall  where  it  leaned  up  against 
the  hospital,  and  dropped. 

"  Harry  Deacon,  an'  you  in  your  stock- 
in'  feet  1  **  hissed  Coghlan,  with  an  oath ; 
and  there  stood  Korah's  lover,  a  white- 
faced,  trembling  creature,  his  boots  slung 
round  his  neck  by  a  string,  his  eyes  staring 
and  bloodshot.  If  any  ghastly  memory  of 
that  scene  in  the  big  square  on  a  day  when 
the  summer  was  young,  and  the  triangles 
braced  for  use,  came  into  the  minds  of  the 
two  men  thus  face  to  face  in  an  awful 
moment,  be  sure  no  word  was  spoken; 
only  Deacon  shrank  back,  till  he  stood 
'against  the  wall,  holding  up  his  hands  as 
if  in  dumb  appeal. 

'*  Tell  me  this,"  said  Coghlan  at  length, 
drawing  his  breath  deep  as  he  spoke: 
"are  ye  a  Fenian,  a  traitor  to  our  lady 
the  Qieen,  an'  a  disgrace  to  the  coat  on 
yer  back)  or  have  ye  been  out  on  the 
drink  an'  missed  post  t  Tell  me  the  tmtb, 
or  I'll  shake  the  sowl  out  o'  yer  body.'' 

"I've  bin—- on  the  drink/^  panted  Deacon, 
yet  did  not  speak  like  a  drunken  man. 

"  Where  will  ye  be  if  I  report  ye  to  the 
guard,  you  drivelling  fool,  eh  f " 

<' Don't  do  that,  Coghlan;  don't  do 
that,"  said  the  other,  his  dark  eyes  wild 
and  gleaming  like  those  of  a  hunted 
animal.  Then,  with  a  deep,  muttered 
curse,  he  shrank  back  behind  Iiis  com- 
panion as  a  tall,  swinging  figure  came  out 
into  the  moonl^iht  from  the  direction  of 
the  hospital. 

*'How  did  he  come  here!  Is  he  a 
devil  with  two  shapes  f "  whispered  Deacon, 
still  shrinking  back. 

"  Dlvil  1 "  snapped  Coghlan.  "  What 
divil  ? " 

"The  Adjutant— the  Adjutant" 

"When  it  comes  to  not  knowing   a 

Sergeant's  uniform  from  an  officer's  mufti, 

your  case  is  bad,  my  lad.     You're  not  far 

off  the  blue  horrors  in  my  opinion,  Private 
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Deacon;  an'  well  see  yon  wi*  a  shaven 
crown  before  long,  and  wid  no  sinse  in  ye 
to  spake  of.  Be  off  home  wid  ye,  an' 
make  no  more  ado.  •  It's  riskin'  me  stroipes 
for  ye  I  am,  Deacon;  an'  only  for  the  sake  o' 
the  poor  gorl  Norah  an'  her  party  face  I'd 
not  be  after  doin'  it  at  all  at  idL  Bat  don't 
go  staring  that  way  at  Coloor-Sergeant  nam- 
ber  one  company  and  callin'  him  Adjatant 
and  sach  like,  or  they'll  be  giving  ye  np 
for  a  first-class  Government  lanatic,  be 
jabers,  an'  lettin'  ye  have  free  maintenance 
for  nothing  all  the  rest  o'  yer  day&" 

Meanwhile,  in  one  swift  glance,  Gentle- 
man Jack  had  seen  and. taken  in  the 
porition*;  seen,  and  passed  on.  It  is  only 
those  who  know  their  soldier-world  who 
can  gauge  what  this  action  on  the  part  of 
a  non-commissioned  officer  meant.  Unde- 
tectody  a  slur  upon  his  own  conscience,  a 
something  to  bring  the  red  blood  rushing 
to  his  brow ;  found  out,  loss  of  rank,  dis- 
grace, and  shame. 

He  muttered  as  he  walked :  "  Again, 
again,  poor  lad,  he  has  been  caught  and 
tnppedj  and  I — what  have  I  done  1  .  .  . 
Given  my  honour  away,  played  the 
traitor,  ..." 

The  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow;  his  dark 
eyes  were  full  of  pain. 

''Am  I  mad,"  he  said,  "  that  her  eyes 
haunt  me  like  this — ^that  her  voice  is  ever 
in  my  ears  1  *  For  Norah's  sake/  that  was 
wliat  she  said  to  Harry  as  I  passed.  I 
heard  her— 'for  Norah's  sake.'  Ah,  the 
dear  heart !  but  what  am  I  that  I  should 
think  of  you  like  this,  my  gentle  lady ) 
Yon  are  far  above  me,  as  the  stars  tluit 
shine  there  in  the  far-off  blue.  Still,  to 
spare  you  pain,  I  have  given  my  honour — 
my  honour.  .  .  ."• 


THE    OLD    EOAD    TO   TUNBBIDGE 

WELLS. 


Just  seventy  years  ago,  the  date  1823, 
we  have  it  in  tlie  .culprit's  own  confessions, 
a  small  boy  from  Charterhousoi  at  seven 
o'clock  one  beautiful  August  morningi  was 
to  be  seen  awaiting  the  drawing  up  of  the 
stage-coach  for  Tunbridge  Wells  at  the  sign 
of  the  "Bolt  in  Tun,"  in  Fleet  Street.  There 
is  still  a  >'  Bolt  in  Tun  "  in  Fleet  Street, 
though  stage-coaches  depart  from  it  never 
more,  and  you  would  seek  there  in  vain 
the  measure  of  early  purl,  or  the  beaker  of 
rum  and  milk,  such  as  started  the  early 
traveller  of  those  days  on  his  way  with 


roseate  visions.  Not  that  our  Charter- 
house youth  was  thus  early  depraved ;  he 
had  the  honest  appetite  of  his  age,  he 
was  breakfastless,  and  he  had  spent  all  his 
pocket-money,  but  he  was  in  possession  of 
a  certain  sum  entrusted  to  him  to  deliver 
to  his  respected  parent.  The  voice  of 
hunger  prevailed  over  the  voice  of  an  over- 
sensitive conscience.  He  breakfasted  on 
coffee  and  hot  buttered  toast,  broke  into 
the  trust  money  to  pay  the  score,  and  went 
on  from  one  thing  to  another,  till  in  later 
life  he  came  to  write  ''Vanity  Fair," 
"  Esmond,"  and,  dedinbig  greatly,  "  The 
Virginians."  The  last,  however,  is  most 
to  our  purpose,  for  perhaps  the  freshest 
and  best  of  its  pages  show  how  Harry  the 
headstrong  began  his  career  of  pleasure 
at  Tunbridge  Wells. 

Bat  here  is  the  coach  at  hand  with  its 
prancing  tits,  the  swell  coachman  on  the 
box  with  shiny  hat;  the  fable  may  be 
narrated  as  weU  of  '93  as  of  '23,  only  in 
these  days  the  coach  gives  us  time  for  our 
breakfast,  and  apologises  for  starting  so 
early  as  ten-fifteen  a.m.  from  Charing 
Cross,  on  the  score  of  the  distance  to  go 
and  get  back  in  time  for  dinner.  And  the 
guard  sings  out  "All  right  1"  and  the 
stable-boys  snatch  the  sheets  from  the 
horses'  quarters,  and  away  goes  the  coacb. 
Is  it  over  London  Bridge  among  the  dim 
little  shops  of  '23,  where  the  yawning  shop- 
boys  are  taking  down  the  shutters,  past 
the  Marshalsea  with  its  prisoners,  and  the 
King's  Bench,  where  raffish-looking  captives 
wave  a  salute  from  the  grated  windows ; 
where  the  country  carts  are  coming  in, 
with  post-chaises,  and  the  early  mail  with 
its  winding  horn  f  There  is  a  turnpike  by 
the  "Elephant  and  Castle,"  and  soon  appear 
the  hedgerows  and  the  wispy  trees,  that 
suggest  perhaps  the  tufted  palms  of  the 
desert  and  the  tinkling  music  of  the 
"  Caliph  of  Bagdad." 

Or  shall  it  be  over  Westminster  Bridge 
in  '93,  with  the  roar  of  traffic  in  the  ears, 
and  the  jingling  of  the  tram-car  bells,  drays 
and  waggons  rumbling,  and  costermongers 
bawling  over  their  wares  in  the  roadside 
markets.  All  is  London  still,  noisy,  brisk, 
and  cheerful,  till  Lewlsham  is  reached  with 
its  long  high  street  stretching  along  the 
Tunbridge  road.  And  Le^dsham  holds  out 
hands  to  Bromley  with  hardly  a  break  in 
the  ranks  of  houses  and  villas.  It  is  all 
High  Street,  London ;  but  how  pleasant 
after  all  with  bright  parterres  of  flowers 
all  along,  with  shrubs  and  lawns  and  gravel 
drives  all  in  the  extreme  of  neatness  and 
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propriety  1  It  is  AmazoDia,  too ;  all  the  men 
are  away  picking  up  gold  and  ailver  in  the 
City.  There  ia  hardly  a  yoang  feUow  left 
to  play  tennia  with  the  girls,  and  a  hnah  is 
oyer  everything,  broken  only  by  the  tinkle 
of  Maad'a  piano,  or  the  baying  of  Nero  in 
the  paddock. 

On  the  right  lies  Hayea,  where  in  the 
big  honse  by  the  church  lived  the  great 
Lord  Chatham,  and  where  the  atill  more 
renowned  William  Pitt,  hia  second  son, 
waa  bom,  Farnborough  comea  next, 
hardly  notable  for  anything  except  that 
ita  church  waa  blown  down  in  a  high  wind 
in  1639,  and  waa  replaced  aoon  after  by 
the  preaent  edifice.  A  little  to  the  aoath, 
in  a  pleaaant  aecluded  nook,  ia  the  hoaae 
where  Dr.  Darwin  lived  and  carried  on 
hia  profound  biological  experimenta.  Here 
ia  all  health  and  wealtb,  with  pleaaant 
country  acenea  along  the  way.  But  in 
1823  the  road  muat  have  been  aomewhat 
lonely,  and  the  coachman  or  guard  might 
here  have  entertained  the  paaaengera  with 
atoriea  of  the  highwaymen  of  former  daya, 
to  whoae  haunta  we  are  now  approaching. 

For  here  the  country  aaaumea  a  wild 
and  broken  aapect,  with  glimpaea  every 
now  and  then  of  aummita  crowned  with 
groupa  of  treea,  and  of  wide,  indefinite 
proapecta  opening  out.  The  higheat  aum- 
mit,  at  some  distance  from  the  road,  ia 
known  aa  Knockholt  BeecheSi  and  com- 
manda  the  vaat  wooded  plain  that  liea  to 
the  aouth,  another  part  of  that  vaat  foreat  of 
Anderida  that  we  have  before  encountered 
in  making  our  way  to  the  coaat  There 
ia  a  aort  of  gloom  and  myatery  about 
the  ravine  into  which  we  make  an  abrupt 
deacent,  that  recalla  the  Spanish  aierraa; 
and  there  ia  a  kind  of  appropriateneaa  in 
learning  that  once  the  road  waa  haunted 
by  a  bold  highwayman  who  waa  known  to 
the  world  at  large  aa  Spanish  Jack.  In 
hia  own  country  he  bore  the  sonorous  title 
of  Bli  Gonzalez  de  Granez,  and  waa  born 
at  Alicante,  of  reputable  if  notnoble parents 
But  taking  to  evil  couraes,  he  escaped  the 
alguszila  of  hia  native  land  by  taking 
service  on  a  Britiah  man-of-war.  After 
aerving  aome  time  in  the  navy,  and  forming 
an  acquaintance  with  aome  "preaaed" 
men  from  the  Suaaex  coast,  Jack  took  the 
opportunity  of  joining  a  atrong  band  of 
amugglera  who  had  their  head-quartera  at 
Hawkhurat,  on  the  bordera  of  Kent  and 
Suaaex,  and  who  carried  on  their  traffic  in 
tea,  tobacco,  apirita,  and  foreign  ailka  and 
lace,  almoat  without  concealment  In  thia 
way  he  became  acquainted  with  the  chief 


highwaya  in  Kent  and  Suaaex,  and  doubt- 
leaf,  with  a  train  of  pack-horaea,  had 
often  paaaed  through  the  defile  before 
ua,  with  a  aharp  Jook-out  for  revenue  men, 
who  rarely  ventured,  however,  directly  to 
oppoae  the  march  of  auch  well-armed  and 
determined  deaperadoea.  But  after  a  time 
Jack  wearied  of  thia  too  regular  life,  and 
began  to  operate  on  hia  own  account  aa  a 
highwayman,  riding  a  good  horae  with 
aailor-like  reckleaaneap,  and  eluding  capture 
by  the  celerity  of  hia  movements.  Still 
he  waa  caught  at  laat,  and  executed  in  1756. 
A  contemporary  of  Jack'a  waa  William 
Page,  who  waa  dreaded  by  the  fine  people 
who  in  coach  or  on  horaeback  made  their 
way  to  the  faahionable  Wella.  "  You  will 
ride  with  ua  to  Tonbridge,  nephew  War- 
rington, and  keep  ua  f  romtiie  highwaymen," 
quoth  the  Baroneaa  Bematein,  who  for  her 
further  protection  had  a  couple  of  men- 
aervanta  with  piatola  and  blunderbnaaea 
mounted  on  the  box  of  her  carriage.  Page's 
method  waa  original  and  ingenious.  He 
ti^med  out  in  hia  own  phaeton  and  pair, 
faahionably  dreaaed,  and  with  the  air  of  a 
man  of  **  ton,"  took  the  road  to  the  Wella, 
or  aome  other  faahionable  resort,  and  at 
aome  convenient  by-way  turned  off,  altered 
hia  dreaa,  put  on  a  black  cut  or  grizzled  wig, 
aaddled  and  mounted  one  of  the  phaeton 
horaea,  and  piatol  in  hand  rode  cff.  Then 
it  waa  ''  your  money  or  your  life  "  at  aome 
carriage  door,  with  the  inmatea  of  which, 
perhaps,  juat  previoualy  the  highwayman 
had  exchanged  polite  aalutationa.  The 
women  shrieked,  the  men  awore,  but  all 
handed  out  their  puraea,  for  it  waa  known 
that  the  highwayman'a  challenge  waa  no 
empty  formula.  Then  back  to  hia  carriage, 
and  preaently,  perhapa,  overtaking  hia  late 
victima,  William  vowa  that  he  has  been 
atopped  by  the  aame  Ecoundrelly  highway- 
man, and  urges  pursuit  on  the  tardy  patrol. 
Then  to  dance  that  evening  at  the  Wella, 
in  the  best  of  company,  or  returning  to  town, 
to  the  maaquerade  at  Madame  Oornelya'  In 
Soho  Square.  But  thia  fondneaa  for  good 
company  waa  William'a  ruin,  for  after  the 
masquerade  one  night  a  pretended  Counteaa 
robbed  him  of  five  hundred  pounds  and  in 
hia  rage  he  made  a  vow  that  henceforth  he 
would  only  rob  women.  But  aa  ladiea 
with  fat  puraea  were  not  too  plentiful,  he 
aoon  had  to  abandon  thia  courae.  Still 
frequenting  the  maaqueradea,  the  fine 
gentlemen  gameateraiie  metatripped  him  of 
all  hia  winninga;  ao  that,  becoming  reckleaa, 
he  waa  captured  and  hanged  at  Maidatone, 
A.D.  1758,  and  hia  carcaae  hung  up  by  the 
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roadside  for  the  comfort  of  the  fine  people 
who  passed  on  their  way  to  and  from  the 
Wella  What  a  ^ory  he  might  have  written 
of  the  "  Adventures  of  a  Phaeton  "  1 

These  cheerfal  stories  carry  as  down 
into  the  formidable  ravinei  which  proves 
to  be  no  other  than  the  charming  little 
nook  of  Biverhead,  with  Madam's  Court 
Hill,  <<of  byegone  celebrity  for  highway 
robberies  and  coack  accidents,"  and  per- 
haps not  altogether  a  delight  to  cyclists  of 
the  present  day.  For  it  is  something  of 
a  climb  to  the  level  of  the  plateau  on 
which  stands  SevenoakSi  that  cheerful  and 
thriving  little  town,  whiel^  owed  its 
original  importance,  and,  indeed,  its  exis- 
tence, to  the  great  highway  on  which  it  is 
aligned.  For  it  is  not  only  as  the  way 
to  Tanbridge  and  the  Wells,  but  as  the 
ancient  route  to  Bye,  that  the  road  is  of 
importance — Bye  that  in  Elizabeth's  days 
was  the  great  port  of  communication  be- 
tween Protestant  Eogland^and  the  Hugue- 
nots of  France;  Bye  where  Elfzibeth 
herself  often  watched  the  embarkation  of 
her  soldiers,  destined  for  the  aid  of  the 
good  cause,  and  where  her  ally,  the 
*' great"  Henry,  once  proposed  to  visit 
her  from  the  opposite  shore  for  the  pleasure 
of  kissing  her  hand ;  Bye  that  is  still  the 
metropolu  of  the  Marsh,  and  the  once 
great  citadel  of  smuggling. 

It  is  impossible  to  leave  Sevenoaks 
without  a  visit  to  Knole  Park,  with  its 
grand  groups  of  noble  beeches  and  its 
time-honoured  mansion.  There  is  interest 
enough  about  Knole  to  occupy  a  long 
summer's  day,  for  the  house,  originally 
built  as  a  palace -for  tha  Archbishops  of 
Canterbury,  shows  samples  of  every  archi- 
tectural device  from  the  sixteenth  century 
down  to  our  own ;  and,  as  the  home  of  the 
Sackvilles  for  the  greater  part  of  that 
time^  has  been  stored  with  curios  of  all 
kinds  and  art  treasures  in  abundance ;  and 
as  an  example  of  a  grand  mansion  of  the 
seventeenth  century — with  much  of  its 
original  furniture  in  sitUy  its  ponderous 
state  beds,  once  gorgeous  with  cloth  of 
gold  and  splendid  devices,  its  hangings 
and  tapestries,  its  galleries,  ball-rooms, 
drawing-rooms,  halls,  and  innumerable 
staircases — is  a  thing  hardly  to  be  matched 
anywhere,  at  home  or  abroad. 

In  leavbig  Sevenoaks,  you  get  a  splendid 
prospect  as  the  road  descenas  in  a  maze 
of  unexampled  richness  and  beauty,  and 
a  turn  reveals  the  vast  plain  of  the 
Weald,  with  the  wooded  heights  that  rise 
between  us   and   the  dim  aerial  downs 


that  bound  the  distance.    But  when  we 
bottom    the   descent   we   feel    that    we 
have  come   into  a  different  region.     A 
drowsier  land  it  is,  this  of  the  Kentish 
Weald,  and  the  air  with  us,  as  with  old 
Lambarde,   ^'seelneth   somewhat  thicke," 
a  rich,  languid  air  that  tends  to  reverie 
and  general  indolence;  and  of  this  somno- 
lent region  Tanbridge  is  the  capital,  with 
its  tufted  Castle  hill,  and  the  soft  Medway 
flowing  beneath  in  many  Unguid  channels, 
and  a  rich,  malty,  nappy  flavour  in  the 
air.    Yet  the  boys  seem  alive  enough  as 
they  come  whooping  out  of  the  gates  of 
the  old  grammar  school,  while  rooks  are 
cawing  overhead,  and  the  steam-pipe  of 
some  neighbouring   brewery  gives   forth 
a  monotonous  bum.    Many  people  would 
like  to  see  the  Castle,  but  it  is  kept  se- 
cluded as  a  'bonne  bouche"  for  the  Archseo- 
logical  Society,  which  visits  it  every  five 
years  or  so,  uid  listens  to  learned  papers 
thereon.    But  there  is  not  much  left  after 
all  of  the  grand  old  Castle  that  held  out 
against  the  Bed  King  and  his  English 
levies — just  a  fine  thirteenth  century  gate- 
way, and  some  broken  walls  of  the  keep, 
about  which  it  is  hardly  worth  while  to 
disturb  the  repose  of  a  quiet  English  house- 
hold.   There  is  not  as  much  to  be  seen  of 
the  mother  Castle  of  Brionne  in  the  pleasant 
valley  of  the  Bille  in  Normandy,  for  which 
Bichard  de  Clare  obtained  it  from  the 
Crown  in  a  pleasant  primitive  method  of 
exchange.     A  rope  was  run  round  the 
Lowy  or  League  of  Brionne,  which  was 
the  special  domain  of  the  Castle,  and  as 
much  measured  off  round  the  tufted  hill 
above  the  Medway.     But  this  method  of 
dispensing  with  scribes  and  parchments 
can  hardly  be  quoted  as  a  happy  precedent, 
for  with  their  Castle  the  De  Clares  came  in 
for  a  troublesome  dispute  with  the  see  of 
Canterbury,  which  didmed  the  lordship  of 
town  and  Castle,  uidjor  such  a  potentate 
the  rope's  end  was  not  an  available  argu- 
ment.   The  later  history  of   the  Castle 
connects  it  with  the  Staffords,  who  made 
it  an  occasional  residence ;  first  that  Duke 
of  Buckingham  who  fell  in  the  Wars  of  the 
Boses,  A.I).  15  i9,  and  then  that  unlucky 
grandson    whose    head  was  "  off'd "    by 
Bichard  Crookback,  and  the  no  more  fortu- 
nate son  of  his  "  poor  Humphry  Bohun," 
decapitated  by  Henry  the  Eighth ;  all  these 
may  haveentered  in  state  beneath  the  heavy- 
browed  arch  of  the  old  Castlegate. 

When  Tonbridge  is  passed  there  is 
nothing  to  attract  attention  but  the 
pleasant  country  highway  among  farms. 
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cottages,    snug    county    manaions,    hop- 

Sardens,  parkf,  and  chasesi  till  you  reach 
lonthborough,  with  its  church  picta- 
resqnely  placed  on  a  breezy  common.  And 
here  it  was  that  the  first  visitors  to  the 
Wells,  after  their  waters  had  become 
famous,  pitched  their  tents,  or  had  their 
lodgings  in  the  cottages  that  presently 
were  bmlt,  "little  dean  and  convenient 
habitations,"  writes  Count  Hamilton,  ''that 
lie  straggling  a  mile  and  a  half  round  the 
WeUs." 

With  the  town  itself  in  sight,  there  is 
little  more  to  be  said  about  the  road.    But 
if  unhampered  by  the  exigencies  of  coach 
and  horses,  there  is  another  way  to  the 
Wells  from  Sevenoaks,  more  interesting, 
perhaps^  although  a  little  longer,  and  not 
such  easy  goteg.    It  is  through  a  country 
well  wooded  and  rather  wQd,  and  the  road 
passes  through  Watts's  Cross,  where  there 
are  a  few  houses,  but  no  traditions  as  to 
who  Watts  may  have  been,  or  where  the 
Crosscomesin,  whetherin  commemoration  of 
his  murder,  or  only  of  his  overseership  of  the 
parish.    And  there  is  Stocks  Green,  which 
speaks  for  itself  as  a  warning  to  vagrants ; 
and  then  we  come  to  Penshurst  with  its 
snug  inn  and  pretty  village,  and  the  church 
hemmed  in  by  ancient  timbered  houses, 
under  which  is  the  gateway  to  the  shaded 
churchyard.   The  fine  old  baronial  mansion 
of  Penshurst  Place  is  open  to  the  visitor  at 
stated  hours ;  with  its  hall  of  the  fourteenth 
century.showing  the  *'lonvre"  in  the  roof  by 
which  the  smoke  escaped  from  the  centru 
fire  of  logs.    The  minstrels'  gallery  is  there 
over  the  screens  which  conceu  the  entrances 
to  the  butteries  and  kitchens,  and,  indeed, 
all  the  arrangements  of  the  old  feudal 
mansion  may  be  studied  here.     The  main 
building  is  of  a  fine  Tudor  character  like 
the  Sidneys  themselves,  who  were  but  plain 
country  gentry  tOl  Sir  William,  who  fought 
at  Flodoen,  raised  the  family  to  distinction. 
Then  they  came  to  be  Earls  of  Leicester, 
and  gave  their  name  to  Leicester  Square ; 
but  tiieir  chief  claim  to  posthumous  honour 
after  all  is  in  their  brave  sons  and  fair 


and  the  same  of  which  Waller  sings  as  he 
declares  his  love  for  Saccharissa : 

G0|  boy,  and  carve  this  pateion  on  the  bark 
Of  yonder  tree  which  stands  the  sacred  mark 
Of  noble  Sidney's  birth. 

Still,  an  oak  planted  at  Philip  Sidney's 
birth  would  be  in  full  vigour  at  this  time ; 
though  from  Ben  Jonson^  allusion  to  a  nut 
— wmch  an  acorn  is  not — and  Wallet's 
injunctions  to  the  boy,  which  in  the  case 
of  an  oak  would  involve  the  destruction  of 
a  good  many  pocket-knives,  one  would  be 
inclined  to  guess  that  the  original  tree  was 
a  beech. 

After  Pepshurst  there  is  one  more  village 
to  pass,  Speddhurst,  which  is  like  any  other 
Kentish  village,  and  then  you  reach  the 
Wells,  throueh  an  environment  .of  new 
houses  and  ralas.  But  after  all,  which  is 
not  often  the  case,  the  entrance  to  the 
Wells  which  most  impresses  the  imagina- 
tion is  from  the  railway  statioa  For 
yon  arrive  in  a  entUng,  bringing  with  you 
the  "  thicke  "  idr  of  the  Weald  mixed  up 
with  smoke  and  steam,  and  from  thb 
subterranean  nook  yon  mount  liigher  and 
higher  like  Jack  on  his  Beanstuk,  and 
then  come  out  upon  a  region  so  utterly 
different  from  that  you  have  quitted,  tliat 
everything  appears  bright  and  exhilarating. 
The  air  is  so  sweet  and  delicate,  the  ways 
of  the  place  so  quiet  and  easy  ;  the  mstte 
of  the  leaves  in  the  shaded  Pantiles  seems 
to  bring  the  whole  eighteenth  century  back 
again — the  fine  gentlemen  in  cocked  hats 
and  perukes,  the  painted,  patched,  and 
powdered  dsmes,  the  fresh  country  lasses 
with  their  baskets  of  eggs  uid  butter. 

The  spring  stOl  bugles  forth,  but  un- 
noticed, in  its  granite  basin,  but  there  are 
no  dippers  there  to  claim  the  welcome 
penny  from  the  new  arrival.  Yet  It  is 
said  that  in  the  momins  early  visioiiary 
figures  may  be  seen  wending  their  way  to 
the  well,  the  fiddles  are  heard  in  a  slender 
thread  of  harmony,  the  doctor  with  his 
silk  small-clothes  and  gold-headed  cane 
parades  solemnly  amone  the  visitors,  and 
the  parson  in  wig  and  gown  exchanges 


daughters— Sir  PhiUp,  the  poet  and  gallant   ■mllinff  salutes  with  the  ladiea 


soldier ;  ''  Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's 
mother;"  sweet  Saccharissa,  Waller's 
flame ;  and  Algernon,  the  martyr  for  the 
"  good  old  cause." 

And  we  may  visit  Sidney's  oak,  which  is 
shown  near  the  pond  called  Lanarp  Well, 
without  feeling  strong  conviction  of  its 
really  being 

That  taller  tree,  which  of  a  nut  was  set 


In  we  days  of  the  Merry  Monarch  the 
Wells  were  gay  enough,  and  a  good  observer 
and  judge  of  manners,  the  Count  Hamil- 
ton, in  his  memoirs  of  Orammont  da- 
scribes  it  as  "  the  place  of  all  Europe  the 
most  rural  and  simple,  and  yet  at  the  same 
time  the  most  entertdning  and  agreeable. 
Everything  there  breathes  mirth  and 
pleasure."    He  describes  the  Pantiles 


That  taller  tree,  which  of  a  nut  was  set  pleasure.      HO  Qescnoes  we  ranuies  as 

At  his  great  birth,  where  all  the  muses  met,     |  a  long  walk  shaded  by  spreading  trees. 
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wfth  shops  plentlfalljr  stocked,  ^*  where 
there  b  rsffl'ng  as  in  the  Foire  de  St 
Germaiiie."  He  is  taken,  too,  with  the 
yoiuig,  fair^  fresh-colonred  eonntry  girls, 
with  olean  linen,  straw  hats,  and  neat 
shoes  and  stockings,  who  sell  game  and 
vegetables,  flowers  and  fmit.  Bat  with 
thte  fair,  rural  background  what  a  jumble 
of  queer  figures  in  front !  The  Qaeen  is 
there,  bat  is  hardly  a  check  upon  the 
wild  praiJ[s  of  the  courtiers.  Buckingham 
is  there, 

That  life  of  pleaaiire  and  that  soul  of  whim, 

and  in  his  most  frolicsome  humoar, 
that  spared  nothing  human  or  divine  from 
wUch  he  could  extract  a  laugh;  and  merry 
Nell  is  there  with  the  players,  as  a  foil 
to  whom  the  tall,  dry,  hard-favoured 
Prince  Bnpert  is  the  unconscious  butt  of 
the  sardonic  laughter  of  the  crowd. 
Beautifal  Miss  Hamilton  is  there,  too, 
with  her  Mend,  the  fair  Mrs.  Wetenhall, 
and  Lady  Muskerry,  about  whom  Bucking- 
ham exploded  in  **  feux  de  joie  "  of  jokes. 
And  the  "  belle  Stuart "  was  of  the  party, 
whose  beauty  of  form  is  preserved  for  us 
in  the  Britannia  of  the  halfpence,  but  who 
was  as  wild  as  the  rest,  if  not  as  wioked. 

But  if  there  was  mirth  and  music  and 
feasting  among  the  Assyrians,  the  tents  of 
Israel  were  pitched  not  so  far  off.  Indeed, 
there  has  always  been  a  strong  Puritan 
element  about  the  Wells,  and  on  the 
adjoining  heights  of  Basthall  gathered  a 
number  of  solid,  wealthy  citizens,  their 
handsome  wives  and  fair  daughters,  with  a 
sprinkUng  of  favoured  divines,  for  prayer 
and  exposition.  Among  these  last  was 
Dr.  Annesley,  an  ejected  minister,  with  a 
bevy  of  lovely  daughters,  one  of  whom,  the 
youngest,  became  .the  wife  of  the  Vicar 
of    Epworth  and    the  mother  of    John 

Wesley. 

Anothergenerationsucceedstheroysterers 

and  sdnts,  the  sons  of  Belial  and  the 
children  of  grace.  All  is  decorous  now, 
and  a  little  formal.  Tour  pleasures  are 
set  before  you  in  a  regular  schedule  with  a 
list  of  prices.  On  the  first  morning  after 
arrival  you  are  early  saluted  by  the  music 
For  this  civility  you  have  to  pay  half^a-crown 
or  mora  Then  you  must  proceed  in  a  suit- 
able undress  to  the  public  Walk,  drink  and 
pay  the  dippers.  After  that  enter  yourself 
at  the  assembly  room,  at  the  coffeehouse, 
at  the  bookseller's,  droppbg  a  crown  for 
yourself  and  each  of  your  honour's  family 
at  each  place.  The  muBic  will  be  after 
you  once^  more,  and  they  expect  half-a- 


guinea^  After  that  to  the  tea-rooms, 
where  breakfast  is  served;  in  fine  weather 
under  the  trees.  If  your  worsliip  on 
arrival  is  inclined  to  treat  the  whole  com- 
pany, that  will  not  be  taken  amiss.  Break- 
fast over,  it  is  *^de  rigueur''  that  you 
go  to  prayers,  and  that  you  stay 
to  salute  the  parson,  and  peruse  hb  book 
of  subscriptions. 

After  prayers,  with  what  sest  do  the 
fiddles  strike  up,  while  the  whole  company 
turn  out  upon  Uie  walks  1  And  then  what 
gossip,  what  scandals,  what  shopping,  what 
rsffiing,  with  a  little  quiet  gambling  for 
those  inclinedi  or  morning  whist  for  the 
more  sedate  1  At  two  you  dine,  and  then 
when  it  suits  you  turn  out  in  full  dress  for 
the  music,  tea-drinking,  cards,  conversation, 
and  lawAil  gaming.  Then  there  are  public 
balls  twice  a  week,  at  half-a-crown  and  a 
shilling,  where  the  M.O.  imposes  upon  you 
two  successive  partners  for  the  minuet^ 
while  the  rest  look  on  and  criticise  your 
capers.  At  eight  the  country  dances 
begin,  the  ladies  ranged  according  to  the 
table  of  precedence ;  tea  is  served  at  nine, 
and  chairs,  calashes,  and  clogs  at  eleven. 
With  all  this  you  have  concerts,  lectures, 
races,  and  love  and  gallantry  thrown  in  ad 
lib. 

And  for  company,  have  we  not  had  the 
best  in  the  land)  Good  Queen  Anne, 
who  paved  our  walks;  later  Prince 
Fred,  with  the  amiable  mother  of  infant 
George,  Amelia  and  Oumberland  to  follow ; 
and  in  due  course  the  Boyal  brotherB  York 
and  Gloucester,  who  were  ssluted  with  fire- 
works and  a  general  illumination.  Then 
we  had  Apollo,  if  you  pleaBc,  otherwise 
the  King's  famous  Oapellmeister,  Mr. 
Handel.  As  for  the  peerage,  to  name  them 
would  exhaust  the  "Eiei  Book.  The  famous 
Dr.  JohnBon  and  hia  Scotch  friend,  the 
illustrious  author  ot  ''  Clarissa,"  the  humo- 
rous Mr.  Fielding — oh,  we  have  had  idl 
the  wits  and  all  the  fine  gentlemen,  too, 
I  assure  you.  Beau  Nash  arranged  our 
code  of  etiquette,  Ghesterfield  approved  our 
moral  code. 

And  if  all  these  glories  are  past,  and  the 
Wells  no  longer  attract  the  fashionable 
crowd,  so  are  they  also  unhaunted  by 
crowds  of  trippers;  no  music-hall  songs 
are  yelled  along  its  pleasant,  cheerful 
streets.  But  what  pretty  gfarls  yon  see, 
what  families  of  charming  children  !  Kent 
still  sends  her  fair  daughters  to  the  Paris 
of  the  Weald.  Good  hop-growers  mske 
their  pQe  and  buy  houses  at  the  Wells; 
cultivators  of  cob-nuts  and  strawberries,  as 
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they  grow  riob,  take  ap  their  abode  there. 
And  what  breezy  commons  there  are,  and 
what  rockfl  I  You  might  not  think  much 
of  them  in  Wales,  bat  in  Kent  they  are 
marvellons.  And  what  an  altogether  re- 
freshing place  it  is,  with  rest  for  the  weary 
and  vigour  for  the  j<»ded,  and  peace  and 
comfort  to  all  within  its  ample  circam- 
ference.  And  if  its  waters  are  ont  of 
fashion,  there  is  always  its  delicious  air, 
that  none  of  the  winds  that  blow  in  other 
places  have  quite  the  secret  of. 

EEaRET. 

Low  is  th«  stream, 

The  swifts  fly  low ; 

A  curtain  of  cloud  is  over  the  sky, 

And  th«  thrushes,  that  sang  so  blithesomely, 

In  the  reedy  coverts  come  and  go, 

Chanting  in  fragments  fitfully 

A  dolorous  understrain  of  woe. 

The  millpool  frowns  with  an  angry  gleam 

And  a  menace  of  death  in  the  depth  below, 

Cold  shivers  of  deathly  anguish  pass 

Through  the  long  lean  leaves  of  the  river  grass. 

As  over  the  water  the  distant  chime 

Of  the  tolling  death-bell  beats  in  time 

To  my  sad  heart  mazed  in  a  mist-like  dream 

Of  the  dear  dead  days  of  years  ago— 

By  the  low-banked  stream 

Where  the  swifts  fly  low. 


A  SELF-MADE  MARTYR. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

"She  won't  have  me,  aunt,"  said  my 
nephew,  Fred  Marchant 

I  knew  that.  Had  it  been  otherwise, 
Fred  would  not  have  come  in  so  soon  and 
so  disconsolate. 

"  Why  1 "  I  asked. 

"  Am  I  a  bill,  that  she  is  bound  to  give 
reasons  for  rejecting  me  1 "  returned  Fred 
bitterly.  **  She  doesn't  love  me,  I  suppose. 
I  think  111  go  into  the  garden  and  smoke 
it  over." 

I  am  a  woman,  but  I  am  also  a  widow. 
His  tone  told  me  that  it  was  advisable  to 
let  him  have  the  last  word. 

"Do,  dear,"  I  said,  "and  take  one  of 
my  poor  Walter's  cigars.  It  will  perhaps 
soothe  you  better  than  your  pipe." 

Fred  had  been  down  to  the  Vicarage, 
ostensibly  to  play  lawn- tennis;  really,  as 
I  guessed  before  he  started,  to  ask  the 
Vicar's  daughter  the  question  which  had 
been  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue  for  the  last 
fortnight,  and  I  was  surprised  at  the 
answer  she  had  given  him. 

I  don't  pretend  that  I  liked  Amy  even 
then ;  but  I  thought  I  understood  her, 
and  I  had  never  credited  her  with  any 
special  aptitude  for  flirtation.    She  had 


certainly  encouraged  Fred,  though  — 
openly  when  first  she  knew  him,  and  lately 
in  a  tantalising  way  so  eminently  calcu- 
lated to  efifect  its  apparent  purpose,  tiiat 
it  would  have  been  inexcusable  in  aiiy 
girl  who  had  a  mother  to  help  her;  but 
Mr.  Willis  was  a  widower,  and  one  most 
make  allowances. 

Unless,  then,  she  was  a  flirt  of  the  moat 
dangerous  class — and  I  could  not  think 
that ;  poor  Amy  is  too  emotional  (tender- 
hearted, Fred  calls  it)  to  play  the  part 
with  success — what  did  she  mean  by  her 
inconsistent  conduct  1  Fred  was  four-and- 
twenty.  He  has,  luckily  for  him,  nine 
hundred  a  year  independent  of  his  pro- 
fession; he  has  been  called  to  the  bar, 
but  seems  to  enjoy  unlimited  leisure,  some 
part  of  which  he  pretends  to  devote  to 
the  pursuit  of  literary  fame.  He  is 
handsome  and  good-tempered.  What  more 
could  the  daughter  of  a  poor  country  Vicar 
expect  9  She  did  not,  I  was  sure^  disli&e 
him.  In  short,  I  was  puzzled,  and  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  the 
mystery. 

To  solve  mysteries  one  must  have  some 
facts  to  work  upon,  and  there  are  rejec- 
tions and  rejections.  I  had  not  the  least 
idea  what  sort  of  a  rejeoUon  Fred's  had 
been,  so  when  he  came  in  to  supper  I  set 
to  work  to  find  out. 

"  Fred,"  I  said,  "  which  do  you  think 
would  suit  me  best,  Malvern,  Cheltenham, 
or  Harrogate  I    To  live  in,  I  mean  ? " 

Fred  was  fond  of  going  about  the 
country  on  a  bicycle — to  study  character 
and  pick  up  bits  of  local  colour,  he  used  to 
say — and  he  liked  one  tb  assume  that  he 
was  a  sort  of  animated  guide-book. 

<<  Well,"  he  replied,  «the  air  of  Malvern 
isn'fi  bad,  but  you  won't  like  the  hills.  It's 
all  up  and  down.  Cheltenham  would  be 
much  too  warm  for  you  in  the  summer, 

and   as   for    Harrogate but    why  do 

you  aski  You  surely  don'c  think  of 
leaving  Westerby  t  I  thought  you  liked 
the — the — church  and  all  that,  you  know, 
so  much." 

The  hasty  substitution  of  church  for 
another  word  was  obvious,  but  I  did  not 
resent  it.  I  believe  the  poor  boy  was 
afraid  of  making  me  blush. 

'<  Certainly ;  I  like  both  the  Church  and 
the  Vicar,"  I  replied,  partly  to  put  him 
at  his  ease,  and  partly  to  let  him  know 
how  easily  I  could  read  him.  *<I  was 
thinking  of  you.  After  this  you  won't 
care  to  come  here  often ;  at  least;  not  while 
Amy  Willis  remains  unmarried." 
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"  Bat,  aunt,"  he  eried,  <'  I  haven't  aban- 
doned hope.  I  smoked  it  well  over — really 
those  cigars  of  poor  Uncle  Walter's  do 
cheer  a  fellow  np  wonderfully  —  and  I 
determined  to  have  another  try.  Not  now, 
of  course,  bat  perhaps  at  Christmas.  I  don't* 
think  there's  any  one  else,  because  she  said 
she  should  never  marry ;  but  never's  a  long 
time,  isn't  it  1  Don't  you  go  and  deprive 
Westerby  of  the  light  of  your  gracious 
presence  on  my  account,  I  beg." 

My  mystery  was  half  solved  already. 
The  girl  who  tempers  her  coldness  to  her 
lover  by  telUn^  him  that  other  men  must 
dao  sigh  in  vain,  is  assuredly  possessed  of 
the  spirit  of  self-sacrifice.  It  only  remained 
to  discover  on  what  particular  altar  Amy 
meant  to  immolate  herself. 

'*Does  she  want  to  become  a  trained 
nurse,  Fred  I"  I  asked. 

<*Not  that  I  know  of,"  said  Fred, 
apparently  surprised  at  my  question. 

*'0r  to  join  the  Zenana  mission  I"  I 
went  on. 

<'I  don't  thbk  so,"  said  Fred.  *'But, 
by  Jove !  aunt,  I  believe  you  are  on  the 
right  track.  Perhaps  I  spoke  rather  hastily 
just  now.  I  was  too  much  cut  up  at  first 
to  think  clearly,  but,  hang  it  all,  I  can'c 
believe  she  doesn't  care  for  me.  Why, 
only  the  other  day  she — ^" 

I  spare  the  reader  the  long  catalogue  of 
trifling  favours  accorded  to  my  nephew,  on 
divers  occasions,  by  the  object  of  his 
afieetions  which  he  inflicted  upon  me.  I 
was  sure  she  loved  him  before  he  began — 
but  men  never  seem  to  understand  that 
there  is  no  need  to  prove  a  thing  one 
already  believes,  and  I  did  not  interrupt 
him. 

''  Na  It  isn't  hospital  work  and  it  isn't 
Zbuana,"  he  went  on,  when  he  had  finished 
strengthening  his  failing  faith.  "  But  I'll 
tell  you  what  it  is,  aunt.    It's  her  father." 

"  What  do  you  mean  I "  I  asked. 

The  dear  Vicar  was  one  of  the  most 
sensible  men  I  ever  met,  and  I  could  not 
believe  that  he  objected  to  what  was  a  most 
excellent  match  for  a  very  ordinary  girl 

''Why,  she  thinks  it  is  her  duty  to 
stay  with  him  —  be  the  comfort  of  his 
dediniog  years,  and  so  on,"  replied  Fred. 

*'  What  nonsense  I "  I  exclaimed. 

Mr.  Willis  was  in  the  prime  of  life,  and 
looked  so  much  younger  than  his  years, 
that  no  one  would  have  imagined  he  had 
a  daughter  who  was  nearly  of  age.  He 
reminded  me  in  many  respects  of  my  poor 
Walter.  That  is,  if  the  late  Mr.  Parminter 
had  been  a  clergyman — he  was  a  wine 


merchant — and  had  been  spared,  I  think 
he  would  have  mellowed  into  just  such  a 
man ;  but  if  I  had  been  taken  and  had  left 
Mr.  Parminter  with  an  only  daughter,  I 
hope  he  would  not  have  been  afraid  of  her. 
It  was  the  Vicar's  one  fault.  He  was 
not  master  of  his  own  household.  Amy 
was — nay,  is — of  a  very  jealous  disposition, 
and  even  in  the  early  days  of  our  inter- 
course she  grudged  her  father  the  consola- 
tions of  my  friendship.  Lately  the  Vicar's 
feelings  towards  me  had  ceased  to  be  merely 
fraternal,  and  the  poor  man's  struggles  to 
conceal  the  change  bi  them  had  been  pitiful 
to  see — but  I  fear  I  am  stretching  the 
thread  of  my  conversation  with  my  nephew 
to  breaking  point.  Let  me  resume  it  ere 
it  snaps. 

''  I  don't  see  where  the  nonsense  comes 
in,"  said  Fred,  almost  sulkily.  "  The  Vicar 
is  getting  old,  and  it's  just  the  sort  of  noble, 
unselfish  conduct  one  might  expect  from  a 
gbl  like  Amy.  But  I'll  tell  you  what  Til 
do,  aunt.  Go  away  to-morrow  for  a 
month's  tour — I  can't  write  while  this  is 
on  my  mind — and  then  Til  try  my  luck 
again.    I  wonder  if  you  will  help  me  I " 

"  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  1 "  I  asked. 
I  didn't  feel  at  all  sure  that  helping  the 
boy  would  be  any  real  kindness  to  him.  I 
was  not  anxious  for  him  to  marry  Amy — 
but  then  there  was  the  dear  Vicar  to  con- 
sider. Once  freed  from  his  daughter's 
tyranny  my  heart  told  me  he  would  soon 
speak,  but  as  I  did  not  yet  know  what 
answer  I  would  give  him,  I  thought  it 
safest  not  to  commit  myself. 

"Well,"  said  Fred,  with  some  confusion 
of  manner,  ''you  could  sound  her,  you 
know,  and  if  you  find  it's  all  right  you 
might  hint  that  I  shouldn't  want  her  to 
leave  Westerby.  As  my  wife  she  could  see 
nearly  as  much  of  her  father,  and  keep 
quite  as  keen  an  eye  on  the  parish  work',  as 
she  does  now." 

"So  she  could,"  said  I,  concealing  my 
amusement  at  his  simplicity  in  supposing 
that  Amy's  enthusiasm  for  parish  work 
would  survive  marriage.  "  Bat  come,  Fred, 
be  candid.  Wouldn't  you  like  me  to 
marry  the  Vicar  myself,  and  so  relieve  Amy 
of  the  necassity  of  mounting  guard  over 
him)" 

*•  By  Jove,  aunt ! "  he  cried.  "  You  ought 
to  have  been  a  thought-reader.  How  did 
you  guess  I  was  half  wishing  you  would  ? " 

"  Why  half,  Fred  1 "  I  asked. 

"  Well,"  he  explained,  stammering  and 
blnshiDg,  "you  like  him,  I  know,  as  a 
friend  and — and  a  Vicar — ^but  I  don't  think 
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he's  the  sort  of  man  to  make  you  happy  as 
a  hnsband." 

The  ideal  haeband  a  father  would  choose 
for  his  danghter,  a  ^brother  for  his  sister, 
or  even  a  nephew  for  his  annt,  is  as  yet 
unborn  and  likely  to  remain  sa  E^en  if 
I  had  been  quite  convinced  myself  of  the 
Yicar's  ability  to  console  me  for  my  loss,  I 
knew  thAt  Fred  was  as  much  prejudiced 
against  the  father  as  he  was  infatuated 
^th  the  daughter,  so  I  did  not  argue  the 
point,  but  assured  him  that  I  womd  not 
dream  of  endangering  my  happiness  for  his 
convenience,  and  promised  that,  if  circum- 
stances threw  Jn  my  way  a  chance  to 
advance  his  interests,  I  would  not  neglect 
to  avaU  myself  of  it. 

What  were  his  interests,  though  I  Amy 
was  a  fussy,  sanguine  girl,  much  too  fond 
of  her  own  way  to  make  a  man  happy  for 
long.  Her  father  had  only  been  Vicar  of 
Westerby  about  a  year,  and  in  that  time 
she  had  turned  the  parish  upside  down 
with  her  fads.  She  had  made  the  work  in 
the  Sunday-school  so  hard  with  her  system 
of  marks  and  prizes — which  aroused  a  most 
unhealthy  spirit  of  emulation  in  the 
children^-and  her  strictness  about  attention 
and  attendance,  that  I  had  resigned  my 
class.  As  for  the  mothers'  meeting — well, 
I  can't  go  into  details  in  a  story  meant  for 
general  reading,  but  the  medical  lore  she 
displayed  in  the  advice  she  had  the  im- 
pudence to  give  those  women  about  the 
rearing  of  children  was  positively  startling. 
In  short,  she  wasn't  at  all  the  wife  I  would 
have  chosen  for  any  one  who  valued  a  quiet 
life,  but  what  was  the  use  of  trying  to 
persuade  Fred  that  my  knowledge  of  her 
was  to  his  as  a  well  to  a  puddle  9 

He  saw  that  she  had  reddish  hair,  but 
no ;  he  didn't  even  see  that,  he  called  it 
bright  chestnut;  bluish-grey  eyes,  which 
she  knew  how  to  use,  on  him ;  a  pink-and- 
white  complexion ;  a  ready  blush,  except  at 
mothers'  meeting ;  an  animated  though  self- 
conscious  manner — I  am  wrong  again,  he 
had  failed  to  detect  the  self-consciousness ; 
and  a  passably  pretty  face.  Oat  of  these 
commonplace  facts  he  had  built  up  an 
astounding  piece  of  fiction,  which  I  dare 
say  he  honestly  believed  to  be  but  an 
incomplete  inventory  of  Amy's  mental  and 
bodily  charms. 

Was  it  to  his  interest  to  let  him  mairy 
her  and  discover  the  truth  %  I  thought  not, 
but  as  I  felt  sure  that,  whatever  I  might 
do,  she  would  take  him  as  soon  as  she  was 
tired  of  playing  the  martyr,  and  also 
realised  that  there  were  at  least  two  people 


in  the  world  besides  this  pair  of  silly  lovers, 
I  resolved  to  act,  if  the  opportunity  for 
action  came  to  me,  solely  on  behalf  of  those 
other  two,  that  is  to  say,  the  dear  Yiear  and 
myself. 

Something  soon  happened  which  not 
only  strengthened  my  resolve  but  gave  me  a 
chance  to  put  it  into  practice.  Amy  grossly, 
though  perhaps  unintentionally,  inaulteid 
me  at  the  mothers'  meeting.  There  was  a 
poor  woman  there  who  was  nursing  twins, 
and  as  she  was  going  away  I  gave  her  soine 
good  advice. 

"You  should  take  plenty  of  stout, 
Mrs.  Jenkins,"  I  said.  **  The  best  brown, 
mind.  A  quart  a  day  would  not  be  a  drop 
too  much." 

''  Thank  you  kindly,  mum,"  said  Mrs. 
Jenkins,  dropping  a  curtsy.  "  But  how  be 
I  to  get  it  t " 

"  Why,  by  going  to  the  '  Blue  Boar,'  I 
sboald  think  1"  I  leplied — ^really  the  stu- 
pidity of  agricultural  labourers'  wives 
is  something  beyond  belief — and  I  was 
just  about  to  tell  her  she  must  make 
sure  she  wasn't  imposed  upon,  by  examin- 
ing the  labels  on  the  bottles,  when  Amy 
interrupted  me. 

"  Mrs.  Jenkins,"  she  said^  "  be  sure  you 
call  at  the  Yicarage  for  that  mutton-broth 
I  promised  you.  And  be  quick,  because 
cook  is  going  out." 

The  woman  dropped  another  curtsy  and 
left  the  room  before  I  had  time  to  begin 
again.    Then  Amy  turned  to  me. 

''  Oh,  Mrs.  Parminter  1 "  said  she,  looking 
reproachfully  at  me.  ''I  am  so  sorry  you 
advised  that  poor  thing  to  take  stout  1  She 
needs  every  penny  she  has  for  food." 

''Well,  my  dear,"  I  replied,  with  a 
pleasant  smile — I  always  did  my  best  to 
be  civil  to  the  girl — '*what  better  food 
could  she  buy  I " 

*'But,  Mrs.  Parminter,"  said  she,  also 
with  a  emile,  but  it  was  a  superior  one, 
and  by  no  means  pleasant,  "alcohol  is 
not  food,  and  all  the  best  authorities  " — 
she  quoted  half-a-dozen  names  I  never  heard 
of — ''  discourage  the  use  of  stimtdanta  in 
such  cases.  A  mother  needs  nourishment, 
and " 

My  temper  is  naturally  placid,  but  I 
couldn't  stand  there  and  be  lectured  by  a 
girl,  especially  on  such  a  subject 

''  Thank  you,  Miss  Willis,"  I  interrupted 
her, ''  I  know  perfectly  well  what  a  mother 
needs.  I  have  been  one  myselL  There  I 
have  the  advantage  of  you — at  leasts  I 
suppose  so." 

So  anxious  was  I  to  avoid  quarrelling 
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with  Amy,  if  only  for  her  father's  sftke, 
that  I  left  the  room  immediately  after 
miJdng  this  remark,  and  walked  home  by 
myself.  The  minx  had  quite  upset  me, 
and  I  felt  that  I  could  not  trust  myself  to 
speak  to  her  again.  Authorities,  indeed ! 
When  my  little  Willie  was  born,  old  Dr. 
Doddrell,  who  was  anjiuthority  if  you  like, 
advised  me  to  take  a  light  tawny  port  as 
well  as  stouti  and  poor  Mr.  Parminter 
ransacked  the  vaults  at  the  docks  to  find 
one  to  suit  me.  He  and  the  good  doctor 
went  on  a  tasting  expedition  every  day  for  a 
week  before  they  laid  their  hands  on  Uie 
exact  brand  for  my  constitution — but  there, 
I  have  not  space  to  indulge  in  reminiscences, 
however  interesting. 

Would  you  believe  that  Amy  went  home 
In  tears,  and  told  her  father  tha^  I  had  been 
very  rude  to  her  1  She  did,  though,  and 
there  is  no  knowing  what  mischief  she 
might  have  caused  u  the  Vicar  had  not, 
like  the  dear,  fdr-minded  man  that  he  is, 
come  up  in  the  evening  to  hear  my  version 
of  the  affair.  I  had  quite  recovered  my 
equanimity  over  a  cup  of  tea,  and  oat  of 
pity  for  him  I  suppressed  the  details  of  the 
quarrel — if  quarrel  it  could  be  called — and 
said  that  I  was  quite  willing  to  forgive  and 
forget,  if  only  Amy  would  promise  never 
agidn  to  parade  her  teetotaUsm  in  my 
presence. 

"Tou  see,  Mr.  Willis,"  I  concluded, 
"as  a  woman  with  something  like  ten 
thousand  pounds  in  brewery  shares,  I  cui't 
be  expected  to  stand  that.  By  the  way, 
will  yon  have  a  glass  of  wine  1 " 

"  Tou  dear,  good-hearted  soul,''  said  he, 
"I  will." 

The  warmth  of  his  tone  startled  me. 
Could  he  have  made  up  his  mind  9 

A  glance  at  his  face  convinced  me  that 
he  had.  His  eyes  shone  with  the  most 
ardent  admiration.  I  lowered  mine,  and, 
to  cover  my  confusioui  rose  to  pour  out 
the  wine.  My  hand  shook^  and  some  was 
spilt  on  the  cloth.  The  Vicar  sprang  to 
my  side  and  .  began  to  mop  up  the  drops 
with  his  handkerchief.  Simultaneously  I 
did  the  same  with  mine.  Somehow  our 
fingers  became  intertwinedi  and  before  I 
could  realise  what  was  happening,  his  arm 
waa  round  my  waist  and  his  lips  were 
pressed  to  mine. 

I  made  no  attempt  to  repulse  him.  In- 
st&ietively  I  felt  he  had  done  the  right 
thing  in  a  most  satisfactory  way.  To  tell 
the  truth,  a  good  deal  of  the  hesitation  I 
had  felt  about  accepting  him,  if  ever  he 
should  summon  up  courage   to  propoee. 


had  sprung  from  my  fear  that  he  would 
ask  me  to  be  a  mother  to  Amy. 

Duiing  the  years  of  my  widowhood 
several  men  had  proposed  to  me,  and  they 
had  all  mentioned  theb  motherless  children, 
except  one  who  was  a  bachelori  and  spoilt 
his  chance  by  expressing  doubts  of  ph 
ability  to  compensate  me  for  the  lose  of 
Mr.  Parminter.  I  was,  therefore,  agreeably 
surprised  by  the  Vicar's  method  of  declaring 
himself,  though  after  all  I  need  not  have 
been.  My  &st  husband,  as  I  have  said, 
was  just  such  uiother  man,  uid  he  too 
took  my  heart  by  storm  in  a  very  similar 
way. 

I  knew  of  course  that,  as  Mrs.  Willis,  it 
would  be  my  duty  to  assume  the  re- 
sponsibilities of  the  first  holder  of  the  title, 
but  sentiment,  I  think,  demands  that  on 
such  an  occasion  previous  contracts  on 
either  side  should  be  for  the  moment 
ignored. 

Unfortunately,  theb  consequences  cannot 
be  ignored  for  more  than  the  moment. 
We  sat  in  bliss  for  an  hour,  and  then  I  felt 
it  was  time  to  face  the  difficulties,  or 
rather  the  one  difficulty,  in  our  patL 

The  Vicar,  emboldened  by  hlfl  success, 
had  been  urging  me  to  name  an  early  day. 
I  had  not  the  least  objection  to  do  so,  but 
I  resented  the  frequent  allusions  to  our 
time  of  life  with  which  he  sought  to 
strengthen  his  pleadings. 

<<But,  Henry,"  said  I,  interrupting  a 
totaDy  unnecessary  appeal  to  my  common 
sense,  "  what  about  Amy  ? " 

''Bless  me!"  he  exclaimed.  '<I  had 
forgotten  her." 

My  heatt  positively  fluttered  with  de- 
light, and  I  would  have  rewarded  this 
proof  of  the  absorbing  nature  of  his  affec- 
tion with — weU,  in  the  usual  way,  if  the 
love-light  in  his  ejes  had  not  instantly 
begun  to  fade. 

*<  Surely  you  are  not  afraid  of  her  1 "  I 
asked,  in  a  tone  calculated  to  arouse  his 
manliness. 

••Well,  no,  my  dear.  Of  course  not," 
he  replied,  and  I  am  soiry  to  say  his  looks 
belied  his  woxds.  ''  But  as  I  hardly  dared 
to  hope  you  would  ever  deign  to  smile 
upon  me,  I  never  thought  it  worth  while 
to  ri&k  upsettiDg  her  by  confidicg  my — or 
— ^feelings  to  her.  Beally,  if  you  don't 
mind — where  ignorance  is  bliss,  you  know 
-^I  beg  your  paxdon,  my  love,  of  course 
I  don't  mean  that  exactly.  I  have  no 
doubt,  dear.  Amy  will  very  soon  learn  to 
appreciate  you;  but  don't  you  think  it 
would  be  better  to  be  able  to  tell  her  that 
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we  are  married,  instead  of  letting  her 
know  that  we  intend  to  be  t " 

I  was  not  prepared  for  such  a  snggestion, 
and  I  spoke  rather  sharply  to  poor  Henry, 
bat  h9  stack  to  his  point  with  an  obstinacy 
for  which  I  was  not  prepared,  and  at  last 
I  determined  to  let  him  have  his  way. 

'•'Very  well,  dear,"  said  I,  "it  shall  be 
as  yoa  wish ;  bat  as  a  secret  engagement  is 
always  liable  to  misconstrnction,  the  sooner 
oars  comes  to  an  end  the  better." 

What  idiots  even  the  beat  of  men 
are !  He  thoaght  I  wanted  to  break  it  off, 
and  I  had  to  tell  him  plainly  that  he  mast 
marry  me  that  day  month,  or  not  at  all, 
before  he  came  to  his  senses, 

I  went  to  Torqaay  the  next  day,  and 
we  were  married  there  at  the  time  I  had 
fixed,  qaite  qaietly,  of  coarse.  Not  antil 
after  the  ceremony  did  we  unrite  to  Fred 
and  Amy,  informing  them  of  oar  anion. 
How  differently  people  are  constitated ! 
When  Fred  receired  ms  letter — on  accoant 
of  my  absence  from  home  he  had  pro- 
longed his  toar  —  he  harried  back  to 
Westerby  by  the  first  train,  and  foand 
Amy  nearly  broken-hearted.  At  least,  that 
is  what  he  says. 

He  admits  that,  personally,  he  thoaght 
oar  letter — we  wrote  and  signed  it  jointly 
— contained  the  beat  news  he  ever  heard 
in  his  life,  and  yet  he  maintains  that  we 
oaght  to  hiave  had  more  consideration  for 
Amy. 

Consideration  for  Amy,  indeed  1  Why, 
it  was  one  of  my  motives  for  consenting 
to  keep  oar  engagement  secret.  I  was 
sare  she  woald  object  to  it  oat  of  sheer 
jealoosy,  uid  I  thoaght  I  woold  spare  her 
a  month'rf  heart-baridng.  Moreover,  she 
proved  how  little  she  deserved  any  con- 
sideration whatever  by  marrying  Fred 
openly,  in  Westerby  parish  charch,  before 
all  the  assembled  village,  on  the  morning 
of  the  day  we  retarned  from  oUr  honey- 
moon. 

Of  coarse  it  was  done  oat  of  spite,  and 
I  am  sorry  to  say  we  were  a  good  deal 
annoyed — for  one  thing,  when  we  arrived 
the  bells  were  damb  becaase  the  ringers 
were  drank — ^bat  the  annoyance  was  only 
temporary,  and  was  more  than  coanter- 
balanced  by  the  satisfaction  I  felt  when  I 
heard  that  Fred  and  Amy  had  decided  to 
make  their  home  in  London.  Jast  at 
first  people  seemed  to  have  some  idea  that 
Amy  had  been  badly  treated  by  her  father, 
bat,  as  even  the  few  enemies  I  had  in  the 
place  were  too  fall  of  cariosity  not  to  call, 
I  easily  explained  away  that  absard  notion. 


Everybody  whose  opinion  is  worth  any- 
thing says  I  was  qaite  right  not  to  hami- 
liate  myself  by  telling  the  Vicar  of  tho 
state  of  affairs  between  Amy  and  Fred,  or, 
in  other  words,  trying  to  persaade  him 
that  his  daaghter  woald  not,  after  all,  be 
so  ve^  angry  with  Um  for  dreaming  of 
marrving  again. 

All  my  friends,  moreover,  think  that 
the  story  of  my  second  marriage  oaght 
to  teach  all  yoang  girls,  bat  especiuly 
widowers'  daaghters,  to  make  qaitia  sore, 
before  sacrificing  themselves  to  filial 
affection,  that  the  sacrifice  is  necessary; 
and,  therefore,  I  make  no  apology  for 
pablishing  it 
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The  toarist  travelling  over  the  network 
of  railway  lines  between  Ghent  and  LQle, 
and  with  no  scraples  to  keep  him  from 
sitting  side  by  side  with  the  people — and 
espe^mdly  the  market-women  —  of  the 
coantry  in  a  third-class  carriage,  might 
well  fancy  he  was  in  Holland,  a  good 
many  mQes  to  the  north. 

The  physiognomy  of  his  companions  is 
distinctly  Datch.  They  are  also  of  the 
conventional  Dutch  baUd,  massive  in  the 
extreme  withoat  being  positively  angainly, 
and  they  carry  Datdi  noses  and  Datoh 
doable  chins  to  their  faces.  If  there  is 
anything  in  the  world  more  enjoyablj 
farcical  than  an  average  Datch  coantenanee 
in  repose,  the  writer  does  not  know  it. 
This  adds  to  the  piqauicy  of  the  experience 
in  this  Flemish  third-class  carriage. 

Moreover,  ttie  luigaage  spoxen  is  as 
nearly  Datch  as  it  can  be  withoat  being 
actaaJly  the  tongae  taaght  at  Leyden ;  and 
the  heavy  gestares  which  accompany  it  are 
jast  those  ased  by  the  Datch  bargber 
when  in  earnest  argament  And  lastly, 
the  landscape  is  remarkable  for  its  un- 
varying flatness,  and  the  witness  it  bears 
to  the  indefatigable  indastry  of  the  local 
caltivators :  herein  resembling  the  stereo- 
typed Datch  landscape. 

It  is,  in  fact,  the  land  of  the  Flemings, 
a  people  who  deserve  to  be  better  known 
than  they  are  oatside  their  own  somewhat 
restricted  homeland. 

There  are  an  astonishing  namber  af 
them  to  the  sqaare  mile.  The  geography 
books  teach  as  thisj  bat  the  lesson  is 
brought  home  mach  more  emphatically 
from  the  window  of  a  railway  train.  Tot 
half  a  millenniam  ago  it  is  probable  the 
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population  here  was  even  denser  than  it 
now  is.  Certainly  it  was  so  as  far  as  the 
Flemish  towns  are  concerned.  It  is  enough 
to  read  the  chronicles  of  Froissart  to  realise 
this,  and  to  marvel  at  the  fertility  of 
the  land  in  human  heings. 

Still,  even  now  Flanders  Is  remarkable 
in  this  respect  The  hedgeless  fields  and 
hop-gardens,  the  patches  of  roots  and 
tobacco  plants  teem  with  workers.  Men, 
women,  and  children  of  both  sexes  are 
busy  with  the  harvest,  and  they  seem 
to  have  that  desirable  faculty  of  con- 
centration which  helps  so  strongly  to- 
wards prosperity.  What  is  it  to  them 
if  the  train  passes  through  their  midst  1 
They  do  not  lift  their  heads  to  stare  at 
if.  Even  the  '  hop-pickers  —  comfortably 
settled  to  theb  work  upon  chairs  evidently 
built  to  sustain  serious  burdens — do  not 
use  this  slight  opportunity  for  momentary 
relaxation. 

Dotted  among  the  parti-coloured  fields 
— with  an  emphatic  tendency  to  be  stiff- 
soiled — are  the  red  and  white  houses  of 
the  peasantry.  They  are  cleanly  and 
picturesque  rather  than  obtrusive,  although 
as  a  rule  they  stand  nakedly  upon  the 
land,  with  no  garnish  of  ornamental  trees 
hugging  their  precincts.  No  unbecombig 
excrescence  is  allowed  upon  their  walls, 
even  as  no  useless  weed  or  parasite  is  per- 
mitted to  trespass  upon  the  area  consecrated 
to  the  support  of  t^  family.  The  very  pig 
of  the  esUblishment  must  here  behave  liim- 
self,  and  keep  his  unhallowed  impulses  duly 
within  bounds.  For  is  he  not  a  pig  in  ui 
orderly  land,  where  the  maxim  **  Waste 
not^  want  not "  is  written  in  letters  of  gold 
upon  the  heart  of  each  honest  Fleming,  as 
soon  as  he  is  able  to  read  letters  in 
intelligible  conjunction  1 

The  towns  and  villages  of  Flanders  are 
alike  interestiDg,  though  in  a  more  forcible 
way  than  the  country  districts  traversed 
by  the  railway.  The  former  often  possess 
churches  much  more  grandiose  than  the 
size  of  the  towns  themselves  seems  to 
j  usUfy.  Hardly  are  you  across  the  frontier 
from  France  than  the  majestic  towers  of 
Poperinghen  excite  the  traveller's  admira- 
tion. One  is  fain  to  ask  oneself:  *'  Pope- 
ringhen, Poperinghen)  What  is  the  history 
of  the  place  f  Ought  it  perchance  to  be 
coupled  with  Cologne,  and  Rheims,  and 
Strasburg ;  and  is  our  British  ignorance 
of  it  merely  an  error  on  the  part  of  our 
insular  geographers  f "  But  other  .towns 
come  into  view  one  after  the  other,  each 
with  its  stately  places  of  worship;  and 


many  of  them  bear  names  as  unfamiliar  to 
the  stranger  as  Poperinghen. 

This  trait  is  really  due  to  the  decay  of 
the  towDs  themselves,  rather  than  to  local 
extravagance  or  enthusiasm  in  church- 
buildiug.  The  churches  were  founded 
and  raised  centuries  ago,  when  there  were 
two  or  three  times  as  many  Flemings  to 
the  f  quare  mile  as  there  are  now.  Ghent, 
for  example,  though  still  sufficiently  famous, 
is  nothing  to  what  it  was.  Its  railway 
station  is  assuming,  and  so  are  the 
residential  houses  near  it ;  but  both 
would  befit  the  city  as  it  was  when  the 
Dukes  of  Burgundy  found  it  so  sturdy  an 
opponent,  bettor  than  they  befit  it  in  our 
century^-ihoughi  to  be  sure,  it  is  a  bold 
stroke  of  fancy  to  conceive  the  Ghent  of 
1400  or  H50  endowed  with  a  railway. 

Ypres  is  in  the  same  case  with  Ghent 
The  towers  of  its  churches  rise  above  the 
houses  with  the  grace  and  strength  of 
cathedrals.  There  b  something  faschiating 
in  the  sound  of  these  medfseval  chimes 
prattling  melodiously  every  hour  above  the 
heads  of  the  business  men  and  factory 
girls  of  the  present  Five  hundred  years 
ago  Ypres  had  two  hundred  thousand  in- 
habitants. Barely  a  tenth  as  many  now 
find  a  livelihood  in  its  circuit. 

Courtrai  deserves  to  be  coupled  with 
YpreF.  Its  cathedral  church  of  St  John 
should  be  seen,  if  only  for  the  masterly 
modern  frescoes  which  dignify  its  old  walls, 
and  the  bright,  many-coloured  stucco  work 
upon  its  altars.  Courtrai  is  better  off  than 
Ypres,  inasmuch  as  it  has  industries  which 
keep  its  blood  pulsing  in  its  veins.  Its 
large  hotels  contrast  touchingly  with  the 
humble  inns  of  Yprep,  and  if  you  chance  to 
be  in  its  streets  at  the  dinner-hour  you 
will  see  a  surprising  number  of  dean-faced 
work-girls,  not  all  of  whom  wear  the  look 
of  calm  stolidity  which  one  fancies  is  in- 
digenous in  Flanders. 

In  the  villages  one  comes  into  vigorous 
acquaintance  with  the  singular  individuality 
of  the  rural  Fleming.  He  is  commonly  a 
man  with  a  very  limited  number  of  aspira^ 
tions,  and  no  very  marked  amount  of 
native  courtesy.  At  a  venture,  you  would 
set  him  down  as  a  boor  unmitigated; 
especially  if  you  had  chanced  to  sit  with 
him  at  his  ease  for  a  spell.  One  of  his 
worst  points  is  his  habit  of  expectoration. 
I  fancy  he  beats  the  average  American  in 
his  recklessness  in  this  particular.  He 
treats  the  churches  just  as  he  treats  the 
village  pot-house  or  the  raUway  carriage. 

The  women,  though  absurd  in  their  un- 
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wieldiness,  are  more  engaging  than  the 
men.  This  is  not  wonderfali  since  the 
same  may  be  said  of  their  sisters  else- 
where, it  is  natural,  moreover,  that  they 
shonld  be  more  sympathetie. 

I  proved  this  latter  point  experimentally 
the  other  day  at  the  hamlet  called  Qode- 
waersvelde,  which  is  nearly  on  the  frontier 
between  France  and  Belgiom.  I  was  de- 
posited at  this  insignificant  hamlet  late  at 
night,  having  been  heartlessly  deceived  by 
divers  trains ;  and  was  for  a  time  doubt- 
fnl  if  I  should  not  be  forced  to  beg  the 
use  of  the  waiting-room  at  the  railway 
station  for  a  bedchamber. 

There  is  a  certain  great  red  monastery  of 
a  modern  kind  on  a  hill  a  mile  and  a  half 
from  the  village,  and  thither  I  had  designed 
to  go  for  the  night — having  years  back 
contracted  a  taste  for  monkish  hospitality. 
But  at  so  late  an  honr  the  idea  was  absurd. 
The  station-master  informed  me  in  excellent 
French  that  the  monks  were  all  abed,  and 
would  not  enjoy  being  aroused  for  so 
trivial  a  purpose.  Besides,  it  was  raining 
heavily,  the  night  was  black  as  coal,  and 
the  road  is  not  at  all  a  good  one.  It  only 
remained,  therefore,  to  seek  accommodation 
somewhere,  as  the  last  train  in  either 
direction  had  departed. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  trouble,  and 
even  anxiety.  The  first  three  *'  estaminets '' 
at  which  I  applied  declined  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  me.  An  *'  estaminet,"  by- 
the-bye,  is  not  an  innr,  but  a  low  sort  of 
eating  and  drinking  house.  The  average 
Belgian  village  has  about  half  as  many 
"  estaminets  "  as  houses.  The  hosts  of  these 
Godewaersvelde  '^estaminets"  were,  it  may 
be,  civil  in  repudiation  of  me,  but  the  civility 
was  not  in  the  tone  of  their  voices,  and  the 
rigmarole  which  accompanied  their  nega- 
tives was  incomprehensible  to  me. 

So  hidf  an  honr  passed.  Then  I  reached 
a  fourth  '*  estaminet"  I  was  given  to  under- 
stand that  this  was  my  last  chance.  It 
was  to  be  here  or  nowhere.  But  here  also 
it  soon  appeared  that  no  room  was  vacant. 
The  master  of  the  house— he  was  a  draper 
and  much  else  besides — was  sorry;  and  with 
this  ineffectual  regret  he  would  have  had 
me  go  about  my  business.  There  was  a 
young  man  in  the  room  whose  sample 
cases  proclaimed  him  a  commercial  traveller. 
Ha  was  amused  at  my  predicament.  He 
showed  it  by  his  unvarnished  smiles,  and 
the  diverted  way  in  which  he  stirred  the 
sugar  in  the  grog  he  was  imbibing  ere 
retiring  to  his  bed. 

I  was  vexed,  because  reaUy  I  had  had 


enough  of  the  Flemish  rain  and  the 
Flemish  mud,  and  besides,  I  could  not 
open  my  mouth  without  yawnbg.  And 
I  proclaimed  my  vexation  in  the  most 
barbarous  French  I  could  evolve  from  my 
brain,  fancying  that  its  very  uncouthne^^ 
might  touch  their  hearts.  Happily  my 
adjectives  reached  the  ears  of  tlie  landlady 
of  the  house,  an  enormous,  good-natured 
woman.  She  hurried  into  the  room  and 
cross-examined  her  husband,  with  her 
sympathetic  eyes  upon  me.  And  it  was 
due  entirely  to  her  and  the  complacence 
of  the  young  baeman  that  I  was  lodged  here 
after  all  I  wared  the  young  bagman's 
room,  which  held  two  beds.  We  spent 
about  two  minutes  in  mutual  courteous 
objections  to  the  better  bed  of  the  two, 
which  in  the  end  fell  to  my  lot,  simply,  I 
believe,  because  I  was  powerless  before  my 
companion's  superior  command  of  his  own 
language.  I  was  quite  content.  There 
were  Madonnas  on  the  walls  of  the  room ; 
the  sheets  were  clean;  and  certainly  it 
seemed  better  to  share  a  room  with  a 
young  and  inoffensive-looking  stranger, 
rather  than  have  no  bed. 

In  the  morning  Grodewaersvelde  declared 
itself  more  profitably.  Lumpish,  angular 
yokels  in  blue  smocks  were  lounging  a^the 
road  comer  where  the  "estaminet"  was 
built.  They  looked  as  if  thehr  noses  and 
bodies  as  a  whole  had  been  dislocated — so 
ridiculous  were  their  attitudes  and  facial 
outline.  A  little  girl,  daughter  of  my 
hospitable  landlady,  was  squatted  in  un- 
gainly fashion  in  the  cartway,  alternately 
sifting  cinders  and  refixing  her  disarranged 
hair.  She  was  a  typical  Flemish  lass: 
yellow  of  locks  and  with  light-blue  eyes. 
Other  little  girls  like  her  could  be  seen 
plodding  towards  the  neat-spired  church 
j  ast  behind  the  "  estaminet " ;  but  their  pig- 
taUs  were  spruce  and  trim,  and  their  faces 
glistened  with  the  exertions  of  the  recent 
matutinal  wash.  There  were  dogs  idling 
among  the  men  :  limp,  dejected  creatures, 
in  singular  keeping  with  their  ma&tars. 
The  sight  of  this  general  inertness  recalled 
the  recent  words  of  a  "smart "  Transatlantic 
visitor  who  had  said  that  Europe  was  very 
well,  but  that  the  people  wanted  tickling  a 
bit.  These  Flemings  were  distinctly  lUce 
Europe  in  this  lady's  opinion.  But  what 
grotesque  contortions  the  practice  of  such 
a  delightful  liberty  would  have  produced 
in  them ! 

The.  red-roofed  little  houses  sprawled 
away  from  the  cross-roads,  some  towMds 
the  gay  monastery  on  the  hill,  othen  in  the 
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direction  of  the  church.  Towards  the 
monastery  the  grain  of  the  fields  was  ready 
for  the  sickle,  and  the  hops  stood  twelve 
and  fifteen  feet  high.  There  was  no  lack 
of  fertility  in  evidencd.  Bat  the  rain  of  the 
night  had  tamed  the  highway  into  a  bog 
that  did  not  invite  exploration.  The  trees, 
also,  dripped  moisture  in  steady  lines.  It 
seemed  better  to  leave  the  modern  monas- 
tery to  itself  and  return  towards  the  heart 
of  the  village.  The  bland,  vacuous  stares 
of  the  idlers  were  enough  to  seriously 
indispose  a  weak-minded  person.  They 
looked  npon  me  with  a  fish-like,  rather 
than  a  human,  expression.  Doubtless, 
however,  sensibility  uid  thought  were  at 
work  beneath  their  torpid  exteriors. 

The  '<mairie,"  or  town  hall  of  Gode- 
waeravelde,  is  a  tiny  little  cottage  set 
among  the  other  cottages  of  the  hamlet, 
facing  the  church  across  the  village  green. 
There  cannot  be  much  municipal  business 
in  so  small  a  place.  The  dames  stood 
gossiping  at  their  doors  while  feeding 
their  poultry  in  public,  or  despatching  their 
ofifspring  towards  the  church  porch  over 
the  way.  Here  the  gathering  of  little 
Flemings  was  great  for  the  size  of  the 
village.  And  anon,  when  they  had 
sufficiently  diverted  themselves  with  staid 
talk  and  posturing,  the  children  entered 
the  church  and  formed  themselves  into  a 
square  in  the  north  transept,  where  the 
cuii  stood  awaiting  them,  book  in  hand. 

You  would  have  thought  the  presence 
of  a  stranger — and  especially  a  foreigner 
— ^in  the  church  would  have  been  hailed 
by  the  village  scholars  as  a  most  welcome 
distraction  from  the  restraint  of  the 
catechism.  Bat  it  did  not  seem  to  affect 
them  in  the  least  The  cux^  was  evidently 
much  more  sensi^ve.  The  youngsters 
stared  straight  before  them,  and  responded 
in  that  sing-song  chorus  which  is  so 
thoroughly  suggesnve  of  tongue  service 
and  dormant  intelligences.  And  yet  it 
was  an  inspiriDg,  well-kept  little  church, 
with  good  honest  colouring  on  its  ceiling, 
and  woodwork  about  its  nave  in  harmony 
with  the  solidity  of  character  of  the  Fleming 
himaell  The  clock  in  the  belfry  striking 
tike  hour  was  equally  impotent  to  pique 
the  wits  of  these  sober  little  representatives 
of  the  coming  generation. 

Though  Godewaersvelde  is  a  village  of 
France,  there  is  about  as  much  affinity 
between  a  Parisian  and  a  Hottentot  as 
between  a  Parisian  and  a  local  Fleming. 
From  some  aspects  the  contrast  would  be 
favourable  to  the  Parisian.    But  one  is 


prone  to  think  there  must  be^  compen- 
sation somewhere  for  the  native  of  Gode- 
waersvelde, as  for  the  rustic  Fleming  in 
general.  It  may  lie  in  the  fact  that  he  is 
innately  as  honest  as  he  is  apparently 
ridiculous. 

No  man  need  think  himself  wronged 
who  pays  but  a  couple  of  francs  for  nis 
bed  and  his  breakfast.  It  were  ungenerous 
in  the  extreme  to  fancy  that  this  leniency 
on  the  part  of  the  Godewaersvelde  inn- 
keeper was  due  to  a  defect  of  intellect 
rather  than  a  virtue  of  the  heart. 

I  am  willing  to  believe  these  Flemings 
of  Godewaersvelde  were  tjrpes  of  their 
rural  brothers  and  sisters  elsewhere  in  the 
land. 

ZENOBIA :  A  Gohonpiice  Girl. 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER   III. 

Francis  Devondale  had  resolved  that, 
despite  Slowton  ways  and  Slowton  pre- 
judices, he  would  follow  up  his  introduction 
to  Z<3nobia  and  learn  to  know  her  better ; 
but  several  days  passed,  and  still  no  oppor- 
tunity presented  itself  of  which  he  could 
make  use  to  bring  about  the  meeting  he  so 
much  desired.  Save  for  one  momentary 
glimpse  at  the  window  he  never  even  saw 
her,  nor  did  his  increased  knowledge  of 
Slowton  society  give  him  any  reason  to 
hope  for  better  fortune  in  the  future. 

But  the  young  man  was  far  from  being 
discouraged  by  the  difficulties  which,  to  a 
Slowton  youth  in  his  position,  would  have 
appeared  insuperable.  His  spirits  rose 
with  his  realisation  of  all  the  adverse  cir- 
cumstances that  he  would  have  to  reckon 
with,  and  his  determination  to  have  his 
own  way  only  became  the  more  unalterably 
fixed  when  he  found  that  this  would  be  no 
easy  matter.  But  he  was  in  no  hurry ;  he 
had  plenty  of  time  before  him,  and  could 
afford  to  wait ;  and,  in  the  meanwhile,  the 
house  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  was 
an  unfailing  source  of  interest  to  him  and 
his  young  charge.  For  Cecil  regarded 
Zenobia  in  the  light  of  those  lovely 
heroines  of  whom  he  had  read  in  many 
an  old  romance.  Her  beauty,  and  her 
loneliness,  and  the  shy  yet  proud  manner — 
so  utterly  unlike  that  of  the  silly,  self- 
asserting  girls  with  whom  alone  he  was 
able  to  compare  her — had  appealed  to  the 
boy's  imagination  and  won  Us  heart.  All 
the  fancies  and  dreams  of  his  long  hours  of 
enforced  idleness  were  filled  with  thoughts 
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of  Zenobia;  she  was  his  enohanted  prin- 
ceBB,  hia  stately  queen  of  love  and  beauty, 
his  high  ideal  of  perfect  womanhood. 
Now,  for  the  jBrst  time,  he  had  found  a 
friend  who  could  understand  and  sym- 
pathise with  him  in  his  silent  worship; 
and  tutor  and  pupil  got  on  so  well  together 
that  the  boy's  parents  were  as  much 
astonbhed  as  delighted,  and  felt  assured 
that  at  last  they  had  succeeded  in  solving 
the  perplexing  problem  of  Cecil's  education. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Paxton  went  away  for  a  few  days,  and  Mr. 
Devondale  promptly  availed  himself  of  the 
opportunity  thus  offered  to  call  upon  the 
Brabournes.  He  would  have  done  so 
before,  but  as  the  social  code  of  Slowton 
seemed  to  be  a  somewhat  peculiar  one,  he 
thought  it  better  to  abstain  from  mention- 
ing his  intention  to  Mrs.  Paxton  lest  she 
should  inform  him  that  tutors  were  not 
expected — or  required — to  pay  calls,  and 
that  Mrs.  Brabourne  would  regard  it  as  a 
libeity  on  his  part  were  he  to  do  so. 

He  crossed  the  road,  therefore — watched 
cautiously  by  Cecil's  envious  eyes — snd 
knocked  boldly  at  the  door  of  the  forbid- 
ding-looking mansion  where  the  lovely 
princess  was  imprisoned.  A  young  and 
rather  pretty  maid-eervant  responded  to 
his  summons. 

"Mrs.  Brabourne  is  not  at  hom^  sir, 
but  she'll  be  in,  I  think,  in  a  few  minutes. 
Miss  Brabourne  is  at  home." 

**  I  will  come  in,  then,"  he  said.  How 
grateful  he  felt  to  kindly  fate  for  at  length 
favouring  him  so  highly !  "  I  suppose  Miss 
Brabourne  is  disengaeed ) " 

**  Oh,  yes,  sir,"  with  a  demure  smile. 

Zenobia  was  very  much  disengaged.  In 
her  aunt's  absence  it  was  not  necessary 
even  to  feign  an  interest  in  her  carefully- 
chosen  book,  and  the  girl  had  thajikfully 
let  it  slide  to  the  floor,  while  she  indulged 
in  the  unwonted  luxury  of  doing  nothing 
openly  and  with  no  reservations.  She  was 
not  naturally  either  indolent  or  idle,  but 
she  was  weary  of  perpetually  toiling  over 
trifles  that  could  never  be  of  the  smallest 
practical  use  to  anybody.  She  had  no 
taste  for  the  endless  fancy  work  that  her 
aunt,  in  common  with  most  of  the  ladies 
of  Slowton,  considered  the  only  suitable 
occupation  for  ladylike  Angers;  and  she 
was  aware,  moreover,  that  she  did  it  very 
badly. 

Perhaps  it  was  because  Zenobia  was 
feeling  tired  and  bored  on  that  particular 
afternoon,  that  she  looked  almost  as  much 
pleased  as  startled  when  Mr.  Devondale 


was  announced.  Evidently,  Slowton  ens- 
toms  had  not  prepared  her  to  expect 
him. 

*<I  fear  your  aunt  must  have  thought 
me  very  discourteous  for  not  having  come 
before,"  he  remarked ;  but  Zenobia  soon 
reassured  him. 

*'0b,  no;  she  did  not  expect  you  to 
come.  Only  the  ladies  pay  calls  in  Slowtoa 
Did  not  Mrs.  Paxton  tell  you  f  " 

"  To  tell  the  truth,"  and  he  laughed,  <*  I 
never  asked  her.  You  see  I  am  a  stranger, 
and  I  can't  be  expected  to  know  aU  the 
local  customs.  I  think  in  your  town,  Miss 
Brabourne^  one  grasps  at  the  chance  of  a 
little  pleasant  society.  I  have  only  lived 
here  ten  days,  but  I  would  not  lighUy  lose 
it;  for,  as  you  told  me,  it  is  not  the 
Slowton  way  ever  to  know  anybody  any 
better." 

**I  suppose  in  other  places  people  are 
much  more  friendly  f " 

"Why,  yes;  so  far  as  my  experience 
goes.  In  Oxford  and  London  they 
certainly  are." 

"I  wonder  you  stay  here,  then,"  she 
said  slowly. 

"  You  forget  my  bear." 

"  No ;  but  surely  you  could  find  another 
in  a  pleasanter  place." 

"  I  assure  you,  for  a  young  fellow  like 
myself,  this  engagement  isn't  to  be  despised. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  my  people  and  I 
have  fallen  out;  I  won't  be  what  they 
wish,  and  they  don't  wish  me  to  be  what 
I  want,  and  this  bear-leading  business  is  a 
sort  of  compromise.  So  long  as  I  ean 
make  it  work,  they  can't  say  much ;  and 
it  is  working  at  present  beautifully." 

"  And  you  like  Cecal " 

«  Oh,  immensely ;  he's  an  awfully  clever 
little  beggar,  too,  and  has  no  end  of  ideas 
of  his  own.  It's  hard  on  him  to  be  so 
crippled.  Sometimes  he  can't  leave  his 
room  for  days  together." 

"  It  is  very  sad ! "  and  her  dark  eyes 
were  fuU  of  tender  pity.  "I  did  not 
know  it  was  so  bad  as  that;  and  he  always 
looks  so  patient  and  good  1 " 

"  Couldn't  you  come  over  and  see  him 
sometimes  1  He'd  like  it  awfully  if  you 
would  1"  said  Mr.  Devondale,  speaking 
suddenly  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment 

*'But — what  good  would  that  be  to 
him  9  And  wliat  would  Mrs.  Paxton  and 
my  aunt  say  1 " 

"  We  must  see  about  that ;  but,  as  to 
Cecil,  I  know  it  would  do  him  all  the 
good  in  the  world.  He  has  no  sisters,  yon 
see,  and  though  he's  very  fond  of   his 
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mother,  she  isn't  mach  of  a  companion  to 
him.  Kow  you  ooold  talk  to  him  about 
lots  of  things,  and  read  with  him — he's  no 
end  of  a  reader — and  though  he's  only 
fourteen,  he's  very  good  company,  I  assure 
you.  Would  you  mind  coming,  if  the 
thing  could  be  arranged  1 " 

"I  should  like  it,  if  he  would  really  care 
to  see  pie ;  but — I  don't  think  I  should 
interest  him.  I'^e  very  little  conversation, 
I'm  afraid." 

i<  OecU  wouldn't  think  so.  He  told  me 
the  other  day  he  couldn't  bear  people  who 
talked  when  they'd  nothing  to  say.  He 
prefers  'little  conversation'  when  that 
*  little '  is  to  the  point." 

"  And  will  Cecil  always  be  so  delicate  f " 
Zenobia  asked,  looking  earnestly  at  the 
strong,  handsome  young  fellow  before  her, 
and  contrasting  him  mentally  with  the 
wan  face  and  slight  figure  of  the  crippled 
boy. 

"  Ob,  I  hope  not.  With  care,  they  say, 
great  improvement  is  probable;  but,  of 
course,  he.  will  always  be  lame." 

Mr.  Devondale  had  every  opportunity 
of  judging  of  Zenobia's  powers  of  conversa- 
tion during  the  twenty  minutes  or  so  that 
elapsed  before  Mrs.  Braboume's  return; 
and  his  opinion  was  decidedly  favourable. 
She  did  not  say  very  much,  perhaps,  but 
then  she  never  talked  for  the  sake  of  talking; 
whatever  she  said  was  said  sympathetically, 
and  with  real  Interest  in  the  subject  under 
discussion;  and  she  was  a  most  attentive 
and  appreciative  listener.  Thus  to  converse 
with  her  gave  him  real  pleasure,  quite  apart 
from  the  charm  of  her  beauty  and  simplicity; 
and  when  Mrs.  Brabonme  at  length  ap- 
peared, the  two  young  people  were  talking 
so  pleasantly  together  that  they  never 
heard  her  approach,  and  Francis  Devon- 
dale  was  actually  laughing  at  the  very 
moment  when  that  formal-mannered  lady 
opened  the  door. 

**Zenobia,  I  understand — oh,  Mr.  Devon- 
dale,  are  you  there)  I  am  glad  to  see 
you.  Biog  for  tea,  Zenobia — or  have  you 
had  it  ahreadyl  Nol  Then  ring  at 
onee." 

*'  We  have  not  had  It^  for  I  thought  you 
would  be  home  before  this,"  Zenobia  said, 
as  she  complied  with  her  request. 

**  Mr.  Devondale,  you  will  stay  and  have 
some  tea  ?  It  will  be  up  immediately.  I 
met  Mr.  Priestley  just  now — our  Eector,you 
remember — and  he  was  making  many 
enquiries  after  you.  He  wished  to  know 
if  you  were  one  of  the  Devondales  of 
Dartmouth." 


**  Did  he  I  He  is  a  very  interesting  man, 
the  Rector,  and  I  hope  I  shdl  see  more  of 
him." 

"  He  is  most  highly  connected ;  his 
mother  was  a  baron's  daughter.  He  would, 
I  think,  be  glad  to  find  that  you  are  one 
of  the  Devondales  of  Dartmouth." 

**  Would  he  1  That's  very  kind  of  him. 
I  must  ask  him  about  them,"  and  then 
somehow  he  glided  away  from  the  subject 
in  such  a  way  that  even  Mrs.  Braboume 
did  not  venture  to  return  to  it  again.  Yet 
she  did  not  appear  to  resent  his  silence  on 
this  point,  for  she  continued  to  treat  him 
with  marked  courtesy,  and,  for  her,  actual 
geniality.  True,  her  manner  was  hardly 
calculated  to  give  the  young  man  so  plea- 
sant an  impression ;  but  Zenobia  was  better 
able  to  judge  of  it,  and  wondered  greatly 
to  fiad  Aunt  Martha  so  amiable.  Mr. 
Priestley  must  certainly  have  given  the 
Devondales  of  Dartmouth  a  most  respect- 
able character,  or  she  would  never  have 
been  so  gracious  to  Cecil  Paxton's  tutor 
on  the  mere  chance  that  he  might  prove 
to  be  one  of  them.  The  Sector  was  a 
power  in  Slowton,  and  his  opinion  iJways 
carried  much  weight ;  though  less,  it  h  to 
be  feared,  on  account  of  his  good  common 
sense  and  excellent  understanding,  than  of 
those  "high  connections"  of  whom  all 
Slowton  felt  justly  proud.  .''A  well-known 
family;  oh,  yes,  and  wealthy,  too;  but 
eccentric— extremely  eccentric ; "  such  had 
been  Mr.  Priestley's  summing  up  of  the 
Devondales  of  Dartmouth,  and  it  had 
struck  Mrs.  Brabourne's  fancy  amazingly. 
Despite  her  prim  formality,  too,  the  old 
lady  was  not  altogether  blind  to  Uie  tutor's 
remarkably  good  looks,  which  she  had 
distrusted  at  first  as  being  really  too  gpod 
for  his  position ;  in  fact,  according  to  the 
narrow  little  theories  of  life  that  obtained 
in  Slowton,  he  looked  too  disUnguished  a 
man  to  be  quite  a  gentleman;  but  this 
suspicion  once  comfortably  laid  to  rest, 
Mrs.  Brabourne  was  ready  to  go  to  the 
opposite  extreme,  and  regard  him  with  all 
reverence  as  some  disguised  scion  of  a 
noble  house,  who  was  pleased  for  a  time 
to  lay  aside  his  greatness,  and  comport 
himself  as  an  ordinary  everyday  individual 
For  the  present,  this  explanation  satisfied 
her ;  but  should  it  prove  to  be  a  delusion, 
life  would  go  hard  with  that  young  and 
handsome  tutor  if  Mrs.  Brabourne  had  the 
ordering  of  it.  Of  all  this,  however,  Ze- 
nobia knew  nothing. 

But,  despite  Mrs.  Brabourne's  utmost 
efforts,  the  half-hour  that  succeeded  her 
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retam  was  far  less  agreeable  than  that 
which  had  preceded  it.  So  that  Mr. 
Devondale  was  not  led  to  prolong  his  visit 
andaly,  and  thereby  offend  asainst  the 
nnwrltten  code  of  Slowton  good-breeding. 
He  went,  had  he  only  known  it,  just  at 
the  right  time,  and  Mrs.  Braboarne  pro- 
nounced him  ''an  exceedingly  gentlemanly 
young  man,"  which  was  much — very  much 
— for  her  to  say ;  and  of  a  tutor,  too  1  Bat 
then  the  Devondales  of  Dartmouth  1  Ah, 
that  implied  so  much  1  Why,  it  might 
mean  almost  anything — or  nothing.  Who 
could  say  which  t 

CHAPTER  IV. 

The  country  round  Slowton  was  not 
beautiful,  as  even  the  warmest  admirer  of 
tiiat  dreary  little  town  was  obliged  to 
confess;  it  was  flit  and  unlovely,  and 
neatly  mapped  out  in  level  fields,  in- 
tersected by  straight  roads,  bordered  on 
either  side  by  low,  ruthlessly  clipped 
hedges. 

On  this  dull  November  afternoon,  when 
every  place  looked  its  greyest  and  dreariest, 
the  Slowton  scenery  was  appallingly  colour- 
less and  depressing ;  and  Zanobia,  walking 
along  those  straight,  admirably  kept  roads, 
was  certainly  to  be  excused  if  life  presented 
itself  to  her  imagination  in  peculiarly  un- 
attractive hues,  and  nothing  seemed  really 
of  any  particular  moment  one  way  or  the 
other. 

The  afternoon  and  the  scenery  were 
enough,  without  doubt,  to  account  for  her 
melancholy  state  of  mind;  and  it  would 
be  invidious  to  enquue  whether  the  fact 
that  nearly  a  week  had  passed  since  Mr. 
Deyondale's  visit,  and  she  had  not  so 
much  as  seen  him  in  the  interval,  had 
anything  to  do  with  the  universal  lack  of 
light  and  colour.  Such,  however,  might 
well  be  the  case ;  though,  of  course,  had 
such  an  idea  been  suggeated  to  the  girl 
herself,  she  would  indignantly  have  de- 
nied it.  To  do  so,  under  the  circum- 
stances, would  have  been  both  right  and 
natural. 

Presently  Zgnobia  paused,  and  surveyed 
the  dismal  landscape  with  sadly  question- 
ing eyes.  Was  iJl  her  life  to  be  passed 
amid  these  wearisome,  monotonous  scenes) 
Were  all  her  days  to  be  as  flat  and  un- 
interesting as  these  low -lying,  dreary 
meadows,  from  which  the  chill  white 
mists  were  already  beginning  to  rise  t  It 
was  not  an  inspiriting  prospect,  and  she 
turned  from  it  with  a  little  involuntary 


shiver,  and  began  hastily  to  retrace  her 
steps  towards  the  town. 

At  the  distance  of  a  few  paces  from  the 
place  where  Zsnobia  had  Seen  standing, 
anoUier  road  crossed  hers  at  right  angles ; 
and  up  this  road — ^had  she  chanced  to 
glance  in  that  direction— ^she  might  have 
perceived  the  figure  of  a  solitary  pedestrian 
approaching  from  a  little  way  off.  Bat 
she  did  not  once  look  towards  him,  and  bo 
never  saw  the  eager  gaza  witU  which  he 
was  regarding  her;  or  observed  how  he 
quickened  his  steps  when  he  first  caught 
sight  of  her  standing  there  alone.  So 
Zenobia  went  on  her  way  in  blissful  un- 
consciousness ;  and  he  followed  her  at 
some  little  distance,  debating  with  himself 
whether  or  not  he  should  at  once  hasten 
forward  and  accost  her,  or  wait  t&l  he 
should  be  sure  of  his  ground,  and  more 
completely  master  of  the  situation.  An 
accident  presently  helped  him  to  decide 
the  question. 

There  were  not  many  people  passiiig 
along  the  road  Zenobia  had  chosen  for  her 
walk  that  afternoon,  and,  therefore,  it  was 
the  more  surprising  that  she  should  aee 
Mr.  Devondale,  a  few  minutes  after  she 
had  turned  to  go  home,  coming  towards 
her  from  the  town.  She  was  about  to 
pass  him  with  a  stately  little  bow,  but  he 
had  not  been  hoping  for  this  meeting  for 
days  past  to  have  it  cut  so  exceedingly 
short  now. 

'*You  are  in  great  haste,  Miss  Brabonme," 
he  said,  with  a  smile.  "May  I  walk  back 
a  little  way  with  you  jaat  to  tell  yon  of 
our  grand  idea,  Cecil's  and  mine  V 

•'If  you  are  going  my  way *' 

"I  am,''  promptly,  as  she  hesitated, 
*'  with  your  permission.  It  seems  such  an 
age  since  we  met,  that  I  fear  you  may 
have  forgotten  our  talk  about  the  boy." 

''  Oh|  no ;  indeed,  I  remember  every 
word  of  it ! "  she  protested  eagerly. 
-  <<  And  you  have  not  repented  yonr 
good-nature)  I  hope  not,  for  I  boUeve 
Mrs.  Paxton  is  going  to  take  advantage 
of  it." 

"Does  she  wish  me  to  come  and  see 
Cecil  1  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  do  so,"  she 
said,  in  the  slightly  formal  manner  that 
contrasted  so  pleasantly  with  the  free-and- 
easy  familiarity  of  many  of  the  girls  of  his 
acquaintance;  good  fellows  enough  In 
their  way,  but  terribly  addicted  to  slang, 
and  occasionally  a  little  lacking  In  refine- 
ment Zanobia  never  talked  slang;  ehe 
did  not  even  know  any  to  talk,  which  was 
a  great  comfort. 
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''She  does  indeed.  The  boy  has  set 
his  heart  on  it  Yon  know  he  has  been 
iU  again)" 

''No;  I  am  so  sorry." 

"I  Uionghty  as  yon  llye  so  near,  you 
were  sore  to  hare  heard." 

'<  Not  in  Slowton.  To  be  near  is  a  very 
different  thing  from  being  neighbourly." 

"  It  seems  so,  certainly ;  bat  we  will  try 
to  coltivate  a  better  spirit,  yon  and  I," 
he  said,  feeling  that  no  task  undertaken  in 
such  companionship  could  possibly  be  too 
hard  for  him. 

Zenobia  smiled,  partly,  it  may  be,  from 
pity  of  his  ignorance,  and  partly  from 
pleasure  at  the  idea  of  mutual  helpfulness 
his  words  suggested  to  her.  After  all, 
there  would  be  no  harm  in  trying,  though 
she  had  lived  in  Slowton  too  long  to  be  in 
any  way  sanguine  as  to  the  result.  No 
harm  to  the  general  community,  certainly, 
and  much  satisfaction  to  the  individual 
Zenobia,  whose  ideas  were  becoming  con- 
siderably enlarged  as  she  listened  to  the 
boldly  impracticable  suggestions  of  this 
young  and  light-hearted  tutor.  He  had 
such  a  gay,  careless  way  of  discussing  the 
solemn  Slowton  customs,  that  she  found 
her  own  superstitious  respect  for  them 
steadily  decreasmg  as  she  walked  along 
beside  him;  not  saying  much,  perhaps, 
but,  for  that  very  reason,  thinking  the 
more. 

Meantime,  all  unperceived  by  them,  that 
solitary  pedestrian  followed  along  the  dull 
road,  now  drearier  than  ever  as  the  short 
November  afternoon  began  to  darken 
into  night.  Bat  Ztsnobia  no  longer  found 
the  scene  depressing  or  colourless ;  she  no 
longer  thought  anything  about  it,  so  in- 
terested was  she  in  her  companion's  plans 
for  the  future,  and  so  interested  was  she 
— though  as  yet  she  was  far  from  grasp- 
ing  this  fact  in  its  ftdl  significance — ^In 
himself. 

''Then  when  Mrs.  Pazton  offers  you 
this  rare  opportunity  of  improving  your 
knowledge  of  English  men  of  letters,  and 
those  works  by  which  you  ought  especially 
to  know  them,  you  will  take  the  proposal 
into  your  favourable  consideration  r'  he 
asked,  with  a  JaugL 

''  I  will,  certainly,  and  I  hope  my  aunt 
will  approve." 

''She  wiU  be  conferring  a  favour,  you 
see,  and  Mrs«  Pazton,  as  I  believe,  doesn't 
often  ask  favours.  That  clock  is  actually 
Atriking  half-past  four  I  Fd  no  idea  it 
was  so  late.  I  fear  I  must  be  turning 
back." 


"  Why,  I  thought  you  were  going  my 
way  1 " 

"So  I  was,  but  I  must  go  Mrs. 
Paxton's  now,  for  she  asked  me  to  give  a 
message  for  her  at  a  farm  over  there,  a 
little  beyond  where  I  met  you,  and  I  said 
I'd  be  back  by  five.  Good-bye,  and  don't 
forget  Cecil." 

"  No  fear  of  that,"  she  said.  "  TeU  him 
I  like  his  plan  very  much." 

"He'll  be  delighted.  Thanks— for  us 
both,"  he  added,  with  unwonted  earnest- 
ness, and  a  glance  that  brought  the  colour 
to  Zenobia's  pale,  sweet  face,  and  a  new 
light  to  her  eyes. 

So  they  parted. 

Zenobia  pursued  her  way  to  the  town, 
the  outskirts  of  which  she  was  already 
approaching,  while  Mr.  Devondale  rapidly 
retraced  his  steps  by  the  road  they  had 
come  together  but  a  few  minutes  beforCi 
wishing — ^oh,  how  devoutly  1 — that  Mrs. 
Pazton  and  her  message  were  both  sunk 
"full  fathom  five,"  to  the  bottom  of 
the  sea.  It  was  an  unkind  and  illogical 
wish  on  his  part,  since  he  ought  in 
common  justice  to  have  rememberMl  that, 
though  Mrs.  Paxbon's  message  now  com- 
pelled him  to  leave  Zenobia,  but  for  that 
same  message  he  would  not  have  met  her 
at  all.  But  when  dld^  man  ia  love — and 
Francis  Devondale  was  very  seriously  in 
love ;  of  that  he  was  fully  persuaded  in 
his  own  mind— ever  remember  anything 
of  jastice  or  logic,  far  less  act  reasonably 
in  accordance  with  their  suggestions,  when 
compelled  by  a  sense  of  duty  to  walk 
swiftly  away  from  the  beloved  object! 

Mr.  Devondale,  absorbed  in  his  own 
reflections,  passed  that  solitary  figure  on 
the  road,  scarcely  seeing  him  in  the  deepen- 
ing twilight  There  was  nothing  remark- 
able in  the  man's  appearance  to  attract 
Uie  attention  of  a  casual  observer,  though 
any  one  accustomed  to  read  the  faces  of 
his  fellow-men  might  have  found  one  here 
that  would  well  repay  perusal.  Not  a 
good  face  at  all,  and  yet  with  something 
not  wholly  unattractive  in  the  dark  eyes, 
and  firmly-cut  mouth  and  chin.  A.  man 
with  a  certain  amount  of  character,  un- 
doubtedly ;  though  possibly  that  character 
would  not  go  far  to  gain  him  a  good  name 
in  the  world — at  least  in  such  a  select, 
respectable  world  as  that  of  Slowton. 

He  glanced  at  Mr.  Devondale  sharply  as 
he  passed,  then  paused,  and  watched  him 
as  he  strode  quickly  away  till  his  tall  figure 
was  lost  in  the  twilight. 

"  Like,  very  like,"  he  muUered.     "  If 
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only  it  were  not  so  confoundedly  dark, 

and  I  could  have  seen "  he  broke  off 

abruptly,  and  quickened  his  steps,  bo  that 
in  a  few  minutes  he  overtook  Zenobia  just 
as  fehe  was  turning  into  Qaeen  Street. 

She  heard  the  hasty  steps  behind  her, 
and  looked  round. 

''  Wait  a  momenf'/'  he  said  peremptorily, 
**  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question." 

His  manner  puzzled  her,  but  she  sup- 
posed he  merely  wished  to  ask  his  way  in 
the  town,  and  waited  accordingly ;  though 
with  her  head  carried  a  little  higher  than 
usual. 

»<  Who  was  the  man  you  were  talking 
to  just  now  f 

Zenobia  •  started,  as  well  she  might, 
at  this  very  abrupt  enquiry,  and  turned 
her  dark  eyes  quettioningly  upon  the 
speaker. 

Despite  his  shabby  clothes,  and  general 
air  of  not  too  respectable  poverty,  there 
was  something  in  his  face  that  riveted  her 
attention  by  its  strange  familiarity.  She 
forgot  to  resent  the  impertinence  of  the 
question,  and  replied  simply : 

<'  Mr.  Devondale." 

<<  Frank  Devondale  1 " 

"  Yes." 

*'Then  I  was  right  1  And  what  is  he 
doing  here,  and  how  come  you  to  know 
himt" 

Zenobia  drew  her  slight  figure  to  its 
full  height,  her  srave  eyes  still  fixed 
eamestjy  upon  his  face. 

**  By  what  right  do  you  ask  me  this  1 '' 
she  said. 

''By  a  better  right  than  you  can 
question.  What  is  Frank  DevondiJe  doing 
here  1 " 

And  again  the  girl  replied,  though 
sorely  against  her  will:  "He  is  Cecil 
Piizton's  tutor." 

'<  A  tutor  1 "  and  he  laughed  sardonically. 
« Devondale  a  tutor  1  Upon  my  soul,  I 
shall  take  to  the  trade  next !  A  pretty 
teacher  of  youth,  truly  1  But  he  shall 
teach  you  no  lessons,  gbL  Be  assured  of 
that ! '' 


"I  do  not  understand  you,"  she  said 
coldly. 

Zanobia  felt  as  if  she  must  be  dreaming. 
That  this  man,  a  stranger,  should  dare  to 
address  her  thus;  to  dictate  to  her, 
Zenobia  Brabourne,  whom  she  should  or 
should  not  know,  and  who  should  or 
should  not  teach  her  1  And  all  this 
actually  in  decorous  Qaeen  Street,  within 
a  stone's  throw  of  her  uncle's  respectable 
mansion  1  Ob,  the  thing  was  preposterous; 
manifestly  absurd  !  She  must  be  dreaming, 
surely  1  And  there  he  stood  all  the  while, 
and  looked  at  her;  a  half-stem,  half- 
humorous  smile  upon  his  worn  but  still 
handsome  face. 

"I  do  not  understand  you,"  she  re- 
peated ;  "  and— and  you  have  no  right  to 
speak  to  me  In  this  way." 

She  turned  to  go,  but  he  detained  her. 

'*  I  have  every  right,"  he  said,  standing 
in  front  of  her  so  that  she  could  not  pass ; 
'*  and  so  you  will  acknowledge  when  you 
know  me  better." 

*'I  have  no  wish  to  know  you  at  all. 
Let  me  pass,"  she  exdaimed. 

"Unfortunately,  I  cannot  consult  your 
wishes^  in  the  matter.  It  seems  to  me 
quite  time  I  came  home  to  look  after  you. 
I've  neglected  my  duty  shamefolly  hitherto, 
but  I'll  see  to  it  now — if  only  to  thwart 
Devondale  1 " 

"  What  do  you  mean  t  Who  are  you  1 " 
she  aBked,in  her  surprise  and  bewilderment. 

He  laughed  strangely. 

"I  am  Herbert  Lovell— your  father, 
Zenobia ! " 

And  he  turned  away  abruptly,  and  left 
her. 
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CHAPl'ER  VIII.      SHAD0W1D. 

There  h  b  proeeu  in  dramatic  art,  called 
being  "followed  by  the  lime-light,"  which 
U  no  donbt  complimentaiy,  bat  can,  one 
woold  think,  hardly  be  pleaaant.  A 
dizzling  sort  of  effect  to  the  eyea  mnit 
■orely  be  prodaced  by  living  In  saeh  an 
atmotpbare  of  perpetual  radiance.  At 
all  events,  mob  wa>  the  experience  of 
Private  Harry  Deacon,  after  that  night 
when  be  played  the  part  of  MInnymIn; 
for  Dmmmer  Coghlan  kept  him  In  the 
Ume-light  of  hie  eye;  made  himtelf  iia- 
deed,  u>  to  ipeak,  a  kind  of  doable, 
and  appeared  to  be  saddenl}  endowed 
with  miraealoae  powem  and  moltiple 
lodlvldaallUee.  Did  Private  Deacon  take 
a  atn^  in  the  coantry,  sare  enoagh  the 
trim  figare  of  the  drummer  leemed  to 
riae  like  en  exhalation  from  the  roadildp. 
When  the  fint  note  of  the  first  poit  broke 
the  BtillneiB  of  the  night,  Ooghlan  wai 
rare  to  be  seen  loltettog  on  Patrick's  Hill, 
■wiahlDg  his  leg  with  a  trim  little  cane, 
and  ganog  ealmiy  downhill  to  the  city 
that  looks  BO  fair  in  the  twilight.  Ai 
if  by  some  occalt  influence.  Private  Deacon 
seemed  drawn  ttp  that  tame  hill. 

"  I'll  save  that  lad  or  I'll  plrish,"  said 
the  drammer  to  a  comrade. 

"Is  It  from  the  drink  thent"  replied 
the  other. 

"  Of  coarse  it's  the  drink,"  replied 
Coghlan  sharply,  coming  to  a  sodden 
standsUll,   and  staring   straight  into  hi* 


companion's  face  ;  "  whatever  ilae  would  I 
be  likely  to  be  after  kapia'  biro  from  f " 

"  Why,  yon're  getting  as  grand  a  Tem- 
perance fellow  as  Father  Mathew,  as 
stands  so  stark  and  stiff  there  at  the  end  of 
the  bridge ;  why  don't  yoa  give  B  preaoh- 
ment  about  it,  Coghlan  t " 

"  Pm  down  for  indnigenee,"  said  Coghlan 
with  a  grin. 

The  other  whistled  long  and  low;  bat 
dared  not  ask  any  qnestions,  DmnimBr 
Coghlan  was  counted  a  bit  of  a  spitfire, 
yet  his  patronage  and  companionship  were 
desired  because  he  was  knowledgeable,  and 
stood  well  with  bis  snperior  officers  as  a 
"smart  soldier,"  and  one  who  looked  well 
after  the  boys  of  the  drams  and  fifes,  and 
gave  them  a  biding  now  and  again  when 
they  deserved  it — which  was  by  no  means 
aeldom. 

He  was  tiierefore  not  a  man  to  vex 
by  indiscreet  qaestionings ;  eBpeoIaUy  upon 
such  a  delicate  subject  as  who  might  be 
the  object  of  his  present  passion.  It  was 
popularly  sapposed  that  the  adventure 
with  the  Corporal's  widow — now  a  four- 
year-old  story — bad  had  a  bradng  efi'ect 
upon  Dmmmer  Ooghlan's  eharaoter ;  at  all 
events,  he  had  risen  much  In  public 
(that  is  regimental)  eatimatioD  since  that 
time,  and  another  stripe  adorned  the  sleeve 
of  his  tonic. 

Once  Coghlan,  craftily  dodging  De aeon's 
steps,  met  the  Adjatant  Once  eonntad 
fbr  nothing.  Bat  again,  not  far  from  the 
Wishing  Well,  the  two  came  face  to  faee. 

"  That  divll'a  after  him  thin,  eh  1 "  s^d 
Cf^hlan  to  himself,  as  he  saluted,  and 
stood  aride  to  let  the  offiser  pass ;  "  there's 
snail  chance  for  the  spalpeen  If  he's  up 
to  any  bloomin'  tricks.  Q-lory  be — 'tlsa't 
as  If  be  was  a  bloomin'  dvilian ;  it's  easy 
enoagh  for  the  likes  of  them  to  take  up  wi' 
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the  scram  o'  the  earth — they  don't  know 
nothin',  they  don't — bat  when  a  man's 
got  an  honest  red  coat  on  hb  back,  why 
can't  he  keep  an  honest  heart  underneath 
it  1    The  divU's  in  it  aU— bad  cess  to  it." 

"  The  top  o'  the  momin'  to  ye,  Mister 
Solger,"  cried  a  shrill  voice  from  the  otfier 
side  of  the  hedge,  and  Coghlan  wheeled 
roand,  as  if  he  had  heard  the  words  "  right 
about  face,"  to  see  two  sticks  of  legs  strad- 
dled across  the  ditch,  and  a  tatterdemalion 
with  stiff  arms,  and  head  mockingly  uplifted, 
taking  off  his  own  soldierly  carriage. 

"  What  are  ye,  ye  spawn  of  the  divil  t " 
said  Coghlan,  shoving  his  forage-cap  to 
the  back  of  his  head  in  his  perple^ty. 

"  Divil  yoursel'  1 "  shouted  Tim— for  in- 
deed it  was  no  other ;  '<  did  ye  see  that 
English  off'cer  goin'  iJong  t  Well,  he's  a 
frind  o'  mine,  do  ye  see.  Och !  it's  no  spawn 
I  am,  but  a  grown  man,  an'  one  o'  great 
conshideratfon." 

<'A  friend  o'*  yours  9"  said  Coghlan 
with  a  mighty  contempt.  "  Tell  us  another, 
sonnie ;  that  one  won't  ketch  on." 

"  Didn't  he  giv'  me  a  rale  silver  bit,  an' 
didn't  I  boy  a  swatestuff  poy  for  little 
Patsey,  and  a  ribbin  for  Mary  Rooney — 
her  as  I'm  to  take  before  the  holy  praste* 
one  o'  these  foine  days,  when  Tve  got  a 
potato  patch  to  start  me  i'  loife  like  a 
gintleman  t  An'  there's  more  to  tell  than 
that  same  too,  for  hearken  now " 

At  this  Tim  cleared  the  ditch,  and  came 
to  Ooghlan's  side,  hugging  himself  in  his 
rags  and  speaking  4n  a  whisper  that  was 
enough  to  make  any  one's  blood  run  cold 

''Didn't  he  giv'  me  the  letter  i' one  hand 
an'  anither  silver  bit  in  tiie  ither  one  ? " 

"What  letter,  ye  robber  o'  the  dead t " 
screamed  Coghlan,  but  the  elfin  thing  was 
up  and  off,  a  flitting  shadow  in  the  sun- 
shine, soon  nothing  but  a  cloud  of  dust  in 
the  distance,  and  the  far-off  echo  of  a 
ringing  voice  that  sang  a  rebel  song. 

"  Share,  an'  it's  a  spoy  he's  makin'  of 
the  atomy,  and  the  letter  was  a  snare,"  said. 
Coghlan,  smiting  his  thigh  with  a  mighty 
thud,  while  a  sturdy  oath  further  relieved 
his  feelings.  Then  two  figures  came  in 
sight,  at  first  far-off,  like  tiny  silhouettes 
against  the  sky,  then  nearer  and  nearer. 
A  man  and  woman  pacing  slowly  side  by 
side,  the  woman  weeping. 

•'It's  Harry  and  the  girl  Norah,  an' 
somethin's  throublin'  her,"  said  Coghlan  to 
himself.  '*  Is  she  a  snare  set  for  his  feet — 
like  the  button-nosed,  monkey-mouthed, 
bat's-eared  varmint  that's  just  fled— or  is 
she  true  as  fair,  the  crathurl" 


Coghlan  was  a  drummer  in  a  marching 
regiment,  but  he  was  also  a  gentleman  in 
the  best  sense  of  the  word. 

He  took  advantage  of  a  little  turn  in  the 
lane  to  wheel  round  and  set  off  briskly 
towards  the  town,  swinging  along,  and 
only  stopping  once  to  gather  aJ^  bunch 
of  berries  for  little  Abednego'Fsupper. 

*'  When  a  man's  walking  with  his  girl  he 
don't  want  no  one,  comrade  or  no  comrade, 
to  keep  a  look-out  on  him.  I'm  that  way 
myself  with  'Lfza;  bat  don't  you  eome 
none  o'  your  Minnymin  tricks  wi  me, 
Harry  Deacon,  lookin'  like  a  scared  crathur 
as  some  one's  huntin'  to  the  grim  death 
itself  It's  not  that  way  a  man  looks  when 
his  gfarl's  last  kiss  lies  sweet  on  liis  lips — 
I  know  better  than  that,  I'm  that  way  myself 
with  'Liza — but  there  was  blue  murder  in 
your  eyes  that  time,  my  boy;  glory  be  this 
night  and  day,  and  the  blessed  little  Missy 
tould  me  true,  be  jabers,  so  she  did  ! " 

But  Drummer  Coghlan  reckoned  without 
due  consideration  for  the  possible  accidents 
of  life.  He  slipped  on  a  bit  of  orange- 
peel  in  the  barrack  yard  and  dislocated 
his  ankle.  Then  came  days  when  he  was 
tied  to  hospital,  mornings  when  the  grave 
Scotch  Sergeant  came  and  looked  at  him 
as  if  he  were  about  to  measure  him  for  his 
coffin,  and  when  the  cheery  face  and  voice 
of  Dr.  Musters  did  him  as  much  "good  as  a 
pint  of  ale.  Gentleman  Jack,  too,  was 
visiting  a  sick  comrade  in  hospital,  and 
somehow  got  talking  with  the  drummer, 
by  that  time  hobbling  about  on  a  crutch 
and  one  slung  foot;  and  their  chat  drifted 
—  how  goodness  only  knows  —  to  little 
Missy  and  litde  Abednego,  who,  by  the 
way,  came'to  visit  his  master  in  tiie  ward, 
brought  by  a  wary  comrade,  and  cheered 
the  sick  mightily  with  his  pretty  antics^ 
subsequently  disappearing  with  startling 
rapidity  into  the  bosom  of  Jim's  blue 
hospitid  shirt,  and  peeping  from  that 
stronghold  at  the  grey  figures  assembled 
round.  It  was  wonderful  what  an  interest 
the  Colour-Sergeant  took  hi  the  story  of 
poor  'Bednego  being  **  spreaded  "  by  Bfissy, 
and  that  young  lady's  manifold  perfeotionSy 
and  the  way  in  which  Miss  Elsie,  and  Misa 
Alison,  and  Mrs.  Henneker,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  Major  his  own  self,  doted  on  the 
ground  she  set  her  little  foot  on. 

Be  sure  'Lfza  was  not  left  out  In  these 
recitals,  and  Harry  Deacon,  and  the  story 
of  how  he  played  the  part  of  Minnymin 
would  have  followed  in  due  course,  had  not 
Coghlan  gulped  it  down  like  a  bolus, 
getting  red  in  the  face  with  the  effort 
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It  was  a  great  relief  to  talk  to  the 
Ooloar-Sergeant,  and  to  manage  to  bring 
in  'Liza  every  now  and  then,  as  it  were, 
by  the  head  and  shooldenL  To  talk  of 
those  yon  love  is  often  the  next  best 
thing  to  seeing  them.  Writing  to  them 
is  also  a  prime  amosement^  and  Jim  spent 
maoh  time  inditing  letters  —  a  prooess 
both  laborious  and  painfiil,  bat  delightful 
ia  its  results  to  good  Eliza,  who  read  and 
re-read  the  epistles  to  the  cook^and  carried 
them  about  in  her  apron  poeket,  proud, 
indeed,  of  such  tangible  love  tokens; 
proud  also  to  tell  her  young  ladies  that 
the  Colour  -  Sergeant  of  number  one 
company  was  so  good  to  Jim  il  hospital, 
aiul  even  took  Um  books  to  read,  and 
"  loved  to  hear  about  little  Missy,  so  he 
did,  and  Jim  loved  to  tell  about  her — 
the  blessed  darling  ! " 

''What  an  an&ble  Colour  Sergeant  1 " 
said  Elsie,  laughing ;  "  it  is  very  nice  of 
Um  to  take  such  an  interest  in  us,  I'm  sure." 

But  Alison  had  nothing  to  say;  only 
she  kept  her  needle  quite  still  in  her  hand 
for  a  moment  or  two,  and  added  no  single 
stitch  to  the  rose-bud  she  was  tracing. 

Then  Elsie  went  on. 

"  Jim,  as  you  call  him,  is  not  the  only 
person  favoured  by  the  new  Colour- 
Sergeant,  Eliza,"  with  her  eyes  full  of 
merriment,  eyes  that  had  hardly  yet  learned 
to  weep ;  **  he  lent  us  a  book,  too,  4idn't 
he,  Alison  t  Why,  here  it  is;  we  have  never 
looked  it  fairly  through  yet.  Do  put  that 
stitching  away,  and  let  us  try  these  chants 
over,  dear.  I  thought  choir  practice  went 
better  than  usual  last  night,  didn't  you  t " 

'<  I  think  it  would  go  a  great  deal  better 
always  if  Mr.  Green  and  Mr.  Yerrinder 
kept  away.  The  improvement  is  always 
most  marked  when  they  happen  to  be'  on 
duty ;  you  really  must  allow  that ^^ 

'*What  have  I  to  do  with  it?"  said 
Elsie,  pouting. 

^    "Well,  I  must  say,  I  think  you  en- 
courage Mr.  Yerrinder " 

« Encourage  Mr.  Yerrinder  1 "  cried 
Elsie^  and  down  went  Colour-Sergeant 
Smith's  book,  with  its  face  on  the  floor. 

"  Yes ;  encourage  him  to  fancy  he  has  a 
voice." 

"  Oh,  indeed !"  said  Elsie^  suddenly  calm 
as  a  summer's  night.  "  I  don't  tell  him  to 
his  face  tliat  he  sfaigs  like  a  crow — as  you 
da" 

"  He  does  sing  like  a  crow,"  said  Alison ; 
"  and  not  a  nice  crow  either.  As  to  Mr. 
Oreen,  I  really  do  wish  he  wouldn't  blush 
so  every  time  one  speaks  to  him." 


'<  Every  time  you  speak  to  him,  you 
mean,"  replied  the  other  viciously. 

"  Elsie  I " 

And  a  warning  finger  was  upheld. 
Chaff  of  that  kind  was  forbidden,  and 
the  merry  maid  knew  it^  but  occasionally 
transgressed. 

"  He  is  a  ridiculous  person  altogether," 
she  went  on,  picking  up  the  long,  narrow 
chant-book,  and  smoothing  out  its  leaves 
tenderly;  "his  recitation  at  the  Soldiers' 
Evening  on  Saturday  was  dreadful ;  when 
he  said, '  on  the  Grampian  Hills,'  he  pointed 
right  up  to  the  big  chandelier.  Then 
Mr.  Blizzard's  dying  gladiator,  do  you 
think  they  can  really  have  been  like  that, 
Alison  t " 

"Never  saw  one,"  said  Alison  shortly, 
in  the  interval  of  counting  stitches. 

"  But,"  continued  Elsie,  "a  gladiator  with 
a  squeaky  voice  is  surely  a  mistake ;  and 
what  a  bump  he  came  down  with  when  he 
diedl  That  was  surely  a  dramaUc  blunder; 
he  ought  to  have  subsided  graceftilly — ^like 
a  sort  of  dissolving  view,  you  know.  I 
got  tired  of  the  whole  thing,  until  Sergeant 
Smith  sang,  'Bid  me  g«M-byel'  That 
made  me  feel  what  cousin  Frank  calls 
'  blnbby ';  it  did,  indeed.  It  was  so  sweet 
and  sad.  It  quite  haunted  me.  '  Bid  me 
good-bye,  good-bye,  good-bye  1'  He  got 
quite  pale  while  he  sang  it.  I  like  that 
sort  of  thing ;  it  is  so  impressive.  I  was 
glad  they  encored  it,  though  he  did  seem 
so  unwfllinff.  He  is. a  very  dignified  sort  of 
personage  altogether,  isn't,  he  t  Elfza  says 
the  men  call  falm  Gentleman  Jack." 

"  Do  they  1 " 

"  Soldiers  are  so  knowing." 

"Are  they?" 

"Alison,  you  are  too  provoking;  you 
bury  yourself  alive  in  Uiat  embroidery." 

"  It  Is  for  the  mother." 

There  was  no  division  of  Interests  at 
the  Hennekers'.  The  Mother  was  "mother" 
to  every  one;  the  tall,  gaunt,  eagle-faced 
Major  was  "Dad"  to  all  sBke;  which  shows 
how  Alison  was  welded  into  the  family, 
like  a  little  nugget  of  gold  into  a  Mg  one. 

The  mother  was  the  centre  of  the  home ; 
a  placid,  ox-eyed  woman,  with  soft  hair 
tiiat  waved  on  either  side  like  a  parted 
stream.  A  woman  whose  belief  {n  good 
was  so  profound  that  she  ever  sought  for 
some  excuse  underlying  all  evil.  Every 
one  ministered  to  ner;  she  and  little 
Missy  were  a  sort  of  human  household. 
Madonna  and  Child — ^things  to  be  wor- 
shipped, watched  with  fond  eyep,  and  kept 
In   flowery  surroundings.    Mrs.   Musters 
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said  the  Hennekers  made  a  ridlonloiiB 
foBB  over  one  anoiher,  but  when  Miny 
lay  stricken  down  by  a  chQdiah  fever,  she 
came  and  cried  in  tiie  drawing-room,  and 
ihe  ffirlB  called  her  an  old  dear,  and 
noboay  ever  mbded  what  she  said  any 
more.  Her  bark  was,  Indeed,  always  worse 
than  her  bite,  and  it  was  a  pity  she  barked 
so  much  and  so  load.  That  was  what 
they  said,  langhlng,  among  themselves. 
And  thev  went  on  making  as  much  fnss 
with  each  other  as  they  liked — that  is,  no 
fnss  at  all|  only  loving  each  other  dearly, 
and  kissing  the  feet  of  little  Missy,  meta- 
phorically, all  day  long. 

Elsie  bsA  alighted  on  the  muBic-stool, 
and  was  playing  a  tender  minor  chord  or 
two  from  oat  of  the  Colour -Sergeant's 
book  of  chants.    All  at  6nce  she  cried  out : 

•«  Alison,  Alison !  Why,  look  I  What 
is  this  1  There  is  something  like  a  dragon's 
head,  very  faint,  almost  scratched  oat; 
and  yet — it  is — yes,  I  am  sure  it  is — a 
crest,  with  some  letters  intertwined.  Yon 
know  what  I  told  you  the  other  night  t 
1  am  sore — sure — sore  there  is  a  story 
belonging  to — Gentleman  Jack.  He  is  a 
Prince  m  disgoise.  You'll  see,  it  will 
presently  turn  out  as  I  say.  Look  for 
yourself,  Miss  Won'tbelieve." 

And  Alison,  who  had  laid  down  the 
precious  rose-bud  and  come  slowly  to  her 
cousin's  side,  answered,  also  slowly  : 

"  I  do  not  see  that  it  concerns  us,  Elsie, 
and  your  crest  looks  very  like  a  smear. 
Whatever  it  is,  do  you  think  we  ought  to 
pry  into  itt  Do  you  think  we  ought, 
deart" 

Elsie  blushed  j  nevertheless  she  had  the 
boldness  to  vow  that  she  could  distinguish 
the  letter  0,  and  continued  to  stare  at 
what  her  cousin  had  been  pleased  to 
designate  a  smear, 

"  Give  me  the  book,"  said  Alison,  grave 
and  imperious ;  "it  was  lent  to  me,  not  to 
you." 

<<  I  am  sorry,"  said  Elsie,  capitulating  at 
once ;  *'  I  will  not  say  another  word  about 
the  ...  .  griffin — I  wouldn't  have  done 
so  at  all — but,  oh,  I  do  so  love  a  story, 
even  if  it's  only  a  make-believe  1 " 

''Let  us  talk  of  something  else,"  said 
Alison. 

"  Why,  I  have  really  vexed  you — ^your 
hand  trembles.    Oh,  Alison  1 " 

"Look  at  Missy,  what  is  the  child 
doing  t "  came  by  way  of  answer  to  this. 

Missy  was  standing  in  her  usual  atti- 
tude ;  the  sweet  little  head,  running  over 
with  curls,  a  bit  on  one  side ;  the  hands  | 


meekly  folded;  the  eyes  pathetic;  and 
there  before  her,  on  a  low  chair,  bright 
coppers,  all  of  a  row ;  pennies  In  one  row, 
hal^nnles  in  another,  and  a  lonely  little 
farthing  all  by  itself. 

"  Missy,  are  you  playing  shop  t " 

A  long  sigh,  a  weary  shake  of  the 
precious  head. 

"  N-o.  I'm  casting  up  to  see  if  I  can 
buy  little  Abednego.  I  do  want  him  so 
very  badly.  He's  such  a  dear,  wee  thing, 
and  likes  to  be  spreaded  ever  so  mucli 
better  than  Minnymin — Minnymin  squeaks 
and  is  naughty  when  he  is  properly 
spreaded." 

"  Popr  Minnymin/'  said  Alison  gravely, 
"It  is  naughty  not  to  care  f or  Um  any 
more." 

<' Please  don't  talk  about  him;  he's 
getting  tiresome,"  said  the  Fairy  Queen, 
with  a  pout;  ''and  you  know  I  can't  do 
without  anything— can  I  ?  Nobody  could, 
you  know." 

"  The  drummer  won't  let  you  have  little 
Abednego,"  said  Elsie  confidently. 

"  Not  if  'Liza  coaxed  him  ? "  was  the  un- 
expected answer,  uttered  with  a  look  of 
divine  faith. 

"  I  shall  make  her  write  a  long  letter  to 
him,"  continued  the  little  maid,  speaUng 
with  quiet  resolve  and  deliberation ; 
**  quite  a  long  big  letter — like  he  writes  to 
her — ^sides  and  sides  all  writed  over; 
'  excellent  reading,'  that's  what  'Liza  says, 
and  foil  of  words." 

Then  to  the  cat,  who  came  in  uneon- 
scious  of  waning  charm,  treading  delicately, 
with  straight,  uplifted  taO,  and  simmeii^ 
purr: 

"Go  away,  Minnymin — ^you've  goned 
tiresome — I  want  to  have  little  Abednego 
all  for  my  very  own  seU" 

After  all.  Missy  was  only  like  the  rest  of 
us.  We  most  of  us  have  our  Minnymins, 
and  long  for  an  Abednego. 

When  the  pretty  one  and  all  her  show 
of  coppers  had  been  captured  and  conveyed 
away  by  the  unconsdous  'Liza,  the  two 
girls  were  very  silent.  Elsie  wanted  to 
say  something  that  'seemed  to  choke  her; 
Alison's  thoughts  had  drifted,  and  her 
fingers  moved  mechanically  among  the 
soft,  bright-hued  silks. 

llie  little  room  in  wliich  they  sat  was  a 
sort  of  girl's  paradise ;  an  odd,  comerwise 
room,  rich  with  the  countless  treasures  of 
the  years,  and  a  small  cottage  piano — 
mellow  and  true — In  the  recess  by  the  fire. 
It  was  wonderful,  when  the  One  Hundred 
and  Ninety-Third  got  "the  route,"  into  how 
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small  a  space  all  the  treasures  went — 
always  excepting  the  piano,  which,  at  sneh 
times,  was  apt  to  be  somewhat  of  a  white 
elephant.  The  subtlety  with  which  things 
packed  into  each  other,  a  table  absorbing  a 
chair,  and  a  bookcase  slipping  inside  botii, 
was  remarkable.  People  whose  lot  it  is 
to  be  wanderers  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
with,  so  to  speak,  no  abiding  city  for 
very  long  together,  are  used  to  that  sort  of 
thing,  and  think  nothing  of  it.  la  truth 
it  has  its  charms ;  driving  monotony  out 
of  life,  and  gilding  the  future  with  a  bliss- 
ful uncertainty. 

Wherever  you  go,  you  all  go  together — 
that  is  a  great  pulL  There  is  no  leaving 
your  friends  behind.  True,  all  are  not 
your  friends,  but  all  have  an  interest  for 
you,  since  they  are  part*  and  parcel  of 
*'  the  regiment."  Among  yourselves,  you 
permit  yourself  the  use  of  the  definite 
article.  It  indicates  much:  defining  the. 
estimation  in  which,  in  your  heart  of 
hearts,  you  hold  the  corps  to  which  you  all 
belong.  Elsie  was  thinking  of  a  possible 
wrench  and  rent  in  this  community,  and 
thoughts  seethed  within  her,  seeking 
utterance. 

An  easily  stirred,  yet  not  shallow  soul, 
she  only  needed  the  ripening  of  a  year  or 
two  to  make  her  a  delightful  woman.  At 
present  her  ideas  were  a  bit  crude;  her 
methods  lacking  the  skill  of  the  diplo- 
matist. She  was  only  a  thing  in  embryo 
yet — ^this  dainty,  laughter- loving  maiden; 
but  tender  of  heart,  and  with  a  delicate 
shrinking  from  seeing  others  suflper. 

Twice  she  essayed  to  speak — twice  let 
the  half-uttered  word  glide  into  an  episode 
taken  out  of  the  Oolour-Sergeant's  chant- 
book.  Then  she  took  her  courage  by  both 
hands,  yet  not  looking  at  her  companion ; 
staring,  indeed,  out  of  the  window,  seeing 
only  a  scarlet  mist  that  was  in  roilf  ty  a 
company  going  out  to  drill. 

"  Aliscm — ^do  not  be  angry  with  me,  if  I 
say  something  that  may  vex  you."     '^';' 

Struck  with  the  unusual  gravity  other 
tone,  Alison  looked  up  amazed.  '^ 

'*  Angry  1 "  she  said,  with  an  intonation 
that  conveyed  impossibility — "  angry  with 
youi" 

There  was  only  a  knot  of  braided  golden 
hair,  a  pair  of  well-made  shoulders,  and  a 
supple  but  not  compressed  waist  visible, 
but  to  these  Alison  addressed  her  re- 
monstrance. Elsie  did  not  turn.  The  com- 
pany had  passed  by,  and  she  saw  a  grey  mist 
now^bnt  red  or  grey  were  all  as  one  to  her, 
all  blurred,  all  wings  of  naught  indeed. 


"  Yes — angry — because  we  do  not  often 
speak  of  such  things — ^not  as  some  girls  do 
— therefore,  it  may  seem  strange  to  you." 

Silence  again,  and  this  time  Alison  does 
not  break  it  by  a  word. 
She  knows. 

She  holds  her  work  firmly,  passing  and 
repassing  the  needle  with  resolution.  In 
such  detoils  may  emotion  be  traced. 

"  You  know  that  I  want  to  speak  about 
Captain  Dannison — about  Hugh.  Yes  :  I 
call  him  so  in  my  own  mind  sometimes. 
I  should  like — Alison— do  you  hear)  I 
should  like  to  call  him  so — always,  and  I 
think — I  do  indeed — that  Dad  would  like 
it  too.  I  have  seen  him  watching  you 
sometimes — ^I  have  seen  him  touch  mother's 
hand,  ever  so  gently,  when  you  two— you 
and  he — ^have  been  standing  side  by  side, 
and — Hugh — ^looking  so  happy.  He  is  so 
good,  Alison;  was  there  ever  a  man  so 
highly  thought  of  in  a  regiment,  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest,  as  Hugh  Dennison 
in  ours )  We  all  know  what  the  Colonel 
thinks  of  him,  and  what  the  men  think  of 
him ;  we  have  heard  the  story  of  it  all  over 
and  over  again." 

Still  silence,  but  the  neecUe  plies  no 
more,  and  Alison's  eyes  are  covered  by  her 
hand.  ^~ 

*<  As  to  how  he — what  he — I  don't  think 
any  one  ever  loved  a\iy  one  as  Hugh  Den- 
nison lovea  you,  I  don't  indeed ;  and  then, 

to  hear  him  say " 

Like  a  faint  echo  comes  from  Alison : 

**  To  hear  him  say " 

*'  To  hear  him  talk  of  leaving  the  dear 
old  regiment,  of  exchanging  and  going  to 
India,    and  to    know — to  know  all  the 

while " 

«  Who  did  he  say  this  to  1" 
Alison's    eyes   are    not   covered    now. 
They  shine,  they  demand  an  answer. 
"  To  me." 
"  When  1 " 
"  Last  night." 

At  last  she  turns,  looking  like  some 
pretty  animal  at  bay ;  then  rushes  on  with 
her  words,  the  tears  coming  whether  she 
will  or  no. 

'*  I  know  why  he  said  so  to  me ;  it  is 
because  he  sees  that  I  can  read  his  heart 
like  a  book,  because  he  knovs  that  I  know 
whose  name  is  written  there  on  every  page, 
because  he  knows  that  I  can  feel  for  him, 
that  I  am  sorry,  sorry,  sorry.  Oh,  Alison, 
why  is  it  that  you  do  not  caret  Surely 
your  heart  must  be  a  heart  of  stone  1  He 
is  a  man  to  be  proud  of,  to  be  glad  of,  and 
he  thinks  of  you — only  yon.    If  you  had 
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Been  the  look  in  hie  eyei  when  he  said  that 
abont  going  away,  yoa  would  have  been 
Borry ;  yoa  ooold  not  have  helped  your- 
Bexfa 

"  I  am  Borry— " 

A.  quivering  sigh  cute  the  words  in  two, 
and  Elgie'B  bouI  f  aintB  within  her. 

To  suBpect  a  thing,  even  to  fanoy  you 
know  a  thing,  what  a  difference  there  is 
between  that  and  having  the  bare  and 
cruel  fact  set  plain  before  your  face  1 

Elsie  looks  out  of  window  again  now. 
She  cannot  bear  to  look  at  her  cousin. 

"  So  you  mean  there  is  no  hope  for  him  1 
Is  that  what  you  mean  by  sayfaig  you  are 
Borry  t  Tell  me,  can  you  not  try  to  love  a 
man  so  noble  and  so  true,  so  tender  and 
so  brave,  if  trying  is  needed  1  ** 

The  answer  is  a  puule  to  which  Elsie 
finds  no  solution. 

''  I  might  have  done,  I  cannot  tell ;  I 
used  to  think  I  might ;  I  know  that  he  is 
all  yon  say  and  more-^more,  a  thousand 
times  more.  I  tell  yon  that  I  might  have 
done,  but — ^not  now — not  now." 

Elsie  hears  the  door  open  and  dose. 
Then  she  turns  round,  her  eyeu  swimming. 
Her  experiment  has  been  a  deathly 
failure. 


A  NEW  COLONY. 

IN  TWO  PARTS.      PART  I. 

Seldom,  if  ever,  has  a  book  been  so 
opportunely  published  as  Mr.  Selous's  latest 
addition  to  South  African  literature.^ 
While  the  fate  of  Mashunaland  is  trembling 
in  the  balance ;  while  at  any  moment  the 
British  South  African  Company's  forces 
may  come  into  collision  with  the  warlike 
Matabili ;  and  whUe  many  of  us  do  not 
know  anything  at  all  about  Mashunaland 
—where  it  is  and  what  it  is  like— this 
new  book  comes  to  give  ua  light  on  the 
subject.  It  is  not  only  capable  of  teaching 
us  much,  but  is  of  the  greater  value  in 
that  its  author  has  been  familiar  with  the 
interior  of  South  Africa,  and  with  the 
natives  and  resources  of  that  hitherto 
little  known  district,  for  twenty  years, 
having  passed  through  and  become  ac- 
quainted with  it  on  Us  various  hunting 
ezpeditionp. 

The  book  itself  may  be  divided  into 
three  parts :  the  iirst  dealing  with  huntfaig 
expeditions  from   1882  until   1887;  the 

second  with   the   journey   of  the   expe- 

" 

*  "  Travel  and  Adventure  in  South-East  Africa," 
by  Frederick  Courteney  Seloua,  C.M.Z.S.  (Rowland 
Ward  &  Co.) 


ditionary  force  of  the  British  South  African 
Company ;  and  the  last  containins  various 
hunting  reminiscenoes,  mostly  dealing  with 
expeditions  previous  to  1882. 

Mr.  Selous,  when  Betting  out  to  Africa 
in  1882,  had  no  intention  of  again  pnrsuhig 
hunting  as  a  profession,  but  intended  to  turn 
ostrich  flurmer.  Findine  that  trade  in  a  very 
bad  way,  however,  be  determined  to  again 
Bet  f<»th  for  the  interior,  and  accordi^ly. 
pursued  his  way  through  the  Transvaal; 
and  he  tells  us  that,  contrary  to  the  pre- 
conceived ideas  of  many  people,  the  Dutch 
Boersi  whether  in  the  Transvaal,  the  Free 
State,  or  the  Cape  Colony,  are  full  of 
gemdne  kbdness  and  hospitality  towards 
strangerB,  and  that  only  once  did  he  meet 
with  any  inhospitality. 

At  Elerksdorp  the  ''boys"  were  engaged : 
including  Norris,  a  waggon  driver,  and 
Laer,  a  young  Griqua:  and  a  start  was 
made  with  a  waggon,  a  team  of  oxen,  and 
provisions  and  trading  goods  to  last  a  year, 
with  a  journey  of  five  hundred  milea  in 
front   before   Uie   camping   ground   was 
reached.    On  one  occasion  not  long  after 
starting,  there  lay  before  the  little  party  a 
track  of  dried  grass  on  which  the  sun 
poured   fiercely   with   no   shelter.     Un- 
willing to  take  his  cattle  across  it,  Selous 
determined  to  ride  to  a  village,  by  name 
Bamangwato,  during  the  night,  and  ask  the 
chief  Ehama — ^the  same,  by  ttie  way,  who 
is  at  present  said  to  be  ready  to  help  the 
British  South  African  Company  with  a 
large  force  of    men  —  permission   to  go 
through   his    territory   idong   the  Biver 
Limpopo,  and  then  to  rejcdn  tiie  main  road 
to  Matabili,  which  lies  north  of  the  South 
African  B^nblic,  and  through  which  the 
direct  route  to  J^d^hunaland  would  lie; 
the  neighbouring   state   of   Manica,  the 
name  of  wliich  hias  frequently  crop^  up 
of  late^  being  to  the  west  of  Matabili  and 
Mashunaland,  the  whole  of  them  being 
some    considerable    distance    below    the 
Zambesi.     In  the   course   of   this   rida 
occurred  an  incident  which  m^ht  have  led 
to  fatal  results*    Selous  had  dismounted  to 
rest  his  horse.     "I  had  been  lying  upon 
the  ground  for  perhaps  a  couple  of  mtnutesi 
listening  to  the  slight  noise  made  bv  my 
horse  as  he  cropped  the  shorty  dry  hernage. 
Suddenly  the  sound  ceased.    For  a  few 
seconds  I  lay  dreamily  wondering  why  it 
did  not  recommence;  but  as  there  waa 
still  silence,  I  rolled  quickly  over  on  my 
stomacli,  and  looking  under  the  bosh  to 
ascertain  why  my  horse  had  stopped  feed* 
ing,  I  saw  that  he  was  standing  {n  an 
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attitude  of  fixed  attention,  with  ears 
pricked  forward,  intently  gadng  towards 
the  road.  I  instantly  tamed  and  looked 
in  the  same  direction,  and  as  bistantly 
saw  on  what  the  horse's  eyes  were  fixed. 
There,  not  thirty  yards  away,  and  right  in 
the  open,  a  lioness,  loommg  large  and 
white  in  the  brilliant  moonlight^  was 
coming  up  at  a  qnicki  stealthy  pace,  and 
in  a  half-cronchfng  attitude.  In  an  instant 
I  was  on  my  feet,  and  the  lioness,  probably 
observing  me  for  the  first  time,  at  once 
stopped  and  oroaohed  perfectly  flat  On  the 
groond.  The  saddle  and  rifle  lay  oat  in 
the  moonlight  right  between  me  and  the 
lioness,  though  nearer  to  me  than  to  her, 
I  knew  she  most  be  pretty  keen  set,  or  she 
woald  have  retsreated  upon  seeing  me.  •  .  . 
Obyionsly  the  only  thbig  to  be  done  was 
to  get  hold  of  my  rifle;  sa  I  walked 
qni^y  forward  into  the  moonliffht  to- 
wards where  it  lay  agaiast  the  sadUle.  I 
must  confess  that  I  did  not  like  advancing 
against  the  lioness,  for  I  knew  very  weU 
<rf  what  hongry  lions  are  capable.  How- 
ever, whilst  I  took  those  dozen  steps  she 
never  stirred;  but  jost  as  I  stooped  to 
grasp  my  rifle  she  sprang  up  witib  a  low, 
parring  growl,  and  made  off  towards  some 
thorn -bashes  to  the  righf  Alone  in 
South  Africa  in  the  dcMl  of  night  with 
one's  rifle  midway  between  one  and  a 
hungry  lioness,  hardly  seems  the  sort  of 
situation  one  would  choose  to  be  in. 
i  Selons  gained  the  permission  he  wanted 
from  Khama,  and  then  it  was  rendered 
unnecessary  by  the  weather  breakii^;  up, 
so  that  he  was  enabled  to  take  the  ordi* 
nary  route ;  and  in  June  found  his  hunting 
camp  on  the  banks  of  a  small  stream  in 
Northern  Mashunaland,  from  which  he 
conducted  his  hunting  excursions.  He 
employed  some  Mashunas,  nAo  foUowcd 
him  in  the  hope  of  getting  some  meat^  to 
strengthen  the  fences  enoTosing  his  eamp 
and  cattle  kraaL  In  tiie  camp  were  the 
wagg<Mi,  to  which  the  horses  w^re  tied  at 
nighty  and  a  tent  for  the  boys.  The  waggon 
was  one  known  as  a  buck  waggon,  with 
a  tilt  on  the  hinder  part,  where  Selous 
slept  when  in  camp,  stores  being  packed 
in  the  front  part,  and  a  large  canvas 
sheet  being  stretched  over  the  wholoi 
sheltered  by  which,  and  under  the  waggon, 
slept  the  driver  Norris.  It  was  as  weU  the 
camp  was  strengthened,  for  a  visit  was 
paid  that  nieht  by  some  lioits,  who  growled 
around  all  n^ht,  but  did  no  damage.  Soon 
afterwards  Scdons  nearly  lost  his  lad  Laer 
by  means  of  a  wounded  lion,  which  they 


'  approached  thinking  he  was  dead,  whereas 
on  their  approach  he  quickly  roused  himself, 
growling.  Selous  rode  off  safely,  but 
Laer's  pony  shied  and  threw  Mm,  and 
Laer,  having  a  thong  fastened  to  his  waist- 
band and  his  bridle,  was  fast  bound  to  the 
horse.  The  lion  was  but  thirty  yards 
away,  and  the  pony  pulling  the  lad  towards 
the  ferocious  beast.  Luckily  Selous  got  a 
shot  In  before  the  pony  reached  the  lion, 
which  seemed  not  strong  enough  to  spriogi 
and  shot  him  in  the  rfght  eye. 

The  time  was  occupied  in  collecting 
specimens^  orders  for  which  Selous  had  from 
museums  and  dealers,  until  the  waggon 
contained  very  nearly  as  much  as  it  could 
holdi  and  as  it  was  too  early  to  return  to 
Matabililand,  Selous  determined  to  make 
his  way  down  the  Zambesi.  The  first 
part  of  his  journey  was  through  unknown 
regions;  his  party  consisting  of  .Laer,  two 
Matabili  boys,  two  of  Ehama's  men, 
three  Mashunas,  and  a  pack-donkey ;  the 
latter,  however,  soon  fell  a  victim  to 
hy^naSr  Small  as  his  party  was,  when- 
ever it  approached  a  Mashuna  village  the 
inhabitants  fled,  and  it  was  ofim  a  work  of 
much  time  to  persuade  them  to  supply  the 
little  party  with  provisions — such  is  their 
fear  of  the  fierce  Matabili.  Joumeyine 
on  through  a  country  which  was  not  rich 
in  game,  the  Zambesi  was  reached  and 
travelled  down  as  far  as  Zambo,  which  is 
under  Portuguese  rule,  and  the  return 
journey  was  made  mostly  by  another 
route.  In  the  course  of  this  retttm  joume v 
Selous  had  a  bad  attack  of  feveri  whicn 
prostrated  him  for  some  time.  He,  how- 
ever, reached  his  camp  on  the  fourteenth  of 
September.  This  expedition  to  the  Zambesi 
concluded  the  hunter's  trip  for  1882,  but 
in  1883  Selous  again  set  forth  for  the 
interior,  and  pitched  his  camp  on  the 
baoiks  of  the  Manyami  river  in  Mashuna- 
land. One  hunting  trip  must  be  very  like 
another,  so  that  it  would  be  unnecessary  to 
go  Into  the  details  of  each  trip,  but  it  will 
suffice  to  pick  out  any  event  of  special 
interest.  We  have  a  short  description  of 
the  plateau  where  the  Manyami  and  Mazoe 
rivers  tidke  their  rise,  which  was  written  by 
Selous  in  Us  diary  long  before  there  was 
any  idea  of  Mashunaland  becoming  a 
British  colony :  *'  The  open  grassy  downs 
extend  over  a  large  tract  of  land,  and  with- 
out doubt  form  the  finest  country  for 
European  occupation  in  South  Africa.  The 
climate  is  deVghtful  for  the  greater  pact  of 
the  year,  thoueh  during  the  months  of 
June  and  Joly  it  is  rather  bleak  and  cold. 
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This  high  plateaa  is  Interaected  in  eveiy 
direction  by  numing  Btreams  that  never 
dry,  and  as  the  fonntatna  which  supply 
them  well  out  from  the  highest  portions  of 
the  downs,  a  laree  area  of  country  might  be 
pat  nnder  irrigauon.  The  whole  year  round 
a  cool  wind  blows  from  the  south-east — a 
wind  which  in  the  winter  months  becomes  so 
keen  and  cold  that  it  seems  to  come  direct 
from  the  frozen  seas  of  the  Antarctic  Circle. 
This,  in  fact,  is  a  country  where  European 
children  woidd  grow  up  with  rosy  cheeks, 
and  apples  would  not  be  flavourless.  Al- 
though these  downs  are  very  open,  still 
one  is  never  out  of  sight  of  patches  of 
forest  trees,  so  that  the  luxury  of  a  good 
log  fire  at  night  can  always  be  enjoyed — a 
luxury  which  will  be  appreciated  by  South 
African  travellers  who  have  journeyed 
through  the  treeless  waste  of  the  Cape 
Colony,  Orange  Free  Sbate,  and  Trans- 
vaal'' Mashunaland,  in  point  of  health, 
would  seem  to  compare  most  favourably 
with  some  of  our  colonies,  the  climates  of 
which  do  not  seem  to  be  conducive  to  the 
welfare  of  rosy-cheeked  children. 

In  July  Selous  shot  an  ostrich  but  could 
not  procure  his  feathers,  the  cold  being  so 
bitter  and  the  rain  so  heavy  as  to  drive 
him  to  camp,  and  they  were  taken  for  him 
by  a  Griqua  hunter,  but  unfortunately 
were  burnt.  Soon  afterwards  he  shot  a 
huge  bull  eland,  which  may  now  be  seen 
at  the  Natural  History  Museum  at  South 
Kensington.  The  following  are  the 
measurements :  standing  height  at  withers, 
five  feet  nine  inches ;  girth  of  neck,  mid- 
way between  jaw  and  shoulder,  five  feet 
one  inch ;  depth  of  body,  measured  over 
the  curve  behind  the  shoulder  from  the 
wither  to  the  middle  of  chest,  four  feet 
one  inch;  breadth  of  chest  between  the 
fore-legs,  one  foot  two  inches.  These  last 
three  measurements  were  taken  after  the 
skin  had  been  removed.  This  eland  skin 
was  almost  lost,  a  hjaena  creeping  through 
the  fenca  of  the  camp,  seizing  it  in  the  full 
light  of  the  fire,  and  making  off  with  it. 
He  was  pursued,  dropped  the  skin,  and 
got  away  at  the  time,  but  coming  back  to 
try  again,  paid  the  penalty  for  his  rashness. 

On  completing  the  story  of  this  trip, 
Selous  breaks  off  to  tell  of  the  various 
tribal  wars,  all  of  which  go  to  prove  the 
warlike  character  of  the  Matabilf,  who  are 
apparently  always  spoiling  for  a  fight,  and 
are  the  general  terror  of  surrounding 
tribes.  One  of  their  peculiarly  ferocious 
massacres  of  Mashunas  took  place  in  1883, . 
and  in  1884  Selous  passed  tlurough  the| 


country,  and  camping  one  night  among 
the  ruins  of  the  deserted  kraals,  saw  with 
his  own  eyes  the  devastation  that  had 
been  wrought 

In  the  course  of  the  next  expedition 
(1884)  the  waggon  broke  down — a  wheel 
collapsing — and  it  is  worthy  of  note  that 
this  is  the  only  mention  of  such  an  accident 
in  the  whole  book.  Two  hunters  were 
camped  three  days'  journey  off,  so  Selous  set 
out  for  their  camp,  and  finding  their  wheels 
the  same  size  as  his  own  borrowed  one,  re- 
turned, and  took  the  waggon  to  the  hunters' 
camp,  and  moved  the  waggons  of  the  two 
parties  together  until  they  came  to  a  spot 
where  there  was  wood  suitable  for  repairing 
the  damage.  Here  Selous  says  he  felt  that 
he  would  have  an  opportunity  of  testing 
Dr.  Livingstone's  incriedible  statement  that 
a  lion's  bite  gives  no  pain.  He  was  after  a 
lion  with  only  a  single-barrelled  rifle,  and 
dismounting  to  flre,  only  wounded  the 
beast  j  his  horse  became  restive,  and  made, 
it  impossible  ^or  him  to  mount.  Tiie 
enraged  lion  advanced  upon  him,  when 
suddenly  his  people,  coming  up,  let  loose 
the  dogs,  and  the  lion,  fright^ed  by  the 
shouts  and  barks,  swerved,  and  passing 
Selous,  galloped  off.  He  was  followed, 
and  his  skin  added  to  the  collection. 

All  this  time  Selous  had  had  no  difficulty 
with  the  natives,  who  treated  him  well,  but 
in  December  when  he  reached  Matabililand 
he  experienced  some  trouble.  The  people 
of  Matabililand  have  a  great  objection  to 
the  killing  of  many  hippopotami,  so  Selous 
refrained  from  killing  these  big  beasts 
when  in  their  territory,  except  when  he 
wanted  food,  and  then  only  when  he  had 
asked  the  permission  of  the  chief  Lo 
Bengula.  But  in  the  previous  year  a 
trader  had  employed  several  Griquas  and 
Colonial  natives  to  shoot  hippopotami  for 
him,  their  hides  being  in  great  demand. 
The  trader  was  summoned  to  Bnlawayo,  and 
was  there  on  Selous's  arrival  in  December. 
But  Lo  Bengula,  while  enraged  against 
the  trader,  said  that  there  was  no  case 
against  Selous,  who  returned  to  Us 
waggon,  and  was  very  surprised  when,  a 
few  days  later,  he  was  summoned  by 
messengers  from  the  King  to  Bulawaya 
He  was  told  that  all  the  white  men  who 
had  been  in  the  hunting  district  were  to  be 
tried — ^the  trader,  one  Piet  Ostenhuisen; 
Qrant,  the  hunter  who  had  helped  in  the 
wai^gon  difficulty ;  and  Selous. 

In  Uie  course  of  a  long  trial  Selous  was 
told  that  he  had  killed  all  the  King's  game, 
and,  being  a  witch,  must  bring  them  all  to 
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life  agaio.  He  said  to  the  man  who  was 
instigating  the  bother,  '<  Very  well,  bat  if 
the  lions  come  too,  will  yon  mind  connting 
them  t "  wliich  stopped  his  flow  of  language 
considerably.  On  the  third  day  the  King 
delivered  judgement,  and  Seloos  had  to 
pay  ten  heifers.  The  whole  business  cost 
the  trader  three  hundred  pounds,  and 
Selous  sixty  pounds. 

Feeling  aggrieved  at  this  conduct^  Selous 
determined  that  his  next  trip  should  not 
be  into  Lo  Bengula's  domain,  but  into 
Ehama's.  During  this  trip  little  of  in- 
terest occurred.  But  during  the  season 
he  did  not  obtain  enough  specimens  to 
execute  all  the  orders  he  had,  and  deter- 
mined to  Bfeni  another  year  in  Maahuna- 
land  if  he  obtained  Lo  Bengula's  permis- 
sion. For  this  the  chief  demanded  a 
''salted"  horse,  worth  about  sixby  pounds 
— a  salted  horse  being  one  which  has  be- 
come acclimatised,  and  is  not  liable  to  suffer 
from  the  various  ills  which  beset  horses  and 
cattle  in  various  parts  of  South  Africa. 
Selous  obtained  permission  to  start  at  once 
and  stay  as  long  as  he  liked,  and  also  he 
obtained  leave  to  shoot  five  hippopotami 
As  the  object  of  this  expedition  was  to 
obtain  the  skins  and  skeletons  of  large 
animals  for  mounting  in  museums,  two 
waggons  were  tiJcen,  thirty-two  bullocks 
to  draw  them,  some  loose  cattle,  five  pack- 
donkeys  and  four  horses — one  of  which, 
being  apt  to  turn  sulky  and  refuse  to  go 
at  any  pace,  was  nearly  the  cause  of  a 
catastrophe.  One  of  the  animals,  speci- 
mens of  which  Selous  on  this  trip  was 
particularly  anxious  to  obtain,  was  the 
wliite  rhinoceros;  but  he  failed  to  find 
one,  'and  says  that,  though  some  few  may 
still  survive,  lone  before  the  close  of  the 
century  the  white  rhinoceros  will  have 
become  exUnct.  Later  on,  he  shot  a  lion, 
which  was  first  sighted  chasing  a  koodoo 
by  broad  daylight — a  most  unusual  thing, 
for  lions  almost  invariably  do  their  hunting 
by  night.  On  arriving  at  a  river  named 
Zwesm,  Selous  learnt  that  a  large  herd 
of  elephants  had  come  up  the  river  and 
Btmck  off  in  the  direction  of  the  thick 
bush.  After  them  he  determined  to  go, 
and  in  the  course  of  chasing  a  wounded 
xebra,  a  freshly  broken  tree,  which  had 
evidently  been  broken  by  an  elephant, 
eaoght  his  eye,  and  he  soon  saw  that  the 
big  herd  had  passed  along  durins  the 
night.  He  was  unable  to  follow  unme- 
diately,  as  he  had  but  a  few  cartridges  in 
his  belt,  all  loaded  with  expanding  bullets, 
which  were  useless  against  elephants;  so 


cantering  back  to  where  the  waggons  were 
outspanned,  and  taking  Laer  and  a  four 
hundred  and  fifty-bore  single  Metford — he 
was  still  too  weak  from  an  attack  of  fever 
to  carry  his  heavy  ten-bore  gun — he  set 
out,  determined  to  see  what  he  could 
do  against  the  elephants  with  the  smaller 
weapoa  He  soon  came  up  with  the  herd, 
which  he  found  to  be  one  of  the  largest 
he  had  ever  seen — ^nearer  two  hundred  in 
number  than  one.  It  was  a  stroke  of  luck 
to  come  up  with  them  so  soon,  for  "  one 
seldom  comes  up  with  the  animals  without 
having  followed  them  for  several  hours, 
and  as  a  rule  it  is  a  pursuit  which 
entails  great  hardship :  fatigue,  thirsty  and 
exposure  to  the  great  heat  of  the  tropical 
sun."  Selous  was  unluckily  mounted  on 
the  sulky  horse.  He  picked  out  a  bull 
with  a  fine  pair  of  tusks,  and  rode 
down  to  about  a  hundred  yards  to  his 
left,  and  then  dismounted  and  fired  at 
and  wounded  him,  but  a  cow  elephant, 
hearing  the  report,  wheeled  round  and 
made  after  the  hunter,  who  galloped  off, 
thinking  soon  to  distance  his  pursuer, 
wheel  round,  and  cut  off  the  wounded  biUL 
But  the  horse  would  not  go,  and  Instead  of 
being  left  behind  the  cow  gained,  so  Selous 
determined  to  make  for  the  bush  and 
dodge  her,  which  he  accordingly  did,  and 
again  galloped  after  the  herd.  He  soon 
bagged  another  bull,  one  bullet  stopping 
him,  a  second  killing  him.  As  elephants 
running  away  in  large  numbers  do  not  go 
fast,  Selous  was  soon  up  with  them,  and 
shot  another  bull,  when  he  suddenly 
became  a^Are  of  a  cow  elephant  charging 
him,  and  again  galloped  off  towards  a 
mass  of  granite  rocks.  Again  the  horse 
would  not  go,  and  Selous  had  to  run 
for  it^  leaving  the  horse,  expecting  never 
to  see  him  alive  again.  But  a  curious 
thins  was  to  happen.  "The  horse  was 
standing  absolutely  still,  with  his  head  up 
and  his  fore-feet  planted  firmly  in  the 
ground  as  if  carved  in  stone,  and  the 
dephant,  which  had  then  ceased  to  scream, 
and  was  making  a  curious  rumbling  noise, 
was  standing  sJongaide  of  him,  smelling 
about  with  her  trunk.  ...  I  suppose  that 
the  elephant  must  have  touched  the  horse 
with  her  trunk,  as  he  suddenly  gave  a 
jump  round.  He  then  walked  slowly  to 
the  rocky  ridge  behind  him,  and  again 
stood  still  about  fifteen  yards  away  from  the 
elephant."  Soon  the  elephant  sot  wind  of 
Selous  and  charged  towards  him,  offering 
a  good  chance  for  a  shot,  and  her  career 
was  stopped  ahorb    After  the  elephants 
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again  Selons  killed  another  cow,  and  vras 
again  charged  by  a  cow,  this  time  wounded, 
bat  the  same  thing  happened ;  the  horae 
wonld  not  gallop,  Selooa  tnuted  to  hia 
legs,  and  got  into  the  bnah ;  the  dephant 
smelt  the  hone,  did  not  tonch  hinii  and 
trotted  off  into  the  boah.  The  result  of  this 
hunt  was  six  dead  elephantSi  though  the 
tnaks  were  not  yerygood  ones,  the  biggest' 
pair,  that  of  the  first  bull,  weighing  forty- 
one  and  forty-three  pounds  respectiyely. 
Soon  after  two  more  dephants  were  killed, 
the  tusks  of  one  of  them  weighing  eighty- 
d^t  pounds  together. 

xhe  year  1886  was  passed  in  like 
manner,  but  in  1887  Selous  determined  to 
cross  the  Zunbesi,  and  acoordbigly  started 
on  the  fifth  of  June  for  a  village  named 
WanUe's  Town,  where  he  intended  to 
cross  and  follow  the  river  as  far  as  its 
junction  with  the  EafukwL  At  the  village 
of  Shampondo,  a  Batonga  headman,  some 
little  way  below  Wankie's  Town,  troubles 
began.  The  villageis  were  suffering  from  a 
scare  about  a  Ibtabili  raid,  but  having 
satisfied  the  chiefs  unjust  ddm,  the  patty 
were  allowed  to  proceed,  and  proceed  they 
did,  having  to  bribe  other  chiefs,  and  con- 
tinually being  deserted  by  guides.  The 
crisis  arrived  at  Minenga,  where  they  were 
obliged  to  camp  immediatdy  dongside  the 
village,  the  back  of  the  camp  being  within 
ten  yards  of  the  chiefs  kraal.  The  <^ef, 
however,  pretended  to  be  friendly,  and  gave 
them  fooa  and  drink,  and  persuaded  £em 
to  stay  another  day.  All  seemed  peace 
when  Sdous  went  to  bed,  flattering  himself 
that  he  was  on  excellent  terms,  with  the 
people.  The  next  day  Selous  went  out 
hunting,  provided  meat  for  the  villagers, 
arranged  for  an  early  start  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  after  a  good  supper  turned  in. 
Soon,  however,  he  was  roused  to  hear 
the  news  that  all  the  women  had  left  the 
village,  and  that  something  was  wrong. 
What  the  something  was  soon  appeared  m 
the  shape  of  three  guns,  which  were  thrust 
through  the  interstices  of  the  camp  fence 
and  fired  almost  in  the  faces  of  the  inmateWi 
Selous  retreated  into  the  grass  amidst  a 
mixed  crowd  oi  his  own  boys  and  villagers. 
On  reaching  the  grass  the  men  rushing  out 
fell  over  him,  Jdiocking  him  over.  He 
sprang  up  and  made  a  rush  for  the  long 
grass,  and  there  sat  Ustening.  <*  I  had  had 
time  to  realise  the  full  horror  of  my  dtua- 
tion.  A  solitary  Englishman,  done  in 
Centrd  Africa,  in  the  midst  of  a  hostile 
country,  without  blankets  or  anything  else 
but  what  he  stood  in,  and  a  rifle  with  four 


cartridges."  He  began  to  tiy  and  find 
some  of  .Us  boys,  but  did  not  succeed,  and, 
coming  to  the  condndonihat  all  who  were 
aUve  mul  fled,  determined  to  make  the  beat 
of  his  way  off  himsdf.  After  narrowly 
escaping  running  into  a  par^  of  villagers, 
he  set  off  with  die  Southern  Gross  for  his 
guide.  Trusting  himself  in  another  Batonga 
village^  he  was  robbed  of  his  rifle^  and 
waa  Idt  to  continue  his  journey  without 
even  meana  of  procuring  food.  After  many 
adventures  and  difficulties  with  the  natLvas, 
he  readied  the  village  which  he  had 
determined  to  make  for,  thinking  the 
remnant  of  his  party  would  make  their 
way  thither.  This  he  found  to  be  the 
case,  and  learnt  that  in  Uie  night  attaek 
twdve  men  had  been  killed  and  six  more 
wounded  out  of  twenty-five.  He  found  they 
had  done  as  he  had,  making  the  best  of  thebr 
way  south  during  the  night  Once  one  of 
them  was  dose  by  Sdoua,  and  heard  him 
ahoot^  but  could  not  see  Um,  which  wonld 
be  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  he  muat 
have  been  then  cooking  the  meat,  wludi  he 
did  in  a  hoUow.  But  now  they  were 
safe,  and  Uieir  'difficulties  over,  save  that 
they  still  had  to  deep  in  blankets.  Sdous 
learnt  afterwards  the  cause  of  the  attack, 
which  was  to  procure  powder  at  all  haaards, 
the  villagers  wanting  it  to  protect  them- 
selves against  the  Matabili.  After  reaching 
Panda-ma-tenka  at  the  dose  of  this  dina- 
trous  journey  a  rest  was  taken,  but  not  for 
long,  and  Selous  set  out  for  the  Barotu 
Valley,  hoping  to  obtain  permisdon  from 
the  chief  Lewanika  to  travd  and  hunt  in 
the  following  year  to  the  north  of  the 
Ejabompo  river,  one  of  ttie  main  affluents 
of  the  Upper  Z^mbed. 

On  this  trip  notliiDg  of  particular 
interest  or  exdtement  seems  to  have  taken 

tlace,  save  the  sinking  of  a  canoe  by  a 
ippopotamuB,  with  the  loss  of  a  luge 
tusk  of  ivory  weighing  sixty  pounds,  two 
iMtgs  of  cartridges,  all  the  trading  goods, 
providons,  plates  and  cups,  and  so  fortk 

This  trip  was  the  last  of  Sdoua's  hunting 
'expeditions,  the  vdue  of  which  to  the 
pioneers  of  Mashunaland  cannot  be  over- 
estimated. He  had  learnt  to  know  the 
country  and  all  the  bearings ;  the  nativei^ 
and  the  different  dispodtions  of  the  various 
tribes;  the  climate,  and  all  partieulaia 
necessary  for  an  expedltioa  So,  when  the 
time  came  for  the  colonisation  of  Maahuna- 
land,  who  was  more  suited  to  guide  the 
party  than  Selous  1  What  happened  at  this 
time  is  told  in  the  second  part  of  the  book, 
the  story  of  which  we  will  tell  next  week. 
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.  Out  in  one  of  the  far  Western  States  of 
America,  nestled  nnder  the  foot-hills  of 
the  great  Bockiesy  lies  the  little  frontier 
eity  of  Ponchai  npon  which,  daring  onr 
Western  life,  we  were  dependent  for  our 
stores  and  mails.  It  is  needless  to  say 
that  Ponoha  is  of  recent  growth.  Only  three 
years  back  it  consisted  of  two  railway 
aep6t8,  their  respective  water-tanks,  a  dry- 
goods  store,  section  house  and  saloon*  It  is 
needless  to  say  also  that,  for  obvioos 
reasons,  Poncha  is  not  the  real  name  of  the 
city  in  question.  Bat  Western  cities  are 
of  rapid  growth.  Already  we  have  two 
hotels,  one  ran  by  the  city  sheriff;  two 
saloons,  the  largest  of  which  is  presided 
over  by  a  judge ;  two  section  honses,  one 
belonging  to  the  Denver  and  Bio  Grande, 
and  the  other  to  the  Santa  "Ei  track ;  a 
court-house,  for  Poncha  is  the  capital  city 
of  the  county ;  a  shaving  saloon,  a  meat 
store,  and  three  dry-goods  stores ;  a  drug 
store,  run  by  the  doctor,  who,  being  a 
member  of  the  political  party,  then  in  office, 
had  taken  over  the  post-office  as  well ;  a 
Soman  Catholic  and  a  Primitive  Methodist 
Church,  the  Episcopalians  being  kindly 
allowed  the  use  of  the  latter  whenever 
there  happened  to  be  five  Sundays  in  a 
month;  and  I  should  not  be  at  all  sur- 
prised if,  by  this  time,  the  little  city  is 
lighted  by  electricity  and  has  a  telephone 
laid  down  to  "  N'  York,"  for  we  go  ahead 
apace  out  West.  To  return  to  the  drug 
store.  Doctor  Sanborn,  or  to  give  him  his 
full  name,  which  he  much  preferred,  Doctor 
Washington  P.  Sanborn — ^no  one  knew 
what  the  P.  stood  for — was  a  great  friend 
of  ours,  and  he  was  much  exercised,  poor 
man,  by  our  receiving  each  mail  letters  in 
black-edged  envelopes.  One  day,  when  I 
had  ridden  in  as  usual  to  get  our  mail,  he 
called  me  into  his  inner  office,  where  he 
pulled  out  teeth  and  performed  other  little 
operations  which  the  sensitive  might 
prefer  being  done  in  private,  begged  me 
to  sit  down,  and  said,  with  a  face  ez^ 
pressive  of  the  deepest  sympathy  : 

*'I  guessed  I'd  break  it  gently  to  you," 
holdbg  out  the  familiar  envelope  as  he 
spoke;  "you've  been  unfortunate  ever 
since  yon  concluded  to  settle  here,  and 
that's  a  fact  Most  every  mail  you've 
heard  of  a  death  ! " 

So  then  I  had  to  explain  our  custom  of 
Writing  on  mourning  paper  for  a  certain 
time,  at  which  he  looked  relieved,  and 


explained  in  his  turn  that  it  was  only 
usual  to  announce  a  death  on  it  in  those 
parts,  and  he  and  his  wife  had  felt  so 
sorry  for  our  many  bereavements  1  All 
the  Poncha  worthies  rejoiced  in  nick- 
names, and  bebg  thoroughly  democratic 
they  were  most  of  them  titles,  such  as 
Squire,  Judge,  Ganeral,  Colonel,  A^ilmirid, 
and  Boss.  The  old-world  names  also 
greatly  flourished.  The  saloon  was  run 
by  a  Smith ;  the  newspapers — no  Western 
city  that  respects  itself  but  has  its  party 
organs — were  edited  by  a  Johnson  and  a 
Frazer ;  the  meat  market  was  served  by  a 
Perkins,  and  the  name  of  the  city  sheriff — 
poor  man,  his  office  was  no  sinecure — was 
Browa  Then  there  were  Judge  Craig  and 
Squire  Cameron,  mostly  to  be  found  in 
the  intervals  of  leisure  tilted  up  on  a 
couple  of  rocking-chairs  under  the 
verandah  of  the  court-house,  in  handy 
proximity  to  a  saloon.  Squire  Cameron 
was  a  particular  chum  of  mhie,  and  it  was 
most  interesting  to  talk  to  him,  for  he 
and  his  wife  bM  been  in  the  State  long 
before  its  palmy  and,  looked  at  from  a 
ranchman's  point  of  view,  decaying  days 
begaa  She  would  often  talk  to  me,  too, 
of  those  earlier  times  before  the  XJtes  were 
kept  in  their  reservation,  and  tell  the  tale 
of  how  the  Ute  chief,  with  a  hundred 
dusky  backs  at  his  back,  had  come  up  to 
the  store  her  husband  kept  then  on  the 
frontier  to  trade  skins,  and  caught  up  her 
little  four*year-old  son  with  one  hand, 
whilst  with  the  other  he  held  out  a  hare, 
saying  as  he  did  so :  '*  Trade  Pappoose  t 
Jack-rabbit )  Jack-rabbit  Pappoose.  Trade 
plenty  good  1 "  She  told  the  tale  even 
then,  although  it  had  happened  forty 
years  back,  with  a  quavering  voice,  and  a 
dimness  in  her  keen  old  eye,  for  the 
Pappoose  had  never  grown  up,  and  a  little 
mound  somewhere  upon  a  creek,  with  a 
pine-tree  at  its  head,  was  all  there  was  left 
to  show  of  her  fair-hiored  baby.  Her  hus- 
band, good  man,  had  but  one  weakness — 
and  the  best  of  us  are  but  mortal — a  too 
great  fondness  at  times  for  Bourbon 
whisky ;  a  drink  for  which,  by  the  way, 
he  professed  the  utmost  contempt,  and 
used  to  resolve  to  give  up  entirely  at  least 
twice  a  year.  Bat,  alas !  every  now  and 
again  he  would  give  resolution  a  treat— 
^th  usually  fatal  results.  He  had  his 
own  way,  however,  of  setting  things  right, 
and  would  always  at  prayer-meeting,  next 
time  after  he  had  offended,  put  the  mone- 
tary value  of  the  whisky  he  had  taken 
into  the  collection;  first  deducting,  with 
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characterJBtic   caution,   the    price  of   his 
nightly  glass  of  toddy  1 

Since  I  left,  the  good  old  Squire  and  his 
wife  have  gone  "over  the  range,"  and 
slumber  peacefully  in  the  new  lot  that  he 
had  purchased  with  sach  pride  in  the 
Ponchis  Cemetery. 

Another  of  my  friends  w&s  Mr.  Perkins 
of  the  meat  store,  who  came  of  the  class 
of  the  English  labourer.  He  had  been 
lucky  enough  to  emigrate  whilst  he  and 
his  wife  were  quite  young  married  folk, 
and  had  done  well  ever  since.  Being 
English,  we  became  very  friendly,  and  he 
was  never  tired  of  telling  me  what  a  won- 
derful country  America  was. 

*<  Seems  more  like  the  promised  land  I 
used  to  read  on  at  school  than  aught  else, 
when  I  was  a  kid  in  the  old  country. 
Why,  look,  I  ha'  meat — not  pig  meat, 
butcher's  meat — three  times  a  day  regular 
to  my  meals,  I  da  You  go  out  to  the 
ranch  an'  visit  my  missus  and  the  gals,  and 
hear  what  they  tiiinks  on  it." 

For  it  seemed  Mr.  Perkins  had  far  too 
great  an  eje  to  the  main  chance  to  leave 
the  ranch  to  care  for  itself  whilst  he  was 
looking  after  the  meat  store ;  his  "  missus 
and  the  gals"  ''held  it  down"  for  him 
whilst  he  was  in  town. 

They  milked  thirty  cows  twice  a  day  for 
the  creamery,  cut  Uie  alfalfa  and  wood, 
shucked  the  com,  and  even  on  a  pineh 
mended  fences  and  cut  out  cattle,  to  say 
nothing  of  such  everyday  matters  as 
bedding  down  the  horses,  and  watering 
the  cow-brutes.  To  tell  the  truth  I  was 
quite  anxious  to  see  these  renowned  ladies, 
so  eagerly  accepted  the  invitation  given  me 
by  '^  Poppar  "  Perkins  to  visit  his  family. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  ranch  the  first 
things  I  saw  were  six  sun-bonnets  beside 
six  cows;  it  was  the  six  Miss  Perkinses 
doing  the  milking.  However,  they  were 
no  wise  disconcerted,  but  without  stopping 
their  occupation  told  me  to  hitch  up  my 
horse  and  to  '*  go  right  In  and  lay  off  my 
hat ; "  mommar  "  was  around  somewhere." 
So  I  did  so,  and  was  kindly  greeted  by 
Mn.  Perkins,  an  elderly  lady  in  a  blue 
calico  gown  and  the  ubiquitous  sun-bonnet, 
a  flapping  buff  one  this  time.  She  asked 
me  hito  the  parlour,  the  chief  adornments 
of  which  were  a  very  comfortable-looking 
bed  and  an  imposing  wardrobe,  both  of 
shining  mahogany. 

The  bed  was  usually  to  be  seen  in  the 
ranch  people's  best  parlour,  every  one, 
when  they  were  getting  on  in  the  world, 
investing  in  an  imposing  bedstead,  and  of 


course,  as  the  shanty  rarely,  if  ever,  pos- 
sessed a  spare  room,  the  custom  had  its 
advantages. 

There  was,  too,  perhaps,  when  one  came 
to  think  of  it,  something  pathetic  in  the 
fact  It  led  one's  ndnd  back  to  the  time 
when  the  owners  of  the  ranch  i>robably 
possessed  no  bed  at  aU,  but  slept  in  their 
rugs  upon  the  bare  ground.  What  wonder 
if,  as  they  ^ot  on  in  the  world,  recognising, 
as  all  primitive  nations  do,  the  advantages 
of  sleep,  they  invested  in  a  bed  and  placed 
it,  with  its  huge  snowy  frilled  pillowo,  in 
their  best  room,  so  that  their  friends,  how- 
ever poor  the  hospitality  might  be  they 
had  to  offer  them,  should,  at  any  rate, 
enjoy  the  luxury  of  a  comfortable  sleep. 
No  doubt,  too,  that  the  usual  Western 
good-night  of  *<  Sleep  good  "  originated  in 
tilie  same  fact. 

I  got  on  very  well  with  Mrs.  Perkins, 
who  was  a  little  puzzled,  and  yet  proud  of 
all  her  grandeur,  but  a  good,  kind  soul*  for 
all  that,  and  who  addressed  me  as  *'  Ma'am'' 
at  nearly  every  sentence.  This,  however, 
was  no  mark  of  respect,  it  was  simply  the 
etiquette  of  the  country,  so  I  returned  the 
compliment.  After  all,  it  was  only  goisg 
back  to  the  manners  and  customs  of  our 
forefathers,  who  ma'am'd  and  sir'd  each 
other  on  all  occasions ;  and  I  never  gained 
a  reputation  for  good  manners  more  easily 
than  I  did  by  conforming  to  this  little 
Western  custom.  I  suppose  Mrs.  Perkins  i 
saw  me  looking  at  the  wardrobe  with  In- 
terest, for  she  informed  me  that  the  girls 
had  bought  it  out  of  their  savings,  adding, 
with  some  pride:  "An'  you  must  not 
think,  ma'am,  that  it's  a  mite  of  use ;  it's 
just  a  dummy  bit  o'  furniture.  They  gave 
fiv€-and-forty  dollars  for  it^  just  to  look 
nice  in  the  room." 

I  expressed  my  real  feelings  on  the 
matter  in  a  way  which,  I  think,  did  me 
great  credit.  After  all,  in  my  time  I  had 
seen  many  things  bought  ''just  to  look 
nice."  Why,  then,  should  I  laugh  at  the 
climax  of  the  six  Miss  Perkinses'  ambi- 
tion t  It  was  a  very  harmless  one,  at  least. 
Presently,  after  the  old  lady  had  given  me 
a  glass  of  her  cherry  wine  and  some  cake^ 
she  waxed  confidential,  and  when  she  did 
so  her  ta)k  was  not  of  her  brand-new  brick 
house,  or  the  number  of  cattle  Perkins  had 
on  the  ranch.  No,  she  began  talking  of 
the  old  country  and  her  mother,  who,  it 
seemed,  was  still  alive.  She  had  sent  the 
old  lady  money  to  come  out  and  live  with 
them,  but  she  ''wor  main  afraid  o'  th' 
water,"  so  she  and  Perkins  had  settled 
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enongh  on  her  to  make  her  comfortable 
for  lUa  I  looked  at  Mrs.  Perkins's  lined 
and  furrowed  face ;  she  looked  herself  so 
old,  so  very  old,  sorely  the  "rest  o'  mother's 
life  "  coold  no^  in  all  human  probability, 
be  long.  And  yet,  she  had  told  me  she 
had  come  to  the  States  a  girl  of  seventeen, 
and  frontier  life,  they  say,  is  ''hard  npon 
women  and  cattle."  Perhaps  she  was  mnch 
younser  than  she  looked.  And  meanwhile 
she  chattered  on. 

"Ay,  my  dear^  I  knows  the  place  where 
mother  11  lie  in  the  churchyard,  at  the 
back  o'  they  stinging-nettles,  where  the 
wliite  violets  grow  ;  but  I'll  never  lay  my 
bones  aside  hers  now.  One  woold  mind 
the  partings  of  life  less,  look,  if  only  one 
might  rise  by  one's  own  come  Judgement 
Day.  Ay,  there  lies  a  terrible  mort  o' 
water  atween  us  for  sartain !  I  dreads  the 
crossing  o'  he  on  the  tramp  o'  Doom ! " 
and  she  looked  at  me  piteonsly;  bnt  all 
I  could  think  of  to  say  to  comfort  her  was : 

"  There  shall  be  no  more  sea,"  which  I 
murmured  softly,  though  I  hardly  sawhow 
it  met  the  case.  But  anyway,  she  seemed 
to  find  a  solution  of  the  difficulty  in  it 

"An'  I  wor  alius  the  best  walker  in  the 
pazisb,''  she  cried,  with  an  air  of  triumph, 
and  seemed  so  consoled  by  the  idea  that  I 
said  no  more. 

For,  unconsciously  or  no,  the  old  lady  had 
laid  her  finger  upon  the  key-note  of  all  our 
lives  out  there.  We  all  lived  in  hopes  of 
**  going  home."  Perhaps  when  we  got  our 
desire  we  might  not  be  satisfied,  and  long 
for  the  wild  freedom  of  Western  life  once 
more ;  the  curse  of  many  a  wish  lies  in  its 
fulfilment ;  but,  from  the  time  we  landed, 
our  idea  was  to  make  money  to  "  go  homa" 
The  Americans  used  to  complain  bitterly 
that  we  English  simply  made  a  convenience 
of  their  country;  that  we  madelnoney  out  of 
it  to  spend  at  home,  and  there  was  a  great 
deal  of  truth  in  their  complaint.  Some  of 
UB|  however,  came  home  leaving  our  money, 
and  sometimes  our  health,  behind  us,  to- 
gether with  many  hopes  and  anticipaUons 
that  were  never  realiBed.  Not  all  of  us, 
however,  wished  to  return  to  the  old 
country,  Mr.  Peikins  himself  being  a  case 
in  point ;  and  certainly  in  many  ways  a 
Western  State  not  fully  settled  up  must  be 
the  paradise  of  the  English  day  labourer ; 
meat  is  five  cents  a  pound;  tobacco  is 
equally  cheap ;  milk,  eggs,  fowls,  and 
ducks  are  to  be  had  for  a  little  personal 
trouble,  which,  to  do  him  justice,  he  never 
grudges  when  he  is  his  own  master. 
And  he  has  a  good  servant,  too,  for  I  will 


say  that  the  majority  of  that  class  out 
West  were  hard-worUng  and  sober  folk. 
There  was  no  cry  for  an  eight  hours  day ; 
often  after  working  hard  as  long  as  day- 
light served  them,  they  woold  turn  to  and 
do  the  evening's  milking  of  many  cows  by 
the  light  of  lanterns,  and  be  up  next  day 
cutting  com  by  four  o'clock.  Certainly 
Mr.  Bodge  and  his  famQy  work  hard 
when  they  are  working  for  themselves, 
like  most  other  people,  and  in  the  States  a 
large  family  is  a  blessing  instead  of  a  curse. 
The  boys  and  girls,  from  the  time  they  are 
big  enough  to  crawl  under  a  cow,  learn  to 
mUk  that  useful  aiiimal;  they  go  to  school 
in  the  winter  when  there  is  nothing  much 
doing  upon  the  ranch^  uid  somehow  get  a 
very  fair  education;  there  is  plenty  of 
milk,  mush,  and  meat  to  bring  them  up 
upon,  and  they  run  about  the  ranches 
barefooted  all  summer,  regardless  of 
rattlesnakes  1  The  one  fault  of  the  system 
is  that  they  have,  properly  speaking,  no 
childhood,  but  are  little  men  and  women, 
careful  and  troubled  about  many  things 
before  their  time.  As  they  grow  older  there 
is  still  work  and  yet  more  work  to  be  done, 
and  once  they  reach  the  age  of  twenty-one 
each  "  Jill "  pre-empts  on  all  the  spare  acres 
round  the  paternal  ranch,  which  usually 
was  picked  land  on  the  creek.  Upon  being 
"  deeded  up,"  the  pre-emption  was  thrown 
into  the  home  ranch,  till  many  a  man 
blessed  with  a  goodly  family  of  daughters 
would  find  himself  possessed  of  a  ranch  of 
a  thousand  acres  at  little  or  no  expense. 
As  for  the  "Jacks"  of  the  family,  they 
usually  went  into  "real  estate"  further 
west,  rode  prospecting  with  cattle  outfits 
on  die  spring  and  autumn  "round-ups," 
till  they  too  hi  their  turn  "  settled  up  "  on 
a  snug  locality. 

Tins  had  been  the  case  with  the  Perkins 
f  amDy ;  each  of  the  girls  had,  as  she  came 
of  age,  pre-empted,  so  that  the  Perkins 
ranch  was  really  a  very  large  one  indeed. 

Besides  Mr.  Perkins,  Poncha  boasted  of 
many  other  worthy  citizens,  among  whom 
were  Messrs.  Johnson  and  Frazer,  the 
respective  editors  of  the  two  paperii,  the 
"  Poncb»  Sentinel,"  and  the  "  Poncha  and 
Rocky  Mountains  Gazette." 

Except  upon  paper,  the  two  editors 
were  the  best  of  friends,  which  was 
fortunate,  as  the  same  printing-press 
brought  out  both  papers,  although  they  had 
separate  offices,  and  the  Government  paper, 
for  the  time  being,  taking  precedence  of 
the  other  political  organ,  and  coming  out 
first  in  the  week.    Let  party  feeling  run 
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as  high  as  it  mfghti,  and  there  was  no 
doubt  it  did  ion  pretty  high  at  times, 
Messrs.  Frazer  and  Johnson  never  attempted 
to  boycott  the  printing-press ;  "  live  and  let 
live  "  was  their  motto,  and  the  "  Sentinel " 
and  "  Gasette  "  eame  oat  ponctoal  to  the 
day  1  We  revelled  in  little  items  of  personal 
news  in  our  papers,  too,  snoh  as  "  Tommy 
Jones  had  lost  a  stud,  and  ooold  hear  of  it 
by  applying  at  the  office  of  the  '  Sentinel,' " 
or  *'  Gilis  Tompkins  had  missed  one  of  his 
chickens,  and  wanted  to  know  why  Jim 
Dorsit  had  been  seen  prowling  round  his 
door-yard;"  or  again,  "If  Dick  Stone's 
pedigree  calf  does  not  shortly  return, 
neighbours  and  friends  may  be  invited  to 
a  necktie  social  1"  This  last  expression 
was  a  very  determined  one  indeed,  a 
''necktie  social"  being  a  slang  phrase  for  a 
lynching ;  but  the  paper  was  a  very  good 
safety-valve,  and  much  anger  that  might 
have  led  to  serious  trouUe  evaporated 
itself  fai  black  and  white,  without  calling 
in  the  aid  of  the  city  sheriff.  I  shall 
not  easily  forget  being  introduced  to  that 
gentleman  either,  for  the  day  I  met  him 
and  E.  introduced  me,  he  had  a  real  live 
murderer  in  tow,  and  they  were  both 
standing  upon  the  steps  of  his  office 
smoking  huge  cigars.  I  was  introduced  to 
and  shook  hands  with  both  of  them,  and 
as  we  rode  off  £.  said : 

"Do  you  know  who  that  good-looking 
young  fellow  was  with  the  Boss  f "  and  as 
I  said  I  did  not,  she  went  on:  ''Why, 
t;^t's  Charley  Blair,  who  is  to  be  tried  for 
his  life  next  week  for  shooting  another 
manl" 

I  looked  back  again ;  he  seemed  a  mere 
fair-haired  lad,  and  so  good-looking,  and  I 
hoped  devoutly  he  would  get  off. 

"  Oh,  yes,  they'll  never  hang  Charley," 
said  my  companion.  "  He's  a  cattle  man, 
and  this  is  a  cattle  country,  and  the  other 
man  was  sheep,  for  one  thing;  then  he 
acted  real  mean  for  another,  and  if  Charley 
hadn't  shot  him  when  he  did,  he'd  never 
have  given  him  a  chance  but  shot  him  in 
the  back  1" 

This  train  of  reasoning  did  not  strike 
me  somehow  as  very  logical,  but  all  the 
same  Charley  got  off,  which  I  was  glad  o^ 
and  I  met' him  and  his  girl  wife,  a  pretty, 
fragile  child,  at  a  dance  the  same  winter. 
I  remember,  too,  that  £.  and  I  lunched  in 
town  at  the  Stewart  House,  and  the  sheriff 
and  his  prisoner  were  having  lunch  there 
too,  and  sat  by  us  at  table.  It  was  a  very 
decent  lunch ;  every  one  paid  twenty-five 
cents  for  it,  and  it  consisted  of  fried  beef 


with  two  vegetables,  pumpkin  and  cherry 
pie,  cold  slaw — a  kind  of  uncooked  white 
cabba^  sliced  fine  into  a  mixture  of  cream 
and  vmegar— cheese  and  stewed  tomatoes. 
Coffee  and  tea,  uncoloured  Japan,  were,  of 
course^  the  only  liquids  to  be  had;  but 
take  it  all  in  all,  it  was  not  a  bad  meal  for 
a  shilling  a  head.  The  worst  of  it  was 
that  it  was  all  put  in  front  of  you  at  once, 
so  that  yon  hiul  to  eat  at  a  great  rate  to 
get  throuffh;  and  then  the  knives  were 
such  a  trial!  Th^  were  made  of  some 
sort  of  metal  that  looked  like  badly-deaned 
plate,  and  you  could  not  pretend  to  cut 
with  them,  only  hold  on  firmly  to  your 
food  wiUi  your  knife  and  fork  and  tear  it 
asunder.  The  cups,  too,  were  very  thick 
and  had  no  handles;  but  it  is  a  shame  to 
grumble  at  these  ndnor  detafls,  for  the 
table-cloth  and  serviettes  were  as  white  as 
snow,  and  everything  was  most  beautiinlly 
dean.  The  table  was  quite  full;  many 
people  who  lived  in  their  own  houses 
boarded  in  the  hotel,  to  save  themselves 
the  trouble  of  cooking,  I  suppose ;  but  it 
seemed  very  strange  ti^at  a  man  charged 
with  murder,  and  presently  to  be  tried  for 
his  life,  should,  whilst  in  custody,  sit  down 
amongst  us  all  in  this  way. 

I  must  not  forget,  in  mentioning  the 
Poncha  worthies.  Miss  Bodkin,  the  city 
dressmaker.  Slie  had  the  reputation  of 
being  the  most  elegant  woman  in  the  town, 
wheUier  upon  the  strength  of  always, 
summer  or  winter,  wearing  a  white  veil,  I 
cannot  tell.  Be  that  as  it  may  she  liad 
a  very  nice  figure  of  her  own,  always  went 
"  back  East "  once  a  year  to  get  the  latest 
fashions,  and  would  make  you  a  "  plain  " 
dress  for  five  or  six  dollars.  She  was 
always  very  kind  to  me,  although  I  never 
troubled  her  professionally,  bat  made  the 
few  new  tilings  I  had  myself;  and  once 
offered  me  thirty  dollars  a  month  and 
my  board  to  come  and  sew  for  her  i  I 
remember  gratefully,  also,  her  giving  me 
some  delicious  ginger  ale  and  cake  one  day 
in  August  when  I  rode  in  very  hot  and 
dusty;  and  I  fancy,  from  what  she  said, 
that  she  made  a  very  good  thing  of  the 
dressmaking.  I  am  sure  I  hope  she  does 
so  still.  She  had  her  little  vanities,  no 
doubt^  such  as  the  white  veil,  bat  when 
the  small-pox  epidemic  desolated  the  little 
city,  she  took  in  and  did  for  two  small 
mites  whose  father  and  mother  fell  sick ; 
and  it  was  she  who  trotted  down  to  the 
pest-hous^,  white  veil  and  all,  and  threw 
all  the  stray  newspapers  she  could  collect 
over  the  quarantine  fence  to  amuse  the 
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poor  wratcheB  who  were  kept  there  in 
dnranee  vile. 

Another  well-known  character  hi  Poncha 
was  the  Admiral,  as  he  was  always  called : 
a  man  of  good  family  and  a  gentleman, 
who  had  come  out  West  with  fair  prospects, 
and  now  lived  from  hand  to  month  as  best, 
or  worst)  he  conld.  He  had  not  even  a 
room  to  call  his  own,  bnt  the  people  who 
kept  one  of  the  hotels  idlowed  him,. oat  of 
the  kindness  of  their  heart,  to  sleep  in  the 
feed  staUa  Bat  he  lived  at  the  saloon ; 
was  the  last  man  ont  when  it  closed,  and 
was  at  its  doors  before  it  opened  in  the 
morning.  The  only  thing  he  had  to  look 
forward  to,  as  far  as  we  knew,  was  the 
weekly  "Ponch,''  which  E.,  who  always 
had  it  sent  oat  from  England,  passed  on 
to  him.  He  woold  look  expectantly  at 
E.'s  boggj,  as  she  drove  in,  till  the  paper 
was  prodaced;  then  his  face — ^he  was  a 
handsome,  big  man,  with  a  leonine  beard 
— ^woold  brighten  np.  And  he  woold 
walk  off  with  his  beloved  paper,  happy, 
let  OS  hope,  if  only  for  a  little  while. 

Then  we  most  not  forget  the  resident 
minister,  the  Beverend  lb.  Short,  a  very 
nice,  well-edacated,  bat  somewhat  melan* 
choly  man.  Of  coarse  it  was  the  castom 
of  the  country,  bat  it  most  have  been  rather 
trying  to  him  to  eke  oat  his  income  by 
dime  parties.  Then  his  stipend  was  pidd 
so  mach  in  kind,  with  loads  of  alfalfa  and 
hay,  which,  as  he  had  no  horse,  he  had 
to  trade  to  one  of  the  stores  for  dry  goods, 
and  I  don't  think  he  gained  mach  by  the 
transaction.  In  fact,  the  one  remedy  for 
all  the  Parson's  varions  Qls  seemed  to  be  a 
dime  party.  Did  his  roof  want  fresh 
shingles,  we  organised  a  dime  party. 
Did  his  wife  fall  sick,  a  dfane  party.  Did 
he  want  to  go  back  East  to  see  his  people, 
why,  we  had  a  dime  party.  Then  the 
choir  was  always  a  tronble,  a  not  un- 
common experience  on  this  side  of  the 
Atlantic,  and  the  Poncha  choir  were  qaite 
np  to  date  in  that  respect.  Poncha,  too, 
was  mad  npon  self  -  improvement,  and 
daring  the  winter  months  debating  parties 
were  neld  each  week  in  the  siSiool.  I 
remember  Mr.  Short  making  a  speech  at 
one  of  tiiem,  and  when  he  had  finished 
some  of  the  children  got  np  and  picked  his 
speech  to  bits,  and  told  hfan  candidly 
where  they  considered  he  had  expressed 
himself  wrongly  aboat  the  sabject  in 
qaestion.  I  think  it  reflected  great  credit 
npon  his  temper  tliat  he  did  not  box  the 
children's  ears  and  send  them  to  bed. 

Poncha  itself,  sitoated  as  it  was  at  the 


bottom  of  the  foot-hills,  with  a  stream 
running  through  it,  was  a  pretty  little  city 
enough,  laid  out  in  boQding  lots,  with  wide 
side-walks,  trees  planted  boulevard  fashion 
along  them  in  an  irrigation  ditch  that  kept 
them  green  all  through  the  summer.  All  the 
houses,  with  the  exception  of  one  or  two, 
were  wooden,  frame-buUt,  with  a  verandah 
running  along  them,  usually  painted  a  light 
green  or  grey.  One  gentleman,  indeed, 
with  an  eye  to  colour,  had  made  a  land- 
mark of  his  residence  by  having  his 
shingles  painted  a  deep  red,  with  a  bright 
yellow  lozenge-like  device  in  the  centre 
of  the  roo^  which  looked  as  if  it 
might  be  intended  to  carry  a  coat  of 
arms.  All  the  houses  of  the  retired 
ranchmen  had  a  garden  in  which  they 
grew  vegetables  and  perhaps  a  flower  or 
two,  such  as  morning  glories  or  nasturtiums. 
A  building  lot  in  Poncha  and  a  garden 
seemed  the  Mecca  of  these  hard-worked 
souls  if  ever  they  could,  by  great  good 
luck,  attain  to  it.  And  very  few  did, 
chiefly  the  older  settlers,  who  bad  made 
money  in  the  earlier  days,  and  now  sat 
under  their^own  vine  and  fig  tree;  it  mattered 
nothing  that  the  crapes  were  nil,  and  the 
fig-tree  nothing  but  leaves.-  They  sat 
under  them  in  rocking-chairs  in  solemn 
silence,  doing  nothing  for  hours  save 
whittling  a  stick  and  manipulating  a  chew 
of  tobacoa  Their  wives,  the  work  of  the 
house  over,  sat  equally  solemnly  inside, 
rocking  themselves  backwards  and  for- 
wards ;  they  were  busy  trying  to  get  rested. 
Sometimes,  when  a  friend  came  to  visit, 
they  would  rouse  up  and,  if  you  had  the 
time  and  patience  to  listen,  would  talk 
away  for  hours  in  a  weary,  shrill  monotone 
of  old  days ;  never  of  the  new  bouse  and 
garden,  (xc  the  lebnrely  rest  time  they  had 
come  to  in  their  old  age,  but  of  the 
struggling  earlier  days  and  the  log  shanty 
by  Uie  side  of  some  lonely  creek,  when 
the  blood  ran  quicker  in  their  veins, 
and  they  were  young  and  strong. 
Sometimes,  but  not  very  often,  you  came 
upon  one  or  two  who  would  talk  in  a  strain 
that  reminded  you  of  the  "Ma;pflower,"  and 
the  old  Puritan  school  of  thought.  These 
good  people  considered  dancing  sinful^  and 
would  grieve  at  the  liberty  accorded  to 
the  young  people.  But  amongst  them  all, 
whether  they  **  professed  "  religion  or  not, 
there  was  a  great  deal  of  what,  for  the 
want  of  a  better  name,  I  must  call  natural 
religion.  They  never,  even  although  they 
might  get  fined  for  it)  turned  a  tramp  awi^ 
hungry ;  they  were  hospitable  to  a  fault, 


I 


400       (Ootober  21, 18SS.] 


ALL  THE  YEAR  ROUND. 


[Oondooted  by 


and  alvrayg  ready  to  help  in  time  of  aick- 
nei8,  beddes  aparing  many  a  moment  to 
show  an  ignorant  tenderfoot  how  to  "fix 
thing!  np  jes  aa" 

The  girlB  were  abo  very  nioe,  bright,  and, 
when  yonng,  pretty.  They,  unlike  their 
mothers,  had  a  eraze  for  English  ways,  and 
wanted  to  pat  everything  oat,  madi  to 
the  grief  of  their  caatioas  relations,  who 
wished  to  do  everything  themselves  when 
they  "got  round  to  itl"  Bat  alas,  the 
getting  round  was  sometimes  a  very  long 
procesp,  and  impatient  youth,  a  great 
reformer  in  all  oountries,  would  eut  the 
Gordian  knot  in  a  manner  that  would  make 
their  caref  al  parents  hold  up  their  wrinkled 
hands  in  dismay. 

Since  I  left^  Ponoha,  I  hear,  has  had  "  a 
boom."  It  is  to  be  for  the  future  a  health 
resort;  two  new  hotels  have  sprang  up, 
fresh  building  lots  have  been  laid  out,  and 
a  new  dep6j  is  to  be  built.  Let  us  hope 
the  boom  may  be  for  the  welfare  of  the 
little  town,  and  that  it  may  not  share  the 
fate  of  many  another  Western  city,  whose 
I'  boom  "  has  only  been  another  name  for 
desolation  and  ruin. 


AN  ASCENT  OP  BEUNCU  SPINA. 


Brunctj  Spina,  the  highest  point  in  the 
Oennargentu  mass  of  mountains  in  Sar- 
dinia^ and  also  the  highest  peak  in  the 
island,  is  easy  enough  to  reach.  But  you 
must  first  of  all  be  prepared  for  two 
or  three — at  fewest — rough  days  among 
the  Sarde  mountaineers,  and  you  must 
know  enough  Italian  for  common  purposes. 
On  these  conditions  the  trip  is  a  deUghtf  ul 
ona  It  will  also  have  jast  a  tincture  of 
romance  about  it,  for  there  are  still  plenty 
of  lawless  fellows  in  Sardinia,  and  though 
they  may  not  be  audacious  enough  to  lay 
hands  on  you,  your  guide  will  perchance 
rub  shoulders  with  one  or  two  of  ^em, 
uid  perhaps  bvour  you  with  an  introduc- 
tion. In  the  latter  case  the  thing  to  do  is 
to  treat  the  outlaws  with  perfect  good- 
humour,  and  tender  them  your  wine-gourd 
at  the  same  time  you  wish  them  "  Bona 
dies."  They  are  distinctly  a  queer  people, 
these  rural  Sardes,  but  they  have  codes  of 
honour  which  make  it  quite  impossible  for 
them  to  cut  the  throat  of  a  map,  or  even 
rob  him,  if  he  have  first  of  all  played  the 
genial  host  to  them. 

For  our  part  we  worked  towards  Bruncu 
Spina  from  the  south.  It  is,  perhaps,  the 
most  convenient  way.    Another  way  is  to 


leave  the  train  at  Oristanoin  the  west,  ride 
to  Fordnngianus  —  one  day;  thence  to 
Tonara — two  days;  from  Tonara  ascend 
the  mountain  and  descend  it  to  Fonni  or 
Aritzo— three  days.  From  either  Fonni  or 
Aritzo  you  may  reach  the  railway  in  another 
day,  and  so  get  back  to  civilisation.  The 
expense  of  iM  trip  ought  not  to  exceed  ten 
francs  didly  for  the  hire  of  guide  and 
horses.  As  for  the  victualUng,  that  is  a 
matter  about  which  notiUng  definite  ean 
be  said.  The  man  who  takes  a  veiy  large 
lancheon  basket  with  him,  and  lives  on  its 
contente  all  the  time  he  Is  in  the  higUandf, 
is  probably  a  good  deal  wiser  than  the 
man  who  is  content  to  take  pot-luck  In  the 
houses  to  which  his  guide  conducte  him  of 
an  evening. 

We  got  to  Aritco  on  the  third  day  of 
our  travel  in  the  mountains,  sopped  through 
and  through.  It  had  been  a  verv  long  day. 
Starting  from  Seul  at  eight  o'clock— Seul 
is  a  lovely  spot^  high  up,  with  mountein 
peaks  all  round  it,  nuraghes  on  tiie  hill 
slopes  and  woods  fai  the  valleys — we  did 
not  reach  Aritzo  until  about  eight  o'clock 
in  the  evening.  Tliis  included  two  halte 
of  about  half  an  hour  each,  and  one  In- 
voluntary halt  of  rather  more  than  half  an 
hour.  Our  first  halt  was  at  Seulo,  where 
our  guide  had  a  cousin,  and  he  told  us 
sach  a  sweet  tale  about  the  quality  of 
his  cousin's  wine  that  we  went  out  of  our 
way  a  little  to  call  upon  him.  The  cousin 
was  a  swarthy,  broad-shouldered  carle  in  a 
brown  leather  jacket,  and  with  a  long  gun 
fai  Mb  hand.  He  had  a  vast  number  of 
females  of  different  ages  in  his  hut,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  we  should  never  separate  our 
guide  from  the  crowd  of  ladies.  We  drank 
plenty  of  wine  here,  and  refilled  our 
gourds.  The  good  people  shouted  after  us 
for  a  long  time,  and  the  echo  of  their 
voices  seemed  to  carry  on  to  the  Ueak 
mountain-sides  which  we  had  to  tackle 
immediately  after  Seulo. 

I  never  saw  such  a  broken  land  as  this 
of  Barbargia — as  the  district  Is  called.  It 
was  all  abrupt  ascending  and  equaUy 
abrupt  descending.  We  were,  of  course, 
away  from  the  high-roads.  We  had  taken 
good  care  of  that.  The  paths  we  followed 
were  the  thinnest  of  tracks  scraped  on  the 
rocks.  The  weather,  too,  was  unkind.  It 
was  mid-May — ^generally  a  rough  time  for 
mounteins  in  Mediterranean  lands.  From 
the  various  watersheds  we  looked  at  the 
jetty  masses  before  and  around  as,  their 
magnificent  foreste  lower  down — ^haunte  of 
deer,  and  boar,  and  foxes — and  at  the 
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cloiids  above  and  below  ub.  Now  and 
again  these  iMt  broke  eraelly  upon  as,  and 
we  took  oar  bneketlnga  with  grim  00m- 
poBure ;  and  half  an  honr  later  we  might 
chance  to  be  in  a  green  dell  with  h^;h 
walnnt-treesi  wild  cherry-trees^  ferns  in- 
namerable,  and  charming  meadows  em- 
broidered with  flowers,  all  as  bright  as 
possible  under  a  sadden  rift  of  sunlight. 

Oar  most  important  halt  was  in  jost 
snch  a  little  glen  as  this.  It  was  the 
dinner-hoar.  We  made  bat  a  dismal  meal, 
becaase  we  had  elected  to  t^Jce  pot-lack 
wherever  we  went,  and  the  best  we  coald 
do  before  starting  for  the  day,  was  to 
gattier  together  the  mean  mutton  scraps 
that  remained  from  the  previous  day's 
sapper.  These  had  half  melted  into  an 
abominable  compound.  They  were  not 
appetising.  But  the  bread  was  good  and 
the  wine  also  was  good,  and  our  pipes 
afterwards  as  we  lay  at  our  ease  under  the 
shadow  of  a  great  hawthorn,  and  watched 
our  steeds  dining  luxuriously  ofi  the  finest 
grass  in  the  world,  and  listened  to  the 
thrushea  and  blackbirds — our  pipes  aJso 
were  good.  As  usual,  though,  Master 
Gaide  swilled  more  wine  into  him  thui 
was  good  for  his  brain,  and  so  it  is  not 
surprising  that  an  hour  later  he  confessed 
that  he  had  lost  himself  and  us. 

By  this  we  had  turned  one  more  mighty 
ridge  and  had  the  ravine  of  the  Flumendosa 
yet  again  beneath  us.  The  Flumendosa 
is  a  noble  stream.  It  has  superb  scenery 
in  its  upper  reaches — dense  forests,  with 
towering  mountains  above  on  dther  hand, 
and  perpendicular  walls  of  rock  hundreds 
of  feet  high.  And  in  its  lower  parts,  where 
it  broadens  towards  San  Yito — and  creates 
a  good  deal  of  maluria — the  meadows  by 
its  banks  are  beautifully  broken  with  rocks 
and  clumps  of  trees  massed  with  wild 
vines,  and  the  trout  in  its  clear  watera  are 
good  to  see.  Up  here,  though,  on  this 
particular  afternoon,  with  storm  signs  all 
around  us,  the  Flumendosa  looked  ominous 
in  its  deep,  deep  cutting,  towards  which 
by  hook  or  by  crook  we  had  to  strive,  to 
find  a  ford  whence  we  might  begin  another 
laborious  climb  of  thousands  of  feet  to- 
wards Aritzo.  The  Sarde  horses  are 
plucky  and  strong,  if  not  always  sweet- 
tempered  beasts.  But  I  must  say  I  pitied 
our  quadrupeds  when  I  saw  what  was 
before  thent  The  pity  seemed  quite  as 
applicable  to  ourselves,  however,  when 
Master  Guide  groaned  and  hiccoughed,  and 
murmured  the  disconsolate  word  "  Lost  1 " 
We  oould  not  have  been  lost  under  more 


romantic  conditions.  Bat  romance  is  not 
a  feather-bed|  nor  yet  even  an  umbrella. 

Between  us  we  grasped  Master  Guide 
and  shook  some  of  Us  senses  into  cohesion. 
The  sun  gleamed  again  through  the  black 
clouds,  and  made  the  cork- woods  lovely, 
and  showed  us  the  Flumendosa  as  a  thread 
of  sQver  at  their  base.  But  the  sun  did 
not  help  uo.  We  were  in  a  wood  of  scrub 
on  our  own  account,  with  impassable  cliffs 
below  where  the  river  ran. 

Nothing  remained  but  to  halloo  our 
best,  and  Master  Gaide  also  hallooed.  It 
seemed  like  shouting  to  the  moon — so 
absolutely  unpeopled  did  the  vast  mountain 
valley  appear.  But  at  length  an  answering 
shout  sounded.  It  approached  us  at  length. 
And  by-and-by  two  as  nice-looking  ruffians 
with  guns  and  knives  as  ever  a  timorous 
man  might  shiver  to  behold  broke  upon  us 
from  below  to  the  right.  They  had  long 
black  hair  glist^ing  with  taUow,  and  their 
eyes  were  frightfully  bloodshot.  You 
should  have  seen  with  what  energetic 
hospitality  we  grasped  these  ruffians  by  the 
hands,  and  urged  them  to  set  to  at  our 
wIac  !  They  hesitated  at  first  about  drink- 
ing, as  if  dubious  whether  they  did  not 
owe  it  to  themselves  to  take  rather  than 
to  accept  what  was  in  their  power.  Then 
their  lips  parted,  and  they  smiled — such 
magnificent  white  teeth  they  had ! — ^and 
down  their  throats  gushed  the  tepid  wine. 
Poor  fellows!  There  was  nothing  much 
amiss  with  them  at  heart,  I  expect,  ^hey 
were  outlaws,  sure  enough.  Master  Gaide 
had  a  long  and  frenzied  xonversatlon  with 
them.  They  told  him  a  deal  of  their  family 
history ;  and,  he  asked,  how  were  they  to 
Uame  if  they  had  bravely  acknowledged  the 
responsibilitiesof  a  famOy  vendetta,  and  had 
Idlled  aman  or  two  for  the  good  of  their  clan  f 
"  Are  yon  afraid  f "  asked  Master  Guide. 
We  laughed  to  scorn  the  idea,  while  we 
surreptitiously  fingered  our  revolvers.  Then 
we  told  the  new-comers  that  we  felt  no 
fear  of  them,  and  they  slapped  our  shoulders 
gaUy  with  their  sinewy  brown  hands,  and 
called  us  *'  gallant  gentlemen/'  or  something 
of  the  kind. 

It  was  much  more  to  the  point  that  the 
sood  fellows  could  put  us  in  the  way  of  the 
ford.  The  Flumendosa,  though  beautiful. 
Is  a  nasty  river  to  tackle  at  random.  It 
kills  off  many  a  bold  Sarde  every  year. 
We  had  some  rough  work,  though,  to  get 
to  the  riverside.    As  a  rule,  yon  may,  if 

iou  can,  stick  to  the  back  of  the  Sarde 
orse  if  the  descent  of  a  hill  be  at  all 
feasible.    Here  it  was  too  much  of  a  trial : 
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we  had  not  trained  as  acrobats.  Bat  it 
was  jast  as  mnch  of  a  trial  to  lead  the 
animals  by  the  bridla 

Once  across,  we  lay  down  on  the  grass 
by  the  river  and,  reckless  of  the  drfzde 
that  had  begnn  and  the  three  hoars'  hard 
work  that  remained  for  ns  ere  Aritso  eoold 
be  reached,  smoked  and  finished  oar  wine. 
The  matton  scraps  had  been  abandoned. 
We  were  hangry  enoagh,  bat  there  was 
nothing  eatable  to  be  had. 

Then  on  again,  with  oar  faces  towards 
the  black  moontahis.  For  awhile  we 
followed  the  coarse  of  the  river,  rising 
gradaally.  Then  we  tamed  ap  a  laterd 
glen,  which  soon  broadened  into  a  hage 
ravine  ap  the  eastern  side  of  whidi  we  had 
to  zfgzag.  For  an  hoar  the  asoent  was 
constant,  and  as  steep  as  constant  The 
yawning  hollow  to  the  left  grew  more  and 
more  fearsome.  It  rdned  hard,  and  tiie 
harder  the  higher  we  rose.  We  had  oar 
cloaks  to  oar  ears,  and  looked  anything 
bat  gay.  Once  or  twice  we  passed  a  white 
hoase  with  vines  in  the  raddy  earth  tilled 
aroand  it.  It  seemed  a  mvstery  why  any 
one  shoald  choose  saoh  inclement  and 
remote  spots  for  a  homa  Probably  the 
tenants  were  not  law-abiding  folk. 

At  last  we  broke  on  to  one  of  Sar- 
dinia's extensive  plateaax.  The  day 
was  akeady  waning;  hot  throagh  the 
dimmed  light  and  raUi  we  coald  see  the 
reddish  soil,  the  myriads  of  asphodels 
aboat  as,  and  the  heather  and  dwarf 
janiper  which  carpeted  the  land. 

And  so  jast  at  nightfall  we  came  from 
this  treeless  tract  into  a  valley  of  walnat- 
trees,  with  orchards  and  vineyards,  cherry- 
trees  and  chestnat-trees,  and  the  red-tiled 
hoases  of  a  village  set  slanting  with  the 
hlUside.  This  was  Aritza  We  were  not 
at  all  enthasiastic  aboat  it,  however.  It 
seemed  to  as  that  no  decent  woman  woald 
enooarage  her  hasband  to  welcome  into 
her  hoase  three  sach  dripping  wretches 
as  we  were.  In  fact,  it  was  a  reasonable 
fear.  Twice  were  we  denied  shelter.  And 
only  after  some  warm  argning  from  oar 
gnide — who  said  we  were  Princes  of  the 
Blood  in  oar  own  conntry,  and  mach  else 
that  was  nntrae — dida  certaingentleman  in 
green  velvet  open  his  doors  to  as.  This 
"  proprietario ''  was,  oar  gaide  said,  a  very 
rich  man.  At  any  rate,  he  had  some 
pretty  daaghters  in  scarlet,  a  wife  in  black, 
and  a  handsome  son  in.  pale  blae.  All 
these,  and  a  variety  of  others — ^from  other 
hoases,  indading  those  that  had  rf  jected 
oar  society — crowded  into  the  room  that 


was  allotted  as.  They  are  exceedingly 
fond  of  coloor  in  Sardinia;  their  costomes 
are  aboat  the  best  thing  in  the  land,  ftfter 
the  game  and  scenery.  They  are  also  ex* 
ceedingly  inqaisitive.  I  sappose  ten 
people  sat  down  with  as  to  the  miserable 
mMd  which  was  served  to  as  at  ten 
o'clock.  As  Blaster  Oaide  whispered  feel* 
ingly,  even  the  wine  was  not  drinkable. 
It  was  as  near  beii^  an  emetic  as  any 
jaioe  of  the  grape  can  ba  And  yet  oar 
stern  host  pmodioally  raised  his  glass  and 
cried  fcrmidly,  with  his  eyes  upon  as : 

*'Let  as  drink  I    Toar  heslth  1 " 

We  looked  forward  to  Branca  Spina 
on  the  morrow  as  an  antidote  to  all  this 
discomfort. 

There  were  fewer  fleas  in  oar  AritEO 
beds  than  we  expected.  The  village  la 
nearly  two  thoasand  seven  handled  feet 
above  the  sea — an  altitade  fleas  may 
reasonably  object  to. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  next  day  we  were 
called  by  oar  host  and  his  son,  who,  with 
Master  Gcdde,  stayed  with  as  oneere- 
monioasly  whilewe  made  oar  toilet.  The 
son  was  shining,  and  all  things  looked 
bright  Certainly  Aritso,  in  its  vwdant 
recess  in  the  moontahis,  was  as  pretty  a 
village,  tha»  seen,  as  a  lover  of  the  pie- 
taresqae  coald  desire  >  and  the  villagers 
in  their  erimson  and  black,  l^elr  green 
jackets  and  brown  jackto,  added  to 
the  general  colonr  of  the  place. 

I   sappose   aboat    a    qaarter    of   the 
then  resident  popalation  assembled  out- 
side oar  host's  hoase  to  see  ns  o£    But 
though  the  Sardes  can  chatter  and  qoarrel 
famoasly  apon  occasion,  they  took  the 
spectacle  with  which  we  provided  them 
very  stolidly.    Not  that  tbey  were  not 
deeply  interested  in  as ;  that  was  evident 
from  the  ramoars  aboat  as  that  Master 
Gaide  told  as  were  circolathig  freely  in  tlie 
village. 

A  Sarde  host  is  a  moat  panctOions  fellow. 
He  considers  that  he  fails  in  his  datv  to 
his  guest  if  he  does  not  attend  apon  nlm 
to  the  very  last  Oar  Aritzo  gentleman 
went  farther.  He  leased  himsefi  to  ns  as 
an  additional  gaide  for  six  francs.  The 
fad  was,  he  had  a  namber  of  sheep  on 
Branca  Spina ;  he  wanted  to  see  how  his 
shepherds  were  getting  on  with  their 
cheese^making  in  their moantain  hats;  and 
the  day  seemed  to  promise  admirably  for  a 
trip  to  the  highlands.  He  did  well,  there- 
fore, to  combine  his  duties  as  a  host  with 
hife  interests  as  a  stock-owner. 

The  fresh  air  was  glorious  as  we  oUttered 
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through  the  etreets  and  io  into  the  woods. 
If  oiSj  oar  gourds  had  been  fOled  witli 
palatable  wine,  instead  of  the  medicine  of 
the  evening  before,  we  conld  hare  let  otir 
epirita  take  their  fling  with  entire  abandon. 
The  mountains  were  all  dear ;  long  gradual 
slopes  and  serrated  ridges  bare  at  the 
summit,  but  fairly  clad  with  sparse  trees 
a  few  hundred  feet  below.  There  was, 
howerer,  someUiing  in  the  atmosphere 
that  told  of  rain  to  oome  ere  tiie  day 
ended.  As  for  the  woods  of  chestnuts 
and  oaks  through  which  we  pushed,  they 
reeked  with  moisture.  iToUiing  could 
have  looked  or  felt  fresher  than  they  did, 
and  theb  greenery  and  lush  grass  was 
rendered  more  interesting  by  the  presence 
of  sheep  with  bells  about  their  necks,  and 
infrequent  shepherds  with  shaggy  hair  and 
scarlet  raiment.  One  of  these  latter  was 
strumming  away  on  a  set  of  pipes  like  Pan's 
own.  The  instrument  is  not  uncommon 
in  Sardinia,  and  is  an  undoubted  legacy 
from  very  ancieni  times. 

When  we  started  we  saw  the  red  village 
of  Tonara  across  the  valley.  But  we  soon 
left  it  and  Aritzo  behind,  and  for  an  hour 
or  two  were  in  the  oak-woods.  These 
gradually  thinned  as  we  rose  out  of  the  zone 
most  convenient  for  oaka  The  last  of 
them  were  dreadfully  weatherbeaten  old 
things,  with  long,  bare,  blackened  limbs 
rising  above  jtheir  leaves.  Then  they 
disappeared  altogether.  Alders  in  no 
great  abundance  took  their  place.  These 
flourished  best  where  springs  broke  from 
the  mountain  -  side.  But  the  alders  too 
were  duly  left  beneath  us,  and  when  we 
were  well  within  sight  of  the  patches  of 
grimy  snow  which  still  coloured  the  Gen- 
nargentu  group,  we  had  nothing  but  moun- 
tain and  scrub  around  us — dwarf  juniper, 
arbutus,  and  such-like,  and  not  much  of 
that.  Here  and  there  the  tiny  mountain 
crocus  showed  itself  and  the  dwarf  pansy, 
like  that,  of  Etna,  otherwise  the  winds 
and  the  thickening  clouds  engrossed  us. 
The  view  to  the  rear,  of  course,  enlarged 
enormously  every  quarter  of  an  hour. 
The  Barbargia  landscapes  are  like  nothing 
in  England.  You  have  mountains  in  huge 
terraces,  the  lower  parts  of  each  terrace 
thick  with  forests;  thus  the  land  drops 
gradually  to  the  sea-level  at  Gagliari  about 
eighty  miles  distant,  which  may  be  dis- 
tinguished— though  we  distinguished  it 
notb 

Now  there  was  some  slight  dissension 
between  our  host  and  us  when  we  had 
got  fi^ly  within  reach  of  the  summiti   The 


good  gentleman  at  times  showed  more 
interest  in  his  straying  sheep  than  In  his 
guests.  He  stayed  prattling  to  one  of  his 
shepherds  an  unconscionabk  time,  so  that 
we  declined  to  wait  for  him.  Of  this  he 
made  a  grievance  to  our  guide  when  he 
caught  us  up;  the  average  Sarde  has  a 
rare  knack  for  making  a  mountain  out  of 
a  molehill  when  his  pride  seems  affected. 
Nor  was  he  calmed  by  a  clear  statement  of 
our  case.  We  meant  to  stand  on  Bruncu 
Spina's  summit  before  the  clouds  settled 
thereon,  if  possible ;  and  we  said  so.  This 
seemed  absurd  obstinacy  in  his  eyes.  He 
wondered  what  we  shomd  see  more  from 
the  summit  than  we  saw  already.  How- 
ever, for  the  sake  of  the  francs  the  gentle- 
man would  not  leave  us,  even  when  we 
had  passed  out  of  the  zone  of  pasturage. 

Thus,  three  hours  after  starting  from 
Aritco,  we  came  at  length  to  the  mountain- 
top,  and  stood  some  six  thousand  three 
hundred  feet  above  the  sea-level.  A  keen 
gust  from  the  north  ereeted  us  as  we 
leaped  from  our  horses  into  the  snow,  and 
unslung  our  gourds  to  toast  the  mountain. 
We  had  ridden  to  the  very  summit — clear 
proof,  if  any  were  needed,  that  there  is 
not  a  particle  of  danger,  or  even  difficulty 
about  the  climb,  though  a  f dr  amount  of 
discomfort  in  the  approach  thereto. 

We  found  a  sheltered  nook  among  the 
rocks  for  the  quadrupeds,  and  then  looked 
around  us.  The  prospect  was  superb. 
Nothing  in  It  was  more  alluring  than  the 
isolated  pinnacles  of  mountain  to  the 
south  and  east,  densely  wooded  almost  to 
the  top.  These  are  dolomite  crags,  and 
in  their  fastnesses — some  awkward  enough 
to  approach — the  moufflon  still  breed 
in  tranquillity.  A  brace  of  eagles  were 
soaring  over  one  of  these  **  tacchi,"  as  they 
are  called.  It  was  a  noble  specimen  of  a 
mountain  crag,  of  grey  and  red  rock, 
with  a  broad  green  g&dle  to  its  neck. 
Mountain  peaks  were  everywhere — one 
noticeable  in  particular  to  the  north, 
with  a  tremendous  sheer  precipice  where 
it  fell  to  the  plain.  But  the  clouds 
suddenly  rushed  upon  us,  and  for  awhile 
hid  all  from  sight. 

This  was  our  Aritzo  friend's  opportunity. 
He  shivered,  nudged  our  guide,  obtained 
his  six  francs,  declined  to  do  more  than 
sip  his  own  wine  in  a  "  farewell "  toast, 
jumped  on  to  his  horse,  and  spurred  the 
animal  into  the  cloud  quite  recklessly. 
Our  guide  looked  as  if  he  yearned  to  do 
likewise.  He  had  a  very  blue  nose,  and 
found  little  satisfaction  in  setting  before 
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na  the  bread  'and  goat's  cheese^  and  un- 
cooked broad  beans,  which  made  np  oar 
dinner  on  Branca  Spins.  As  a  picnic 
meal  it  was  poor  in  the  extreme.  Bat  we 
bad  some  compensation  in  an  ice-cold  sprinff 
a  little  down  on  the  north  slope.  Ana, 
after  aU,  the  bracing  air  was  as  good  in 
itself  as  a  table  d'b6te  at  the  "  Grand." 
The  horses  remained  unfed.  In  Sardinia 
when  on  a  jonrney  they  are  dieted  but 
meagrely ;  and  really  they  seem  the  better 
for  this  short  commona  They  are  wiry, 
willing  little  fellows,  worth  a  good  deal 
more  than  they  fetch,  as  a  rale,  at  the 
hands  of  the  Marseilles  dealers  who  im- 
port so  many  of  them.  Beaily,  there  was 
no  reason  why  our  guide  should  shiver  as 
he  did.  The  cold  was  trivial.  Oar 
thermometer  did  not  fall  below  fifty 
degrees,  though  under  a  sadden  gleam 
of  Bundiine  it  leaped  to  eighty  degrees 
in  a  minute  or  two.  But  like  all  guides, 
ours  took  only  a  base  mercantile  estimate 
of  our  adventure.  He  wanted  to  be  down 
in  Fonni  as  soon  as  possible,  with  the 
steeds  snugly  stalled,  the  consciousness 
that  he  had  named  another  ten  francs, 
and  in  the  neighbourhood  of  an  ac- 
quaintance or  two  who  would  be  willing 
to  make  a  night  of  it  with  him  among 
the  wine-tubs. 

Shortly  after  noon  we  gave  him  his  way, 
and  turned  towards  Fonni  The  descent 
on  this  side  was  at  fi.rst  exceedingly  steep. 
We  soon  came  to  a  number  of  large  oak- 
trees  thinly  set  about  the  upland  meadowa 
The  view  thence,  backwards,  was  the  finest 
impression  of  Bruncu  Spina  Sardinia  gave 
us.  The  peak  showed  well,  with  its  snowy 
patches  behind  and  between  two  nearer 
shoulders  of  mountain.  The  green  fore- 
ground, with  a  dashing  little  rivulet  at  our 
feet,  composed  a  pretty  picture. 

We  reached  Fonni  at  four  o'clock,  after 
a  most  lovely  ride  through  mountain  glens, 
and  later  along  tracks  in  the  hillsides 
whence  the  country  for  many  a  mile  to 
the  north  was  spread  out  below  us.  There 
is  a  decent  little  inn  at  Fonni,  which  at 
any  rate  saved  us  from  the  humiliating 
scenes  of  Aritzo  and  elsewhere. 

On  the  morrow  we  rode  by  the  white, 
hard  highway  to  Nuoro,  again  through 
charming  country.  And  at  Nuoro  we 
took  dOigence  for  a  long  night  drive  to 
Macomer. 

These  days  on  horseback  in  the  wilds  of 
Sardinia  are  experiences  not  to  be  forgotten. 
The  man  who  likes  such  experiences  may 
confidently  be  recommended  to  try  Sar- 


dinia ere  it  is  spoiled  by  Italian  civilisatioD. 
It  will  take  a  deal  of  spoiling,  to  be  sore ; 
but  railways  and  roads  of  the  first  dass 
are  doing  their  work  in  the  land.  The 
spring  must  be  the  best  time  of  the  year 
for  travelling  in  the  island.  In  winter  it 
is  impossible  to  have  anything  to  do  irfth 
the  mountains,  and  In  summer  and  aatamn 
the  heat  in  the  plains  is  insufferable,  quite 
apart  from  the  risk  of  fever,  which  ooght 
not  to  be  forgotten. 

A  holiday  in  Sardinia  may  be  leas  ex- 
pensive than  a  holiday  in  Scotland,  even 
taking  the  journey  into  consideration. 


ZENOBIA:  A  Couonpuce  Gibl 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 

— ♦ 

CHAPTER  V. 

Zenobia  remained  standing  where  ho 
had  left  her,  like  one  stunned. 

What  was  it  he  had  said,  and  what  was 
the  meaning  of  it  f  She  heard  the  words 
still  ringing  in  her  ears,  but  they  conveyed 
no  meaning  to  her  mind :  "  Herbert 
Lovell — your  father  1 "  Her  father  f  Bat 
her  name  was  Brabourne ;  and  her  father 
— ^her  father  was  dead  long  ago ;  had  died 
while  she  was  a  mere  baby ;  at  least,  she 
had  always  understood  so.  Ob,  surely 
this  man  was  mad,  and  she*was  trying  to 
make  sense  of  the  ravings  of  a  lanatic. 
She  would  trouble  about  them  no  more. 

It  was  wisely  resolved  on  Zenobia's  part, 
and  she  turned  away  with  an  air  of 
decision,  walking  on  with  a  steady  step, 
though  with  dismay  and  confusion  in  her 
heart.  She  reached  her  uncle's  house,  and 
went  straight  to  the  drawing-room,  where 
Mrs.  Brabourne  received  her  with  a  stream 
of  reproaches  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour, 
which  the  girl  listened  to  for  the  most  part 
in  silence. 

"  It  is  extremely  unladylike,  Zenobia^  to 
be  tramping  the  roads  after  dark  in  this 
fashion,  and  I  cannot  imaghie  what  possible 
satisfaction  you  can  find  in  it.  Beaily,  a 
girl  of  your  age  should  pay  some  sl^ht 
attention  to  appearances,  and  not  set  all 
the  laws  of  propriety  at  defiance  in  this 
way.  Why,  it  must  be  absolutely  dark 
outoide  ! " 

<*  I  am  very  sorry,*'  the  girl  said,  feeling 
still  as  though  thinking  and  speaking  in  a 
dream.     **  I  was— detiSned." 

**  And  what  had  any  business  to  detain 
you,  I  should  like  to  know!    Yoa  moat 
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really  be  more  careful  in  fatare.  When 
Mrs.  Pazton  asked  for  you  just  now,  and 
I  learned  on  enqtdry  that  yon  had  not  yet 
oome  in  from  yoor  "walk,  I  felt  quite  morti- 
fied, I  did  indeed;  and  how  to  explain 
matters  I  did  not  know.  Do  not  place 
me  in  such  an  extremely  awkward  podtion 
again,  Z^obia,  I  beg  of  yon." 

''  And  Mrs.  Paxton  has  been  here  t " 

"Yes ;  she  came  to  make  what  at  first 
stmck  me  as  a  very  extraordinary  proposi- 
tion ;  bat  I  have  been  thinking  it  over,  and 
on  reflection  have  somewhat  modified  my 
first  view.  On  the  whole,  I  am  inclined  to 
leave  you  free  to  please  yooraeli" 

•«  Yes  f " 

Woold  Zanobia  ever  forget  the  strange- 
ness of  that  familiar  scene,  as  she  saw  it  at 
that  moment  1  Wonld  she  ever  forget 
how  the  well-known  voice  flowed  on  in  the 
old,  old  stream  of  self-complacent,  formid 
utterance  I  The  comfortable — albeit  some- 
what over-fine — ^room,  where  lamplight  and 
ifirelight  strove  softly  together  for  the 
mastery;  the  shadows  larking  in  remote 
comers,  and  amid  the  heavy  folds  of  tiie 
window-cartaias,  as  thongh  ready  at  any 
moment  to  leap  forth  and  overpower  lamp- 
light and  firelight  alike,  overwhelming 
them~in  one  universal  night;  the  erect 
figure  of  the  old  lady,  sitting  in  her 
straight-backed  easy-chair  on  the  further 
side  of  the  fireplace,  her  manner  full  of  an 
assured  self-import8nce,her  handsomeblack 
dress  arranged  in  prim,  stiff  folds,  as 
though,  having  once  sat  down,  she  never 
intended  to  get  up  any  more ;  the  w^ll- 
appointed  tea-table,  with  its  delicate  chma 
and  bright  silver ;  yes,  she  had  seen  it  all 
often  before;  every  detail  was  familiar  to 
her.  But  as  she  sat  a  little  apart  that 
afternoon,  and  saw  it  with  eyes  still  fall 
of  a  vague  fear  and  bewilderment,  Zeno- 
bia  felt  as  though  it  were  all  strange  to 
her :  strange  and  new,  though  so  old ;  and 
the  sense  of  unreality  grew  strong  within 
her. 

"She  thinks  it  would  be  an  excellent 
thing  for  Cecil  if  you  were  to  study  litera- 
ture with  him^  and  his  tutor — ^that  pleasant 
Mr.  Devondale,  you  know — quite  agrees 
that  it  would  give  the  boy  a  new  Interest 
in  his  work  to  have  some  one  share  it  It 
ia  quite  the  correct  thing  now  In  the  best 
society  for  young  ladies  to  attend  lectures 
on  these  subjectSi  and  study  them  under 
the  direction  of  their  brothers'  tutors. 
There  are,  unfortunately,  no  lectures  in 
Slowton  that  you  could  attend ;  and  as  you 
have  no  brother,  you  cannot,  of  course. 


study  under  his  tutor.  Mrs.  Paxton,  there- 
fore, suggests  that  you  should  avaU  your- 
self of  Mr.  Devondale's  Instruction ;  but 
when  I  alluded  delicately  to  the  question 
of  remuneration,  she  assured  me  that  he 
would  not  hear  of  it ;  for  he  says  if  he  has 
two  to  instruct,  it  will  make  his  task  far 
easier  and  more  interesting.  This  is  the 
point  that  makes  me  a  little  hesitate  ;  but, 
at  the  same  time,  it  reassures  me,  for  It 
proves  he  has  the  fine  feelings  of  a  high- 
bom  gentleman.  Indeed,  I  make  little 
doubtpaow  that  Mr.  Priestley  was  right,  and 
this  young  man  is  really  one  of  the  Devon- 
dales  of  Dartmouth." 

And  Zanobia  heard,  and  answered  not  a 
word. 

What  could  she  say,  when  her  thoughts 
were  full  of  that  strange  interview  that 
still  seemed  so  much  more  real  than  any- 
thing that  was  now  passing  around  her; 
when  the  scornful  woids  were  still  ringing 
in  her  ears :  '<  Devondale  a  tutor  I  A 
pretty  teacher  o^  youth,  truly  1  But  he 
shall  teach  you  no  lessons,  girl  I  Be 
assured  of  that ! " 

What  right  had  he  to  say  that  t  Had 
he,  indeed,  any  right ) 

She  could  not — would  not— think  it! 
She  would  not  so  far  wrong  Mr.  Devon- 
dale  as  to  attach  the  slightest  importance 
to  the  Insinuations  of  a  stranger.  She 
knew  him  too  well  to  do  that. 

Who  was  this  Herbert  Lovell  that  she 
should  believe  him!  Her  btiberl  But 
she  had  only  his  bare  word  for  it,  and  he 
had  gone  away  imiaediately  after  making 
the  astonishing  assertion.  Was  it  likely 
that  it  could  be  true,  then!  Was  it 
probable  that  her  father — supposing  him 
to  be  yet  living,  which  she  had  no  reason 
to  do— would  return  in  this  strange,  secret 
fashion,  declare  himself  to  his  daughter, 
and  then  —  vanish!  No;  Zenobia  could 
not  think  it;  but  the  mere  recollection 
that  such  an  assertion  had  been  made  was 
amply  sofficient  to  disturb  her  mind  and 
shake  her  faith  in  the  exbting  order  of 
things. 

"He  shall  teach  you  no  lessons,  girll 
Be  assured  of  that  I " 

Must  she,  then,  respect  this  man's  wishes, 
simply  because  he  asserted  that  he  was  her 
father  I    Must  she  refuse 

"  So  what  am  I  to  say  to  Mra  Paxton, 
Zenobia  1  Would  you  like  to  study  under 
this  young  man,  or  would  you  not ) " 

No  ;  he  had  no  right  to  dictate  to  her. 
Let  him  prove  his  assertion  first,  and 
then 
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*'  I  Bhould  like  to  study  with  Cecil  very 
mach,  aunt/'  she  said,  with  decision ;  and 
she  raised  her  head  proudly,  as  though 
Herbert  Lovell  were  standing  there  before 
her,  and  she  dared  him  to  make  good  his 
words.  '<  I  think  I  have  a  great  deal  yet 
to  learn." 

Was  she  thinking  of  the  English  men  of 
letters  and  their  works,  or  of  Herbert 
Lovell  and  his  mad  assertion  f 

It  was  not  easy  to  tell;  probably  she 
did  not  even  know  herself. 

It  never  occurred  to  Zenobia  to  question 
Mrs.  Braboume  on  the  subject.  There 
was  never  any  confidence  between  them  on 
any  point,  and  the  girl  would  have  shrunk 
with  a  feeling  of  something  not  far  re- 
moved from  fear  from  puttmg  her  vague 
miseivings  into  words.  For  somehow, 
Herbert  Lovell  did  not  strike  her  as  a 
possible  parent  to  be  proud  of.  A  gentle- 
man he  was  undoubtedly,  but  a  genueman 
in  an  advanced  state  of  decay.  Voice  and 
manner  showed  what  bis  social  position 
must  once  have  been ;  but,  looking  on  the 
man,  it  was  not  so  easy  to  decide  what  it 
might  now  be.  Nor  was  there  anything 
about  him  to  touch  her  or  appeal  to  her 
sympathies.  Had  he  looked  ill,  or  un- 
happy ;  had  he  shown  any  feeling  for  her, 
or  pleasure  in  their  meeting,  things  might 
— ^they  probably  would — have  been  dif- 
ferent ;  but  he  being  what  he  was,  it  could 
scarcely  be  wondered  at  that  Zenobia 
shrank  from  the  idea  of  having  such  a 
father,  and  seized  eagerly  on  every  Ecrap 
of  eirildence  that  went  to  disprove  his 
daiuL 

She  would  not  say  one  word  that  might 
serve  to  precipitate  matters.  If  he  really 
were  her  father,  it  was  for  him  to  prove  it. 
She  could — and  would — do  nothing. 

Why  should  she  I 

It  is  to  be  feared  Zenobia  was  not  very 
lively  company  that  evening;  but  the  even- 
ings in  Qaeen  Street  were  apt  to  be  dull,  so 
that  no  one  noticed  any  particular  difference, 
or  felt  hurt  at  her  want  of  sociability. 
She  had  plenty  to  think  about,  nor  were 
all  her  thoughte  of  a  depressing  character. 
How  could  they  be,  when  she  remembered 
that  pleasant  walk  with  Mr.  Devondale, 
and  all  that  he  had  said  f  And  now  she 
would  have  many  more  opportunities  of 
listening  to  him,  of  hearing  his  boyish 
laugh,  and  learning  to  know  bim  better. 

Zenobia  already  felt  that  she  knew  him 
well — far  too  well  lightly  to  distrust  him — 
but  she  liked  him  quite  enough  to  wish  to 
know  him  better.     That  scornful  laugh 


notwithstanding — ^partly,  perhaps,  in  con- 
sequence of  it — she  was  convinced  that 
Mr.  Devondale  was  a  good,  as  well  as  a 
handsome  and  attractive,  man;  and  she 
owned  to  herself,  flushins  faintly  the  whfle, 
that  she  was  very  glad  Mrs.  Braboume 
approved  of  Cecil's  plan. 

''Thanks— for  us  both  !''  he  liad  said. 
How  clearly  she  recalled  the  tone,  and  the 
look — ^more  eloquent  even  than  that  tone 
— that  had  accompanied  the  words  1  It 
was  his  wish,  then,  as  much  as  Oedl's;  his 
plan  as  much  as  the  boy's.  The  thought 
was  a  gratifying  though  perplexing  one. 

Zenobia  was  beginning  to  learn  that  she 
was  young  stiU,  and  the  knowledM  thus 
gained  was  delightful  to  her.  men  in 
Slowton  it  was  not  possible  to  exhaust  all 
the  experiences  of  life  in  nineteen  yean, 
more  especially  if  those  nineteen  years 
covered  the  period  of  long-clothes  and 
rattles :  for  it  is  given  to  few  of  us  to 
grow  old  before  ever  we  have  been  young. 

Zenobia's  experiences  that  day  had 
taught  her  much. 

CHAPTER  YL 

«  Zenobia  I  It's  a  grand  name,  but  It 
suits  you  admirably,"  said  Gecil  thought- 
fuUy. 

Mr.  Devondale's  eyes  said  the  same; 
but  the  handsome  tutor  was  not  a  privi- 
leged person  like  the  boy  of  fourteen,  and 
he  was  careful  not  to  take  an  undue  ad- 
vantage of  his  position.  He  was  to  instruct 
Zenobia  in  certain  carefully  selected  works 
of  English  men  of  letters — the  seleetion 
was  his  own  —  and  the  confidence  thus 
reposed  in  his  sense  of  honour  he  was 
resolved  not  to  abuse.  Any  instmetlon 
she  might  receive  in  yet  deeper  mysteries 
was  given  indirectly  and  without  any 
definite  intention  on  his  part.  Thus,  if 
Zenobia  learnt  more  than  he  had  under- 
taken to  teach,  no  one  was  to  blame  for 
it.  These  thiiigs  will  happen;  they  are 
happening  every  day,  with  good  or  bad 
results,  as  the  case  may  be;  and,  in  a 
general  way,  nobody  is  to  blame  for  ihem. 
Certainly  Mr.  Devondale  was  not,  for  his 
conscience  held  him  innocent  Else  how 
could  he  laugh  so  boyishly  and  light- 
heartedly  ks  he  often  did  t 

"  Do  you  really  think  mine  is  a  pretty 
namp,  Cecil  f "  the  girl  said  doubtfully. 

"Pretty!  No;  I  said  'grand,'"  he 
repeated.  "I  don't  think  it's  pretty  at 
all." 

''I  don't  like  it."  She  spoke  with 
considerable  decision. 
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*'  Well,  it  is  a  little  large  for  everyday 
nse,  perhaps,"  CeeQ  eono^ed,  as  he  lay 
on  the  sofa,  his  hands  clasped  comfort- 
ably beneath  his  head,  and  looked,  at  her 
meditatively;  ''bat  then,  yon  know,  an 
ordinary  commonplace  name  would  not 
suit  yon  at  all." 

**  Why  not  t  Fm  a  commonplace  girl, 
and " 

'*  But  that's  just  what  yon  are  not  Is 
she,  Mr.  Devondalel  Ton  are  entbely 
different  from  air  the  Slowton  girls,  and 
I'm  sure  they  are  commonplace  enongh. 
No,  no;  Zenobia  Is  the  name  for  you. 
There  is  something  a  little  cold  and  stately 
about  it." 

''And  am  I  cold  and  stately!  Oh, 
Cecil  1 » 

"  Not  now,"  and  he  smiled.  "  Bat  you 
looked  so,  you  know.  I  used  to  watch 
you  sometimes,  and  you  inspired  me  with 
a  feeling  of  awe.  You  remind  me  of 
Maud : 

Faultily  faultless,  icily  regular,  splendidly  null. 
Dead  perfection,  no  more. 

And  I  used  to  wonder  if  you'd  be  too 
proud  to  speak  to  a  fellow — an  insignifi- 
cant fellow  like  me,  I  mean." 

"  I  wish  you'd  tried," 

*'I  wish  so  too— now.  But  I  should 
never  have  had  the  pluck.  I  believe  it 
must  have  taken  all  Devondale's  courage 
to  do  it,"  he  added  mischievously. 

Zenobia  laughed ;  she  could  laugh  how ; 
the  knowledge  of  laughter — the  practical 
and  personal  knowledge — was  one  of  those 
deeper  mysteries  that  Mr.  Devondale  had 
indirectly  taught  her.  She  was  an  apt  and 
creditable  pupil,  and  her  laugh  was  a  very 
sweet  and  musical  one.  The  tutor  rdsed 
his  head,  as  he  sat  writing  letters  at  a 
distant  table,  and  smiled  to  hear  it.  He 
felt  jastly  proud  of  his  work. 

*'  Why  do  you  laugh  I "  the  boy  asked. 
"Is  it  because  he  showed  his  inward 
trepidation  too  plainlyi  and  you  laugh  at 
the  recollection  t " 

"Oh,  no,"  she  replied.  "To  let  you 
into  a  secret,  Cecil " — and  she  lowered  her 
voice  confidentially — "I  believe  I  was  a 
great  deal  the  more  frightened  of  the  two. 
Whatever  he  felt,  Mr.  Devondale  certainly 
showed  no  outward  sign  of  trepidation." 

'^ Neither  did  you;  I'll  sweur  to  that. 
But  why  on  earth  were  you  afraid  of 
Frank  f  He  doesn't  look  the  sort  of  fellow 
a  girl  should  be  afraid  of." 

Zenobia  glanced  at  the  young  man 
writing  so  industriously  at  the  further  end 
of  the  room ;  his  handsome  head  bent  over 


the  paper,  his  thoughts  apparently  ab- 
sorbed in  his  task;  and  a  fidnt  smile 
parted  her  red  lips.  No,  he  did  not  look 
the  sort  of  fellow  to  be  afraid  of;  most 
assuredly  he  did  not,  and  die  was  not 
afraid  of  him  any  longer. 

'*  Devondale  a  tutor !  A  pretty  teacher 
of  youth,  truly  1 " 

The  words  recurred  to  her  memory 
suddenly,  arresting  the  smile;  but  they 
were  powerless  to  shake  her  fdth  in  him ; 
they  were  powerless  to  do  more  than 
slightly  roffle  the  calm  siurface  of  her  peace 
of  mind. 

For  three  Weeks  had  passed  since  those 
words  were  spoken,  and  she  knew  Mr. 
Devondale  far  better  now.  The  experience 
of  those  weeks  seemed  amply  to  have 
justified  her  first  instinctive  confidence  in 
him,  and  she  liked  and  trusted  him  more 
with  every  day  that  slipped  happily  by. 
"Like"  and  "trust"  were  the  words  by 
which  she  would  have  defined  to  herself 
her  feeUng  towards  him ;  and  if  that  feel- 
ing were  a  somewhat  warmer  one  than 
such  words  could  ever  adequately  express, 
Zenobia  was  as  yet  in  ignorance  of  it. 
Liking  and  trust  were  both  new  to  her 
experience,  so  that  it  was  scarcely  strange 
that  she  hardly  knew  at  first  what  their 
proper  limits  might  be,  or  where  they 
merged  their  own  identity  in  the  all- 
absorbing  passion  of  love. 

Three  weeks  had  passed  since  those 
words  were  spoken,  and  in  all  that  time 
she  had  never  heard  one  word  from  the 
speaker;  had  never  seen  so  much  as  a 
passing  glimpse  of  him  In  the  street.  He 
had  made  his  strange  assertion,  and 
vanished  as  completely  as  though  the 
earth  had  opened  and  swallqwed  Um  up. 
And  Zenobia,  happy  in  the  present,  vaguely 
hopeful  of  the  future,  felt  only  too  thankful 
that  it  should  be  sa 

For  Zenobia  had  been  reared  amid  the 
respectabilities  of  Slowton ;  she  had  led  a 
guarded  life  in  the  decorous  calm  of  Qaeen 
Street.  True,  she  had  chafed  somewhat 
against  the  restraining  bars  of  her  detested 
prison-house ;  the  social  code  under  which 
she  had  grown  up  had  narrowed  her 
mental  horizon  and  starved  her  sym- 
pathies ;  but  none  the  less  had  it  formed 
her  opinions,  and  coloured  her  views  of 
life.  She  might  dislike  and  despise  the 
Slowton  prf  jadices,  but— whether  for  good 
or  for  evil — ^they  influenced  her  still,  and 
must  ever  conthiue  to  do  so;  though 
probably,  as  time  went  on  and  her  experi- 
ence widened,  in  a  greatly  modified  degree. 
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Thus  Zanobia  could  not  bat  view  Herbert 
Lovell  with  Slowton  eyea  of  diBpassIonate 
witioiaiD,  and  what  ahe  had  seen  waa  far 
from  pleasing  her.  He  waa  aa  far  removed 
from  the  Slowton  standard  as  Mr.  Devon- 
dale,  bnt  nnf  ortonately  in  quite  the  opposite 
directioa  While  the  one  fell  short,  the 
other  snrpassed ;  and  Ae  girl,  though 
capable  of  appreciating  snperiority,  waa  not 
yet  able  to  make  allowances  for  inferiority. 
That  the  man  who  claimed  to  be  her  father 
had  fallen  below  the  standard  that  might 
and  ought  to  have'  been  liis,  she  felt 
instinctively;  and  thus  her  own  instincts 
and  Slowton  prejudices  combined  to  render 
the  idea  of  his  possible  relationship  most 
distaatef nl  to  her.  Now,  however,  she  was 
beginning  to  feel  safe ;  those  three  weeks 
that  had  elapsed  seemed  to  have  put  that 
unpleasant  hiterview  very  far  away  from 
the  peaceful,  happy  present ;  and  Zenobia 
would  soon  regard  it  aa  little  more  real 
than  a  bad  dream. 

Her  silence,  meantime,  interested  Cecil, 
who  wondered  much  that  she  vouchsafed 
no  answer  to  his  gay  question ;  he  knew 
nothing  of  the  changing  thoughta  that 
brought  such  a  perplexed  look  into  the 
girl's  beautiful  eyes ;  but  he  saw  that  her 
attention  had  wandered  far  away  from 
him,  nor  did  he  make  any  effort  to  recall 
it.  Cecil,  both  from  temperament  and 
circumstances,  was  apt  to  regar^  the  drama 
of  life  rather  from  ue  spectator's  than  the 
actor's  standpoint ;  and  he  was  much  given 
to  idle — yet,  to  himself,  not  wholly  un- 
profitable— speculations  on  the  probable 
issues  of  all  that  he  saw.  This  "  faultily 
faultless"  Zenobia  had  long  been  the 
central  figure  on  the  verv  circumscribed 
stage  that  was  all  the  cripple  boy  knew 
of  the  real^rorld  around  him;  and  the 
more  he  saw  of  her,  the  more  interested 
he  grew.  Mr.  Devondale's  admiration  for 
her — careftdly  guarded  though  it  was  from 
the  eyes  of  a  curioua  world — waa  no  secret 
to  l&A ;  and  he  waa  already  constructing 
a  very  pretty  little  romance,  in  which  his 
two  dearest  friends  were  to  play  the  lead- 
ing parts  for  his  especial  benefit.  Thup, 
Cecil  was  content  that  her  thoughts  should 
wander,  since  he  had  ample  occupation  in 
wondering  what  direction  they  might  be 
jtaking ;  and  the  silence  lasted  so  long  that 
at  laat  Mr.  Devondale  threw  down  his  pen 


and  atroUed  over  to  the  window,  profes- 
sing a  fear  that  they  had  fallen  out  about 
something,  and  were  no  longer  on  speaking 
terms. 

<*Why,  Frank,  it  only  ahows  what 
excellent  terms  we  are  on,  that  we  ean  sit 
together  for  five  minutes  without  speakbg 
a  word,"  the  boy  said  lazUy,  noting  the 
while  with  much  satisfaction  that  Zenobia's 
wandering  attention  had  returned  from  its 
travels,  and  the  light  to  her  eyes.  ''Ze- 
nobia doesn't  bother  to  tiJk  when  she's 
nothing  to  say ;  that  is  why  I  find  her  ao 
restful" 

"  You  are  looking  tired,  my  boy.  We'll 
do  no  more  work  to-day,"  Mr,  Devondale 
said  with  decision. 

''Slug  something,  then.  Zenobia  will 
like  that,  and  her  time  isn't  quite  up 
yet." 

'<  If  Miss  Braboume  wishes  it." 

Miss  Braboume  did  wish  it,  and  said  aa 
much  with  her  usual  grave  dmplicity. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  she  enjoyed  Mr. 
Devondale's  singing ;  to  be  sure  of  it,  he 
had  only  to  watch  the  changing  expreasion 
of  her  face  that  reflected  constantly  the 
changing  feeling  of  the  mudc. 

But,  attentive  as  was  the  little  audience 
in  that  firelit  room,  there  was  one  unseen 
listener  in  the  rapidly  darkening  street 
without,  whose  attention  was  even  more 
closely  riveted  by  the  wonderful  voice  of 
that  Bweet  singer.  Yet  the  feeling  with 
which  he  heard  it  scarcely  seemed  to  be  in 
harmony  with  the  music ;  and  when  he  at 
length  turned  away,  it  was  with  something 
very  like  a  muttered  oath  that  he  said : 
"  It's  he,  safe  enough,  and  at  his  old  tricks 
again  1  He  thwarted  me  once,  but  this 
time  he  shall  not  escape  me.  Sing  on,  my 
boy,  but  you  shall  sing  to  another  tune 
before  I've  done  with  you  ! " 

And,  so  saying,  he  went  on  his  way  and 
disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  decorous 
Qaeen  Street. 
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CHAPTER  IX.       GATHERING   CLOUDS. 

As  the  vhisp«t  ol  fu-off  brekkers  cornea 
ap  from  the  sarnmer  »m,  so  111  muotm 
■tola  from  oat  the  loih  green  meadows 
und  the  sbadow-pied  hUlirfdei.  The  breeza 
in  the  tiee-tops  seemed  to  murmur  of 
womw  end  tteMhery,  uid  the  beating  ntin 
took  the  Ukeneu  of  the.  teua  of  women. 
Feu  and  distrnst  wen  eTary  where,  Inrkhig 
like  shadows  that  play  hide-aud-seek  in 
eomers,  darkening  the  dlatance,  and  yet 
Intangible,  changeful,  nncertaln.  The 
pretty  rippling  rivnlets  babbled  of  treason ; 
a  bare  bnn^  in  tfae  hedge,  seen  in  the 
tirillght,  took  the  form  of  a  mosket ;  and 
eveiT  npright  stake  snu«sted  a  pike. 

The  air  wae  oppreSve  as  that  which 
preludes  a  thnndarstorm,  yet  the  same 
brooding  silence  reigned.  Words  were 
few ;  jet  man,  meeting  each  other  in  the 
atreat,  eyed  each  other  momentarily,  then 
looked  away.  Mother*,  noralng  their 
children,  as  the  gloaming  came  down  like 
a  grey,  roae-tintod  onitain,  hogged  them 
olofte,  and  Invoked  their  saints  as  the  men 
passed  ont  nattering,  with  lowered  heads 
and  sat,  grinning  jaws. 

Ererywliere  a  sinister  inflaenee  ma<le 
Itself  fdt,  UiOQgh  clothed  in  so  few  words ; 
and  nowhen  was  the  noeasiness  deeper 
than  in  the  ranks,  taking  that  word  to 
mean  all  the  regiments — earaliy,  Infantry, 
attillat7,  and  en^eMe  —  qoartered  In 
Gonnty  Cork. 

Tlie  yonoger  officers,  aa  a  body,  bad  aa 
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Important  and  inscrotable  air,  as  of  war- 
horses  who  scented  the  battle  from  afar. 
To  all  of  their  kind  the  faintest  hint  of 
seeing  anything  approaching  to  active 
service  is  aa  a  very  glimpse  of  heaven 
itself;  They  thirst  for  a  smell  of  gon- 
powder ;  thej  yearn  to  encoonter  the 
baptism  of  nn.  They  may  be  carpet 
knights  In  piping  times  of  peace,  bat  few 
of  as  who  have  ever  heard  it  can  fo^et 
ttie  longings,  the  hopes,  the  asptrationa 
that  rise  like  the  thoader  of  a  crowd  at 
the  slightait  hint  of  being  called  apon  to 
fight  for  Qoeen  and  ooiutry.  A  regi- 
ment, ander  saoh  eiroamstanoe*,  la  bat  as 
one  man.  From  the  Chief  to  the  tiniest 
drommei-boy,  who  hopes  that  the  beat  of 
his  dram  will  add  to  the  general  din,  aad 
help  to  frighten  the  enemy,  than  is  bat 
one  will,  one  impalsa,  one  Individuality, 

Then  was  not  much  chance  of  wliat 
Uentenant  Blizzard — ^hoping,  perhaps,  to 
perform  the  dying  gladiator  fn  earnest — 
called  "a  decent  breeza,"  bat  a  mere 
shadow  of  "  the  pomp  and  oircunutanca 
of  war"  darkened  the  air.  Chabby  was 
inscrutable;  hii  eyes  were  round  aid 
tight  as  gooseberries.  He  seldom  sptjke 
abiave  a  whisper.  "  Yoa  naver  know 
whatiier  any — ahem  1 "  ha  would  say,  and 
then,  with  a  glance  at  door  or  winifoir, 
three  fingers  woald  be  laid  ag^nst  liis 
bristling  monstaofae,  as  if  to  bar  the  exit 
of  farther  Improdenoes.  There  can  be  no 
doabt  he  enjoyed  himself  enormously,  and 
It  may  be  said  that  at  tills  period  of  his 
yoang  existence,  his  letters  home  were  at 
once  so  myeterlons  and  so  warlike,  that 
his  sisters  grow  pale  In  the  roading  of 
them,  and  his  father,  a  most  worthy 
country  Rector,  woald  clap  his  glaues 
on  liis  nose  and  say  :  "  Bless  my  soul  > 
What's  all  this  1  What's  all  thisi"  Indeed, 
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such  alarming  romonn  became  earrent 
in  the  vQlage  that  an  extra  copy  of  the 
daQy  paper  was  eubscribed  for  at  the 
"  Green  Beetle,"  and  expectation  went^  so 
to  say,  on  tip-toe. 

**Am1  hear,  sir,"  said  the  ancient  grave- 
digger,  leaning  on  his  spade  and  looldng 
up  at  ttie  Bector  parrot- wise,  "  there's  a 
sayin'  of  wars  and  ramoors  of  wars  goin' 
abont^  an' happen  Master  Charles  comin' 
home  wi'  a  cocked  hat  on  's  head." 

'*  Not  so  fast,  Barker,  not  so  fast,"  re- 
plied the  Sector,  not^  however,  wholly  ill- 
pleased,  and  in  hLs  heart  of  hearts  thinking 
his  boy  a  destined  hero,  and  the  General's 
cocked  hat  only  a  qnestion  of  time.  So 
Charles  Verrinder,  Lientenant,  walked 
proudly  to  the  imaglnarv  fanfare  of  the 
war-tnimpets,  squaring  his  abeady  square 
shoulders,  and  twirling  his  moustache  to  a 
fierceness  hitherto  unparalleled.  Chubby 
was  proud  of  his  maBsive  proportions ;  he 
rejoiced  in  his  squareness.  When  told  that 
a  charming  Irish  girl  had  indicated  him 
thus :  *'  No,  not  that  one — I  mean  the  square 
officer,"  his  satisfaction  knew  no  bounds. 
Old  hands  watched  Chubby  with  a  quiet, 
amused  glance  in  the  present  crisis,  and  the 
doctor  led  him  on  to  heights  of  diplomacy 
and  suggestion  that  might  well  have  become 
a  Field-Marshal  commanding  an  invading 
army.  At  last  came  a  time  when,  after  a 
certain  hour,  the  men  were  ^ordeied  to  be 
**  confined  to  barracks."  Of  all  things  this 
is  the  order  most  disliked  by  troops.  It 
interferes  with  the  liberty  of  the  individual, 
and  is  felt  to  be  cruelly  irksome.  All 
non-commissioned  officers  know  how  the 
men  gird  against  it,  and  what  they  will  do 
to  evade  it.  Therefore  everyone  inauthority 
is  peculiarly  on  the  alert,  yet  not  so  much 
so  but  that  one  or  two  delinquents  will  get 
the  better  of  die  universal  vigOance,  gene- 
rally coming  to  bitter  grief,  spending  a 
desponding  night  in  the  guard-room,  and 
appearing  pale  and  unkempt  before  the 
Colonel  at  Orderly  Boom  next  morning. 

Drummer  Coghlan,  preparing  to  leave 
hospital  and  join  the  ranks  again,  was  seen 
to  grin  derisively  as  he  heard  of  the  new 
order,  and  a  comrade  overheard  him  mutter 
to  himself :  '<  Got  ye,  me  boy,  be  jabers  1 " 
and  hoped  Jim  wasn't  going  o£f  his  head 
in  a  fit  of  ''temporal  sanity,"  to  which 

I)ainful  suggestion  the  Hospital  Sergeant 
aconically  replied  by  a  gentle  yet  dedsive 
shake  of  the  head. 

LHtle  Missy  announced  the  release  of 
Drummer  Coghlan  from  durance  vile  wiUi 
triumph  to  her  family  circle.    She  stood 


before  them  a  dainty  figure  all  in  cream- 
colour,  wrought  about  in  most  cunning  and 
delicate  embroidery.  This  dainty  robe 
encircled  her  throaty  falling  thence  straight 
to  her  ankles,  where  it  spread  out  like  a 
pigeon's  tail,  fluted,  as  feathers  fall  and 
fold.  It  will  be  seen  that  Alison  was 
skilftil  with  her  needle — since  Alison  it 
was  who  had  designed  and  made  the 
wondrous  garment  in  which  Little  Missy 
presented  herself  to  the  delighted  gaze  of 
her  belongings. 

'Very  presently,"  said  the  household 
idol,  her  head  on  one  side,  her  eyes  blue 
and  dreamy  as  a  summer's  evening  sky, 
''Mr.  Drummer  will  come  again.  His 
poor  foot  has  gotted  'pletely  mended.  He 
will  come  to  see  good  Eliza.  He  loves  to 
see  good  Eliza." 

"Eh  t "  said  the  Major,  looking  up  over 
the  page  of  the  <'  Army  and  Navy  Gazette." 
*'  What's  this— what's  this  I " 

The  mother  drew  the  babbler  gently  to 
her  side.  But  it  was  never  any  use  to 
try  and  stifle  Missy.  All  the  thoughts  that 
were  in  that  golden  head  came  tripping 
off  the  ready  tongue. 

''It's  'bout  little  Abednego,"  she  said, 
looking  up  fearlessly  into  the  hawk-face 
that  softened  to  unspeakable  tenderness  as 
it  looked  upon  her.  ''Very  presently  I 
fihall  see  little  Abednego  again.  The  good 
drummer  will  brfaig  mm.  'Liza  says  so. 
'L^za  knows  about  things — ^'deed  she  does 
— ^little  Abednego  will  come,  and  I  shall 
spread  him.  He  is  more  gooder  than 
Minnymin" —  then  with  a  flash  of  happy 
memory  Missy  ran  to  the  Major's  sida 
"Dad,"  she  said,  "there  was  a  aol'jer, 
you  know,  once  —  made  himself  Uke 
Minnymin — he  truly  did — he  jumped  up 
on  the  wall — and  jumped  down — so — I  told 
the  drummer  for  a  safe  secret — ^he  was 
angry — he  was  not  very  good — he  said 
a  naughty  word — he  truly  did — and  'Uza 
•aid  '  Hush !  '—it  was  the  night  I ** 

But  here  Missy  came  to  an  abrupt 
conclusion.  Something  warned  her  that 
her  feet  were  treading  upon  dangerous 
ground.  A  mighty  sigh  heaved  the  cream- 
coloured  gown,  and  she  laid  the  little  snow- 
flake  of  her  hand  witliin  Dad's  fond,  fim 
dasp. 

"I'm  not  always  good— it  can't  be 
'speoted,  can  it  f  Nobody  is  always  good, 
is  they  t    Not  even  the  Colonel " 

Audacity  could  go  no  fmrttier,  and  Missy 
looked  up  from  under  her  silkv  eyebrows, 
as  who  should  say :  "  If  I  amto  bepunidied 
for  this,  please  get  it  over  quickly."  iUison 
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thought  it  well  to  stait  another  subject 
promptlj,  io  she  said : 

"  Missy  dear,  won't  you  be  '  trnmphiant ' 
when  you  get  little  'Bednego  back  again  t " 

Missy  did  not  quite  know  where  the  fault 
lay,  but  was  uneasily  conscious  that  these 
big  words  somethnes  got  the  better  of  her ; 
80  she  spread  her  hand  out  with  a  gesture 
as  of  a  Royal  personage  who  puts  aside  a 
remark  that  irritates. 

"Do  you  know,"  she  said,  with  her 
hands  folded  on  her  gown,  and  an  engag- 
ingly simple  expression  on  her  face,  "  do 
you  know  that  Shadrach  and  Meshach  are 
very  sad  in  their  little  hearts,  because  I 
love  'Bednego  better  than  all  1  They  hide 
their  little  heads  with  their  tails,  and  weep 
bitterly." 

Then  everybody  cried,  *»0h,  Missy  1" 
for  Missy  was  known  to  deal^n  picturesque 
fables  at  timer. 

<' Wei),  if  it  is  a  fib,  it's  a  good  fib/'  per- 
sisted the  child ;  "  'cause  they  ought  to  be 
sorry,  if  they  aren't,  you  know — it  would 
be  rumgacions  of  them  if  they  didn't  care 
at  all — 'cause  every  one  wants  Missy  to  love 
them,  don't  they  now  t " 

Then  they  said:  *'Yes — oh  yes — every 
one  did." 

''Of  course,"  said  Missy;  << there,  that's 
all  settled,"  and  ran  away  to  play. 

But  DaA  did  not  laugh.  He  got  up  and 
walked  about  the  room.  He  was  won- 
dering if  Missy's  story  about  the  man  who 
played  at  being  Minnymin  was  a  "  good 
fib,"  or  a  stern  reality.  He  would  like  to 
have  heard  Drummer  Coghlan's  opinion 
on  the  subject,  but  could  not  very  well 
ask  that  worthy. 

Watching  his  grave  face,  Elsie  grew 
bold  to  ask  a  question  that  had  been 
rising  to  her  lips  any  time  this  week  past. 

'*  Dad,  is  there  anything  wrong  t " 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

That  was  all  the  answer  she  got,  and, 
getting  it,  knew  she  should  get  no  more. 
Then,  softly  humming  to  himself,  "  When 
the  heart  of  man  is  oppressed  with  care," 
the  Major  went  out  of  the  room,  down- 
stairs, and  so  out  of  sight  across  what  was 
called  the  Inner  square. 

Alison,  after  one  long  look  at  her  cousin, 
became  once  more  absorbed  in  ''Yeast," 
trembling  as  she  read  of  Lancelot's  fare- 
well interview  with  his  dying  love:  that 
most  passionate,  sad  scene  that  must  be  for 
ever  engraven  on  the  memory.  How  grand, 
how  noble,  she  thought,  was  this  love 
tiiat  could  brave  and  endure  all  things; 
that,  **  knowing  no  earthly  close,"  could 


still  fill  the  Ufe,  the  heart,  the  soul ;  a  love 
whose  very  memory  must  have  been  more 
precious  than  the  full  fruition  of  a  lesser 
passion ! 

"Alison,  what  are  you  going  to  wear 
to-morrow  t " 

Elsie's  voice  broke  in  upon  her  reverie. 

'' To-morrow  1 "  she  said,  raising  her 
head  with  a  dazed  and  puzzled  look. 

'' Surely  you  haven't  forgotten  we  are 
going  to  Endersleigh  I  Why,  I  have  been 
counting  the  days  for  the  last  fortnight." 

'<We  mustn't  stay  late,"  said  Alison 
gravely ;  "  it  is  choir  practice  night" 

''Well,  well,  they  will  do  without  us 
for  once  in  a  way ;  and  Mrs.  Musters  can 
play  the  organ.  The  Colour-Sergeant  will 
have  to  do  aU  the  tenor  singing,  for  Cap- 
tain Dennison  is  going  with  us — and  Mr. 
Verrinder." 

"He  certainly  won't  be  missed,"  said 
Alison. 

''  Oh,  how  spiteful  you  are  1  How  can 
the  man  help  having  been  bom  without  a 
voice  1 " 

"  He  can  help  coming  to  choir  practice, 
anyway." 

"  He  carries  the  books. '^ 

"Anyone  can  do  that" 

"Have  it  your  own  way,"  said  Elsie. 
"La!  la-la-la!"  and  straightway  began  to 
float  round  the  room,  light  as  a  leaf  before 
the  wind,  to  the  refrain  of  the  last  new 
waltz. 

Meanwhile,  the  object  of  all  this  banter 
was  stretched  on  his  barrack-room  conch — 
a  long,  cane-bottomed  settee,  with  two 
mQdewy-looking  cushions  at  one  end — 
discoursing  most  eloquently  to  his  friend 
Blizzard,  seated  on  the  comer  of  the 
table,  nursing  one  leg  $nd  swinging  the 
other. 

"It's  no  use,"  said  Chubby,  uttering 
each  sentence  between  a  puiOf  of  cigarette 
smoke.  '*  I  really  cannot  stand  the — er — 
strain  of  it  any  longer.  You  know,  my 
dear  fellow,  my  feelings  are  only  like  the 
feelings  of  any  other  fellow.  I  shall  feel 
better  when,  in  so  many  plain,  square 
words,  I  have  said  to  her:  'My  life,  I 
love  you.' " 

" Q lite  flo,"  said  Blizzard  calmly;  "but 
the  question  is,  what  wQl  she  say!  and 
what  will  the  Major  aayt  Chubby,  dear 
boy,  you  haven't  got  a  rap  to  marry  on — 
you  know  that  as  well  as  I  da" 

"Love  laughs  at^— "  began  Chubby, 
but  the  stoic  on   the  table  Interrupted 
him. 
I     "I  dare  say  he  does ;  but,  unfortunately. 


I 
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the  lad;p'8  father  also  ocoasionaUy  laughs 
too." 

*<  Blizzard-— yoa  have  never  loved— yon 
have  never  gazed " 

*'  I  have  never  made  a  fool  of  my  self," 
aaid  BUzzard  scathingly. 

**Yoa  conldn%  my  dear  fellow;  yon 
were  ready  made,  yon  know." 

<<  Have  it  your  own  way/'  and  a  comical 
glance  from  the  man  on  the  table  dis- 
armed the  passing  irritation  of  the  other. 

*'Paz,  pax,"  ne  cried,  throwing  his 
arms  np  over  his  head,  *'  return  we  to  our 
starting-point  j  what  am  I  to  do  1  This 
state  of  suspense  is  killiog  me — ^positively 
killing  me.  Ob,  you  may  laugh  as  much 
as  you  like,  I  know  that  I  look  all  right; 
but  it  is  within,  it  is  within.  Oh,  Blizzard, 
my  boy,  she's  all  my  fancy  painted  her, 
she's  lovely,  she's  divine." 

He  made  figures  in  the  air  with  his 
cigarette  as  though  he  were  limning  the 
fab  one's  features. 

<<  You  may  think  I  sound  frivolous,  you 
may  imagine  my  tone  of  conversatfon 
fiothy;  but  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  it's 
deuced  serious,  it  Is  Indeed ;  and  I  don't 
spei^  my  heart  out  to  other  fellows,  you 
know,  as  I  do  to  you." 

*' I  should  hope  not,  indeed,"  growled 
Blizztfd;  then  he  went  on  calmly  con- 
sidering the  case,  as  though  he  were 
counsel  asked  for  a  dispassionate  opinion. 

*(  I  don't  know  how  your  chance  stands 
with  Elsie  Henneker;  but  I  expect  you 
have  one  or  two  other  fellows 


if 


**  Other  fellows — what  fellows  1 "  ejacu- 
lated Chubby,  throwing  his  cigarette 
viciously  into  the  fireplace. 

"  Why,  there's  Green." 

**  Oreen — Green — Green  of  Ours )  Oh, 
Blizzard,  my  boy,  *  On  the  Grampian  Hills 
myfatherfeedshissheep,' "  and  Chubby, 
striking  an  attitude,  gave  a  charming 
imitation  of  Edward  Pouncefort  Green, 
EnsfgD,  in  the  character  of  young  Nerval, 
whose  one  Utile  weakness  as  a  reciter  was 
that  of  running  half-a-dozen  words  into 
one  when  he  wanted  to  be  most  expressive. 

"Then  there's  .  .  .  Dennison.  ..." 

There  was  no  banter  In  Mr.  Yerrlnder's 
demeanour  now,  as  he  ran  his  fingers 
through  his  hair,  and  stared  with  round 
eyes  at  the  speaker. 

*'  Draw  it  mild,  Blizzard,  draw  it  mild," 
he  said,  speaking  as  if  he  were  a  bit  short 
of  breath,  and  paling  under  his  mask  of 
tan.  *'  I  don't  mind  old  Green — nobody 
would,  you  know — but — Dennison — whew  I 
— why,  it's  the  other  one  he's  after ;  it's 


Miss  Drew,  the  gentle,  soft-eyed  cousin,  I 
tell  you.  ..." 

''Maybe,"  said  BUzzard,  still  calmly 
nursing  his  leg,  *'  maybe.  ...  I  thought 
so  myself,  tlU " 

<'  TiU  what ) "  roared  Chubby. 

"  TiU  yesterday." 

*'  This  is  the  very  deuce  and  all,"  said 
Chubby.  ''Can't  you  speak  out,  mani 
Now,  out  with  It,  what's  about  yester- 
day 1 " 

"  It  seems  a  currish  thing  to  speak  about 
It,  Yerrinder  " — when  BUzzard  cidled  Us 
friend  Yerrinder,  things  were  very 
serious  Indeed  —  "  makes  one  feel  like 
— Uke  a  cad." 

"I  say,  now "  began  Chubby,  but 


BUzzard  raised  his  hand  as  one  who  com- 
mands silence. 

"  Let  me  say  what  I've  got  to  say — ^if 
say  I  must  I  was  coml^  down  from 
Sundays  WeU  yesterday,  coming  along  by 
the  riverside,  and  at  Uie  turn  —  just  by 
those  houses  where  the  gardens  run  right 
down  to  the  water's  edge — I  came  face 
to  face  with  Dermison  and  the  Major's 
daughter;  they  were  speaking  togeditr 
very  earnestly,  and  she- — " 

"WeUI" 

The  word  came  sharp  and  short  as  a 
pistol-shot. 

"  Was  crying.  ..." 

Lieutenant  Yerrlnder's  next  observa- 
tion was  perhaps  quite  as  weU  smother^ 
In  his  moustache. 

SUence  reigned  between  the  two.  The 
same  thoughts  ran  riot  in  both  these  honeat 
hearts. 

If  it  had  been  any  one  else — any  one 
but  Hugh  Dermison  1  The  idea  of  setting 
yourself  up  as  a  rival  to  Hugh  Dennison  I 
The  very  notion  had  an  amount  of  cheek 
In  it  that  savoured  of  mutiny  1  Presently 
BUzzard  sUd  off  the  table,  whistled  a  soft 
stave  or  two,  to  give  some  sUght  reUef  to 
his  feeUngs,  and  then  made  for  the  doot. 
As  he  passed  Chubby,  he  laid  his  hand  a 
moment  with  a  firm,  manly  pressure  on  his 
friend's  shoulder. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  have  had  to  teU  you — 
what  I  saw — but — there  was  no-  other 
way." 

Chubby  sat  up  as  if  he  had  a  spring  in 
the  middle  of  his  body. 

"AU  right,  old  fellow,  I  know  you 
hated  to  punish  me — ^but — look  hera  I'm 
not  going  to  give  it  up,  by  Jovel  I*m 
not  It  seems  so  unlikely — that  sprightiy, 
gladsome  girl  —  and  —  Dennison  1  There 
may  be  some  explanation— I  shaU  watch 
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and  wait.  I'm  not  one  of  your  sentimental, 
sighing  loyen— it's  not  my  nature  to,  as 
the  little  hymn  sayi — bat,  Blizzud — ^I  love 
her  past  the  telling." 

The  next  day  was  one  that  seemed  sent 
straight  from  heaven. 

Ireland  is  canning  in  the  making  of 
sach  days  j  and  they  are  soft  and  sweet 
as  those  that  yoa  may  pass  beside  the 
margin  of  some  fair  Italian  lake,  yet 
without  the  enervation  of  the  Southern 
ellme.  You  feel  sure  that  never,  never 
anywhere  were  skies  so  blue,  or  trees  so 
emerald ;  never  did  river  glint  so  silver- 
bright,  or  wild  flowers  blossom  with  so 
fredi  a  bloom. 

And  Endersleigh  was  one  of  those  old- 
fashioned  country  seats  that  are  dotted 
here  and  there  about  the  southern  counties 
of  Ireland,  and  whose  inhabitants  are  as 

auaintly  diarming  and  as  bewitching  as 
lemselves.  True,  here  and  there,  there 
Is  a  hint  at  what  English  folk  would  call 
lack  of  method,  and  easy-going,  lazy  con- 
tent. The  gate,  maybe,  has  hi^  a  falling 
out  with  one  of  its  hinges,  and  the  door- 
bell that  hangs  pendent,  and  ends  in  a 
sort  of  iron  tag,  is  mended  at  one  of  its 
links  by  a  cunning  arrangement  of  twine. 
But  it  swings  among  a  delicious  tangle  of 
Ivy,  roses,  and  jasmine,  and  it  lets  people 
know  you  are  there,  to  get  the  sunniest, 
sweetest  welcome  in  the  world;  to  be 
half  dragged  into  the  midst  of  a  family 
circle  where  each  one  vies  with  the  other 
as  to  who  shall  do  you  the  most  honour 
and  minister  to  you  with  the  most  gentle 
service — ^so  what  matters  the  bit  of  twine  1 
And  who  cares  that  the  park  gate  is  jast 
a  little  awry  1 

As  the  sunlight  to  the  moonlight,  so  is 
the  true  Irish  hospitality  to  any  hospitality 
I  have  ever  known  in  any  other  of  the 
many  countries  into  which  my  gipsy  feet 
have  wandered. 

At  Endersleigh,  welcome  seemed  to  be 
written  over  every  portal  in  the  largest 
letters.  Brave  sons  and  fair  daughters 
met  you,  greeted  yon,  upon  the  threshold. 
Dogs,  carious  and  manifold,  rushed  to 
assist  in  the  receivfaig  of  the  guests,  coming 
down  the  long  avenue  to  meet  you  like  a 
pack  of  very  diversified  hounds,  one  tiny 
terrier  always  behbd  the  rest,  squealing 
and  shrieking  with  rage  that  he  could  not 
keep  his  place  in  the  foremost  of  the  fray. 

What  a  glorious  drive  it  was  to 
Endersleigh  from  Patrick's  HUH  EUie 
fancied  that  her  little  bay  mare,  Brownie, 
had  never  stepped  so  lightly. 


*'  I  am  sure  she  knows  we  are  going  to 
enjoy  oursdves,"  she  said,  laugUng,  as 
she  tooled  the  car  along  the  green-^ged 
roads,  and  Missy,  clapping  her  hands,  cried 
"  joy  ourselfs  "  like  an  echo. 

Alison  was  quiet  as  usual;  perhaps 
more  so  than  usual.  The  young  Cornet 
of  Dragoons  was  at  Endersleigh  ready  'to 
greet  them,  and  decided  that  she  was  more 
"morne"  than  usual.  He  tried  to  cheer  her  ' 
with  stories  of  a  wonderful  horse  of  which 
he  was  the  owner,  and  upon  which  he  had 
come  in  first  at  the  late  regimental  steeple- 
chases. Out  of  the  saddle  he  was  some- 
thing like  a  fish  out  of  water.  Once 
enthroned  on  the  pig-sUn  he  was  a  fine 
specimen  of  his  kind ;  hence,  he  preferred 
to  ride  an  imaginary  horse  to  none  at  alL 
One  day  the  rather  straggly  Cornet  would 
be  an  Earl ;  therefore  young  ladies  listened 
eagerly  to  his  stories  of  the  hunting-field 
and  the  racecourse,  exclaiming  at  the 
right  places,  and  gasping  in  due  form 
when  he  took  a  "tremendous  header,  by 
Jove ! "  or  came  "  a  deuce  of  a  crumpler  " 
over  a  ditchi  a  hedge,  and  a  deep  drop 
behind  both.  What  Alison  lacked  in 
enthusiasm,  Missy  made  up  for.  She 
listened  entranced. 

**  But  your  horse  doesn't  jump  quite  as 
well  as  the  cow  that  jumped  over  the 
moon,  does  het"  she  said,  looUng  up 
at  the  tall  young  warrior  with  sweet 
confiding  eyes  of  heavenly  blue.  ''That 
was  the  highest  of  alL" 

Indeed,  Missy  ought  to  have  been  at 
home  with  good  Eliza;  but  the  Leytons 
of  Endersleigh  would  not  hear  of  Alison 
and  Elsie  coming  without  her,  and  so 
there  she  was,  **  trumphiant "  Indeed, 
abashed  by  no  one,  not  even  the  Comet 
of  Dragoons  who  would  one  day  be  a 
live  Earl.  He  was  very  good  and  kind 
to  her,  after  the  manner  of  big  horse- 
soldiers  to  all  things  small  and  helpless. 
He  fetched  her  some  macaroons,  and 
listened  attentively  to  the  story  of  the 
drummer  and  little  Abednego;  but  he 
positively  refused  to  be  drawn  into  any 
discussion  as  to  the  relative  merits  of  bis 
horse  Meteor,  and  the  cow  whose  leap  is 
assuredly  the  highest  on  record. 

A  string  band  played  in  the  centre  of 
a  clump  of  acacias,  and  croquet  baUs  made 
merry  tappings  as  they  "kissed"  on  the 
velvet  sward.  All  the  nicest  people 
in  the  county  were  there.  M»jor  Hen- 
neker  had  ridden  over,  and  the  Colonel 
brought  several  Hundred  and  Ninety-Third 
men  in  his  drag,  Yerrinder  among  the 
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rest  Blizzard  had  arrived  earlier.  Mrs. 
Masters  bad  refused  the  invitation  becaote 
she  thought  the  Hennekera*  eard  had 
been  sent  a  coaple  of  days  sooner  than 
her  own;  bat,  as  Mr.  Green  observed  to 
Elsie,  her  absence  prevented  their  having 
to  listen  while  she  sang  "Melancholy 
Jane,"  an  infliction  they  had  only  too 
often  had  to  endara 

As  the  shadows  lengthened  the  eom- 
pany  repaired  to  the  rambling  old  house, 
wandering  from  room  to  room  as  fancy 
led.  The  band  came  out  of  the  acada 
clomp,  and  took  up  its  position  at  the  end 
of  a  long,  low  room  with  a  lovely  coloured 
ceiling  and  a  floor  of  polished  oak.  Oap- 
tain  Dannison  came  late,  with  a  cavalry 
man,  a  cousin  of  his,  and  the-  two,  leaning 
against  the  doorway,  for  a  while  looked  on. 

There  was  Elsie,  circling  round  with 
Mr.  Blizzard,  who  danced  in  a  sort  of 
fainting  style  that  was  much  admired ;  and 
little  Missy  floating  about  like  a  white- 
winged  bird,  delicately  piloted  by  a  de- 
lightful young  Wykehamist  home  for  the 
holidays — a  son  of  the  house,  and  a  kind- 
hearted  public  schoolboy,  not,  however, 
without  dignity;  a  characteristic  that 
Bu£f<3red  some  sense  of  defeat  when  his 
small  partner  observed,  with  her  sweetest 
smile :  "  You  are  quite  a  nice  boy.  I  like 
you  very  much." 

Alison  would  not  dance,  though  her 
faithful  Cornet  tried  hard  to  persuade  her ; 
nor  was  Captain  Dannison  more  successful 

<<We  really  ought  to  be  going  home," 
she  said;  '<it  is  practice  night  at  the 
chapel,  you  know." 

"  Mr?.  Musters  will  be  charmed  to  take 
your  place,  and  the  Colour-Sergeant  will 
well  fill  mine,''  said  Dennison;  then  he 
added,  "he  really  has  a  wonderful  voice, 
has  he  not  t  Indeed,  he  is  a  capital  fellow 
all  round,  and  so  popular  with  the  men." 

"  I  can  imagine  that,"  said  Alison. 

''  Non-commissioned  officers  like  that  are 
the  backbone  of  a  regiment — they  are 
simply  invaluable.  They  get  nearer  to  the 
men  than  we  do,  and  know  them  better 
than  we  can  just  now." 

"Just  now  seems  rather  an  anxious 
time,"  said  Alison. 

That  was  one  of  her  peculiarities ;  men 
would  speak  to  her  of  things  that  they 
would  never  dream  of  touching  upon  to 
other  women. 

•'  Indeed  it  is,"  said  Dennison.  *<  Ton 
may  tell  that  by  the  Chief's  face." 

When  Yerrinder,  desperate  in  his  deter- 
mination to  try  his  chance,  even  against 


the  model  man  of  the  regiment,  sought  for 
Elsie,  he  could  not  find  her.  His  quick 
glance  took  In  the  fact  that  Captain  Den- 
nison was  now  missing  alsa 

'*  He  was  talkins  to  Miss  Drew  a  moment 
ago,"  said  Blizzard  anxiously ;  "  and  I  left 
Miss  Elsie  there,  in  the  oosy  comer,  by 
Lady  Graham." 

Now  Lady  Graham  was  the  wife  of  one 
of  the  cavalry  men  present,  and  a  most 
charming  person  besides ;  but  in  Yerrinder's 
eyes  the  oosy  comer  was  already  empty, 
and  not  even  a  most  winning  smile  and 
bow  had  power  to  draw  him  to  its  inviting 
shelter. 

A  long  corridor  ran  the  whole  length  of 
Eudersleigh,  witii  open  arches  leading  to 
the  garden,  and  here  did  Yeninder  disoon- 
solate  wander.  The  sky  was  still  opal, 
with  a  star  glittering  palely  here  and  there. 
Chubby  had  a  mind  to  write  a  poem  about 
one  of  them — ^something  about  the  un- 
attainable— but  he  did  not  know  how  to 
begin.  There  were  plenty  of  pretty  girla 
about.  He  might  have  had  a  do^sn  part- 
ners ;  but  his  soul  was  sad,  and  loved  to 
dwell  apart  Here  and  there  were  little 
cosy  rooms  opening  into  the  corridor,  and 
into  one  of  these — a  sort  of  Japanese  tent 
— did  Yerrinder  stroll. 

At  a  small  table  sat  Elsie  Henneker,  bmr 
head  leaning  on  her  hand,  her  whole  atti- 
.tude  that  of  emotion  of  some  kind.  By 
her  side  stood  Captain  Hugh  Dennison.  He 
had  evidently  just  been  speaking,  and  was 
slowly  stroking  his  heavy  moustache,  a 
habit  he  had  when  troubled  or  t^houghtfoL 
Neither  saw  the  intruder,  who  never  before 
in  his  life  had  felt  so  much  lik^  one. 

Blizzard,  standing  by  to  watch  the 
dancers,  felt  a  touch  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  Come  along  home,"  wdd  Chubby,  "  I'm 
tired  of  this." 

And  in  silence  the  two  friends  set  off 
through  the  gloaming. 

BETWEEN  THE  SEASONS. 


Between  the  seasons !  Yon  might 
call  it  between  the  showers,  for  that  is 
what  it  has  come  to  after  all  the  fine 
summer  weather.  A  deep-toned  rumble 
from  the  sky  has  overpowered  for  aa 
instant  the  incessant  rumble  of  vehicles  in 
the  street,  and  has  given  the  signal  for  a 
general  downpour.  It  is  no  soft  summer 
shower  this,  but  a  whirl  of  wind  and  rain 
rattling  the  boards  outside  the  railway 
offices,  while  the  awnings  over  the  shop- 
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windows  flap  and  flatter  like  so  many 
Bails  in  the  sadden  sqaalL  The  side- walks 
crowded  jast  now  are  in  a  moment  cleared, 
while  knots  of  pedestrians  claster  under 
archways,  invade  the  portals  of  big  shops, 
or  seek  a  precarioas  refuge  beneath  the 
flapping  Awnings. 

Under  such  an  awning  in  Oxford  Street 
a  little  group  of  us  have  taken  rrfuge : 
a  smart  American,  with  a  smarter  wife ; 
a  workman,  with  his  basket  of  tools ;  a 
lawyer's  clerk  with  a  bundle  of  papers, 
destined  probably  for  tiie  ruination  of 
somebody ;  and  a  shambling  kind  of  man, 
in  mixed  and  seedy  garments.  The  shelter 
is  precarious,  for  we  are  all  tenants  at 
will  of  the  shopkeeper  inside;  and  next 
moment  a  boy  rushes  forth  with  a  long 
pole,  and  presto  1  our  shelter  is  run  up 
into  its  receptacle  over  the  shop-window, 
and  we  are  left  unprotected  to  the  pelting 
of  the  pitiless  storm. 

''  Shame,  Charlie,  shame  1 "  cries  the 
shabby  man.  '*  I  blushes  for  my  country, 
I  doep,"  with  an  eye  to  the  Americans, 
who  have  squeezed  themselves  into  a 
shallow  and  splashy  doorway.  But 
Jonathan  does  not  respond,  and  his  wife 
only  remarks  sotto  voce : 

"I  think  it's  about  time  we  were 
getting  to  home."  And  a  sharp  errand- 
boy  who  is  pelting  along  harder  than  the 
ra^,  seizes  the  situation  and  stops  to 
jeer: 

^  '"Alio,  Dossie,  you  wants  a  bit  for 
yourself,  does  youl"  Whereat  Dossie 
pursues,  and  Is  lost  to  sight  in  the  driving 
shower. 

Cleared  are  the  upper  decks  of  the 
omnibuses,  but  just  now  crowded  with 
passengers ;  and  now  chock-full  inside,  you 
may  hail  their  conductors  In  vain. 

**  Outside  only ! "  with  a  sarcastic  grin, 
is  the  only  reception  one  gets  after  a  dash 
through  the  rain,  at  a  vehicle  which  showed 
only  five  heads  in  a  row  through  the  dim, 
mud-splashed  glasses.  But  the  sixth  was 
a  young  gentleman  in  knickerbockers. 
And  just  before  the  shower  you  had  only 
to  crook  your  finger  to  bring  a  hansoin  to 
the  kerb,  and  now  they  seem  all  to  have 
rattled  o£f  into  space,  which  is  a  good  fare 
and  no  grumbling  at  the  journey's  end. 
Great  loaded  vans,  with  black  dripping 
coversi  the  great  horses  all  dripping  and 
shining  too,  come  charging  down  the 
street,  that  looks  almost  Bke  a  river  with 
its  reflected  lights  from  the  stormy  sky, 
and  its  dim  images  of  passing  objects. 

The  storm  may  soon  be  over  and  the 


sun  may  shine  again,  but  not  with  the 
blink  it  had  before.  That  cold  and  windy 
shower  has  broken  the  summer,  of  which 
the  weatherwise  may  now  write  obituary 
notices.  You  hear  of  Snowdon  with  a  white 
cap,  and  of  snowstorms  among  the  Mendips. 
The  swallows  have  disappeared,  and  as 
you  lie  awake  at  night  you  may  hear,  or 
fancy  you  hear,  the  seven  whistlers  over- 
head, and  the  "  honk "  of  ttie  wild  geese 
as  they  come  In  flocks  from  the  frozen 
North.  But  If  you  hear  nothing  of  all  this, 
are  there  not  the  geese  In  the  poulterers' 
shops  ready  plucked  and  singed  from 
f ennish  countries  beyond  seas  ?  As  for  the 
Christmas  clubs,  they  begin  at  midsummer, 
and  the  materials  for  the  Christmas 
pudding  are  already  practically  secured, 
though  untoward  events  may  bring  down 
our  aspirations  from  the  lordly  turkey  to 
the  humble  brisket  of  beef. 

And  if  the  whirling  winds  that  whistle 
*f  in  the  lum  "  cause  some  confusion  in  the 
sheltered  streets,  how  is  It  with  the  big 
circus  tents  in  the  country,  the  wild-beast 
shows  with  their  spread  of  paintod  canvas, 
the  swing-boats,  and  the  merry-go-rounds, 
with  the  fat  lady  and  the  giant,  and 
all  the  tribe  of  minor  shows  t  All  these 
come  straggling  into  town  from  all  the 
country  round,  or  camp  out  in  some 
sheltered  spot  In  the  suburbs.  There 
is  a  field  behind  the  old  *' George," 
at  Hounslow,  that  is  filled  the  winter 
through  with  caravans  and  shows  such  as 
would  have  rejoiced  the  heart  of  Christo- 
pher Tadpole.  Another  "gentleman  of 
the  name  of  Smith  "  does  not  appear  to  be 
so  popular  with  the  wandering  tribe,  who 
might  often  give  a  lesson  to  their  superiors 
in  station,  in  the  homely  domestic  virtues 
and  the  faithful  observance  of  the  family 
bond. 

The  camps,  too,  are  all  4itruck,  and 
the  soldiers  have  marched  into  winter 
quarters.  We  saw  them  marching  past 
the  other  day,  bronzed  and  dusty,  ttie  red 
coats  a  bit  stained  with  rain  and  faded 
with  sunshine,  but  rifles  and  bayonets 
bright  enough,  and  the  men  themselves 
stepping  out  under  their  load  of  mis- 
cellaneous goods  with  buoyant  tread. 
Here  are  the  Hussars,  too,  from  the  battle- 
fields of  the  Wiltshire  downs,  men  and 
horses  a  little  roughened  but  hardened  by 
the  outdoor  life,  the  men  riding  at  their 
ease,  smoking,  laughing,  talking,  with  the 
abandon  of  old  campaigners. 

But  while  half  of  our  friends  are  coming 
home,  another  part  ar^  going  away;  the 
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Earliamentary  diviaion  pale,  limp,  and  ez- 
ansted,  with  views  for  Grerman  baths, 
where  the  *' Kaiser  Hof"  has  pat  up  its 
shutters,  and  the  dootors  and  the  bath- 
masters  are  thinking  of  taking  their  little 
holiday,  or  for  cheerless  Itollan  towns, 
which  between  the  seasons  are  neither  one 
thing  nor  the  other.  For  snch  the  best 
wish  is  a  speedy  return  to  the  coontary 
house  with  its  glowing  hearths,  to  the 
woodlands,  bare  as  they  may  be,  to  the 
wheaten  stabble  and  the  frequent  gun. 
Happier'  are  we,  who,  like  the  paternal 
colUer  of  John  Leech's  happy  sketch, 
have  had  our  holiday  fight  and  ''come 
whoam." 

Oar  American  friends  have  taken  the 
hint  of  the  squally  autumn  showers.  They 
are  hurrying  away,  or  are  already  gone. 
The  hotels  they  frequent  are  encumbered 
with  piles  of  baggage ;  the  halls  and  por- 
ticoes are  thinned  of  their  gossiping 
crowds ;  hage  wraps  and  waterproofs  have 
replaced  the  dainty  Parisian  costumes. 
The  cabs  are  waiting  in  files,  the  railway 
omnibus  groans  under  the  heavy  boxes 
that  are  Uiumped  upon  its  roof ;  and  at 
the  railway  stations,  among  fluttering 
announcements  of  "last  trips  of  the  season," 
are  bills  detailing  the  arrangements  for 
''checking  baggage"  for  the  Liverpool 
boats. . 

Yet  the  summer  dies  hard,  and  there  are 
odd  days  exceeding  in  beauty  and  freshness 
any  others  of  the  year.  What  golden  sun- 
shine, what  gloiions  sunsets,  and  how  bright 
are  the  colours  of  the  fading  year  1  The 
music  of  the  hounds  among  the  woodlands, 
the  sight  of  a  pheasant  rocketing  in  a 
blaze  of  splendour,  of  the  busy  squirrel 
whose  russet  coat  is  a  match  to  the  fading 
leaves,  the  pretty  song  of  the  robin  that 
in  suburban  gardens  carols  his  sweetest; 
these  are  among  the  pleasant  sights  and 
sounds  for  which  our  'twixt  season  period 
has  a  specialty. 

And  about  our  coasts  there  hangs  at 
this  period  of  the  year  a  veil  of  uncertainty 
that  gives  a  wild,  pathetic  interest  to  the 
mysteries  of  the  deep.  Kow  it  is  a  boat 
that  drifts  in  with  the  tide,  filled  with 
strange,  haggard-looking  men;  their  ship 
has  foundered  in  the  night,  and  it  Is  an 
unknown  land  to  them  to  which  they  steer 
out  of  the  gloom.  Or  what  a  black  and 
desolate-looking  object  is  the  blackened 
spar  which  is  tossed  about  by  the  breakersi 
and  that  tells  of  some  ship  which  has  been 
lost  on  the  treacherous  sands;  and  what 
a  brave  sight  is  the  coming  in  of  the 


fishing  smackr,  as  they  dash  through  the 
surf,  and  bring  up  safe  under  the  harbour 
pier  1 

And  now  that  his  "  fly  "  or  his  chaise  is 
not  so  much  in  demand,  the  Jehu  of  the 
Marine  Parade  takes  to  other  occupations 
with  his  faithful  horse ;  he  carts  fish,  per- 
haps, or  coaL  But  the  paradise  of  the 
East  country  flyman  is  Newmarket  Heath 
when  the  great  autumn  handicaps  are  at 
hand.  The  London  cabman  takes  his 
outing  to  Goodwood,  and  perhaps  to  Ascot; 
and  Doncaster  brings  together  squadrons 
of  horses  and  vehicles  from  the  gay  water- 
ing-places on  the  eastern  coast.  But  the 
East  Anglian  reserves  himself  for  autumn 
and  Newmarket;  and  over  fl&ts  and  by 
fenny  reaches  he  jogs  along  with  horse 
and  fly,  till  Newmarket  Heath  appears  in 
sight;  and  then  to  ply  from  mom  till 
dewy  eve  between  town  and  heath,  and  at 
night  to  sleep  in  his  cab  and  dream  that 
he  has  picked  out  a  winner. 

The  racing  men,  indeed,  have  cut  short 
their  'twixt  season  time  to  a  minimum. 
When  the  legitimate  business  ends,  there 
are  steeple-chases  and  hurdle-races  to  carry 
on  the  game,  and  one  or  the  other  serves 
equally  well  for  "  getting  a  bit  *'  out  of  the 
sanguine  and  speculative  publi& 

The  cricketer  is  more  to  be  condoled 
with,  that  is  unless  he  should  happen  to 
be  a  football  player  also,  when  he  may 
reap  a  double  harvest.  There  b  some- 
thing melancholy  In  tiie  appearance  of  a 
cricketer  out  of  season.  Bat  a  littie  while 
ago  the  observed  of  all  observers,  and  now 
of  no  more  account  than  an  old  shoe ; 
while  the  talk  about' his  ears  surees  with 
tales  of  backs  and  hiJf-backs,  of  dribblings 
and  brilliant  passing,  in  which  he  has  no 
concern.  As  for  the  rowing  man,  the  frost 
that  afiiBcts  him  Is  one  that  lasts  all  the 
year  round;  that  Is  for  the  professional, 
who  Is  to  be  seen  swinging  to  and  fro  in 
his  frail  tkiff  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
dismal  season.  For  the  University  oar 
the  season  Is  just  beginning,  and  Cam 
and  Isis  will  soon  echo  the  measured  beat 
of  oars,  and  the  champions  of  the  coming 
year  will  prove  their  metUe  on  the  chill 
and  misty  waters. 

And  while  Colleges  and  Halls  are 
awakening  from  the  trance  of  the  long 
vacation,  and  all  the  boys'  and  girls'  schools 
throughout  the  land  are  already  again  in 
full  buzz,  another  class  of  students  comes 
together,  with  more  joviality  and  high 

Sirits  than  you  might  expect,  considering 
e  nature  of  their  studies.    The  medicd 
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stadent  has  perhaps  altered  a  good  deal 
since  the  days  when  Bob  Sawyer  gave 
hb.  little  party  in  Lant  Street,  Boro'.  And 
the  load,  raffish,  and  extremely  dissipated 
youth  who  figures  in  the  early  pages  of 
"  Punch  "  is  not  a  creature  of  our  times. 
Stilly  the  '' medical "  ^  is  no^  always  an 
ascetic  votary  of  science.  A  good  deal  of 
the  old  Adam  lingers  in  his  constitution,and 
this  comes  out  in  the  friction  of  the  happy 
moment,  when  he  first  meets  in  the 
lecture  theatre  the  stirring,  noisy  crowd  of 
his  fellow-students.  There  is  no  'twizt 
season,  indeed,  for  the  hospitals,  but  there 
is  a  quietness  and  dulness  in  the  silent 
wards,  as  the  routine  visits  go  on  un- 
accompanied by  the  clusters  of  esger^ 
vivacious  students;  and  nurses,  and  patients 
who  mostly  relish  a  gallery  for  the  exhibi- 
tion of  their  bad  places,  are  not  a  little 
brightened  up  by  the  return  of  the  student 
swarm. 

And  nowthe  membersof 'Hhe  profession," 
too,  are  coming  back  from  their  holidays,, 
which  they  have  perhaps  employed  like 
the  cabman,  in  plying  for  hire  elsewhere. 
That  squall  of  wind  and  rain  has  helped 
to  fill  the  theatres.  First  nights,  too,  are 
crowded  and  brilliant,  althoueh  theoreti- 
cally nobody  is  yet  in  to?m.  rTor  is  the 
Bow  entirely  deserted,  and  among  ihe 
dying  leaves  tall  horses  canter  with  their 
fib  burdens,  while  yet  the  milkman  is 
upon  his  morning  round.  As  for  the 
dairyman,  indeed,  he  is  aJways  there ;  has 
he  not  just  put  up  the  price  of  milk  "in 
consequence  of  the  drought")  And  the 
baker  finds  his  library  of  weekly  books 
once  more  getting  into  general  circulation. 
The  caVs-meat  man,  too,  reports  a  general 
resumption  of  activity  among  his  customary 
clients.  The  favoured  pussie  who  has 
accompanied  his  young  mistresses  to  the 
seaside  has  returned,  hb  appetite  sharpened 
by  a  period  of  abstention  from  his  favourite 
food,  while  his  friend  Grimalkin,  who 
spent  the  recess  at  the  Cats'  Home,  is  also 
standing  expectant  at  the  area  gate. 

And  with  the  still  and  silent  days^ 
when  everytUng  tells  of  soft  decay,  our 
friend  the  fog  slips  up  from  the  country, 
wreathes  himself  in  strange  fantastic  forms 
about  streets,  and  parks,  and  slums.  There 
are  wicked  winter  fogs,  for  the  parentage 
of  which  London  itself  may  be  responsible, 
but  yon  autumnal  fog  generally  comes  up 
from  the  country  white  and  clean,  and 

gives  tike  sober  town  a  fairy-like  touch  of 
eauty.    Is  it  nothing  to  be  among  the 
clouds  and  listen  to  the  strange,  weird 


sounds  of  the  invisible  world  1 — sounds 
which  include  a  good  deal  of  swearing,  it 
must  be  confessed,  from  the  cherubs 
who  sit  aloft  on  omnibuses  and  loaded 
drays.  There  are  darker  fogs,  too,  which 
throw  a  dim,  mysterious  veil  over  the 
city,  with  visions  here  and  there  of  strange 
portentous  blackness,  but  these  have  not 
as  yet  come  back  to  town. 

But  as  the  muffiu-bell  sounds  its  melan- 
choly knell,  and  the  first  fire  of  the  season 
crackles  on  the  hearth,  but  lately  occupied 
with  chilly  ferns  and  bunches  of  prickly 
teasels,  there  is  the  feeling  in  the  air  that 
winter  will  be  soon  upon  us,  and  that  the 
work  of  the  year  is  done.  The  harvest  is 
gathered,  be  it  rich  or  scanty.  "  Adieu 
paniers,  vendanges  sont  faites."  And  we 
have  only  now  to  look  forward  to  another 
year's  vintage. 


OLD  JONES. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY, 

Ix  the  verse  of  two  immortal  poets,  Dante 
and  Tennyson,  it  is  set  forth  that  '*  sorrow's 
crown  of  sorrow  "  is  placed  on  the  brow  of 
him  who  calls  to  ndnd,  in  wretchedness, 
the  happy  hours  of  the  past.^  It  is  a 
wonder  that  no  optimist  bard  has  ever 
polished  a  rival  couplet  to  demonstrate 
what  a  spring  of  joy  may  be  tapped  by 
remembering  in  circumstances  of  averaee 
welfare,  the  moments  of  trial  and  trouble 
the  most  fortunate  may  recall  in  looking 
back.  Youth,  we  are  often  informed,  is 
the  season  of  our  greatest  happiness ;  yet 
somehow  youth,  if  it  tfe  critically 
examined,  will  in  most  cases  be  found  to 
furnish  a  large  proportion  of  our  bad 
quarters  of  an  hour. 

Of  all  the  horrors  of  Uiis  vastly  over-rated 
period  of  our  life,  I  fancy  there  is  none  to 
match  the  memory  of  that  first  plunge  into 
school-life.  I  was  a  home-bred  boy,  and  a 
little  delicate  in  health  as  well,  consequently 
my  experience  of  this  epoch  produced  in 
me  a  heart-sinking  and  desolation  such  as 
fewof  thepamperedschoolboysof  theselatter 
days  are  ever  likely  to  know.  I  was  sent 
to  a  large  and  rather  rough  country 
grammar-school.  I  arrived  a  day  after  the 
beginning  of  term,  on  a  dull  January 
afternoon,  and  the  day's  work  was  over 
when  I  emerged  from  the  matron's  room 
into  the  gaunt,  chilly  entrance-halL  I 
shudder  even  now  in  remembering  how 
cold,  and  hard,  and  unsympathetic  it  all 
seemed.    The  door  of  the  big  school-room 
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was  opeiii  and  ihrough  this  I  could  see  the 
faint  glimmer  of  a  candle,  so  thither 
accordingly  I  tamed  my  steps  in  the  hope 
of  bebg  able  at  least  to  find  a  place  where 
I  might  sit  down  and  nnrse  my  woe  till 
tea-time.  I  conld  hear  shouting  and 
laughter  In  the  playing-field  ontside,  bat 
I  had  no  desire  to  present  myself  there 
jost  yet.  On  entering  the  school-room  I 
found  that  the  light  which  had  attracted 
me  was  not  fixed,  but  a  sort  of  ''ignis 
fatuus  *'  bobbing  about  at  the  remote  end 
of  «;he  room,  and  exhibiting,  with  deep 
fthadows  between,  the  hard,  bare  rows  erf 
desks,  at  one  of  which  I  was  destined 
to  sit  for  the  next  .four  or  five  years, 
and  imbibe  the  elements  of  the  humanities, 
and  of  the  first  four  rules  of  arithmetic 

Oradually  the  light  came  nearer  and 
nearer,  and  after  a  bit  I  could  distinguish 
that  It  was  carried  bv  a  heavy-shouldered, 
ungainly  youth  of  sixteen  or  thereabouts. 
His  face,  which  was  more  than  merely  plain, 
was  ahready  garnished  with  the  rudiments 
of  unmistakeable  whitkers  and  moustache, 
and  his  head  was  covered  with  a  mass  of 
closely-curllne  thick  brown  hair.  As  he 
passed  from  desk  to  desk  he  fiUed  up  the 
inkstands  from  a  pewter  jag ;  and  when 
he  came  opposite  to  the  place  where  I  was 
sitting,  he  stopped,  and  in  a  croaking, 
muffled  voice  said  he  supposed  I  was  the 
new  boy. 

I  replied  that  I  waf,  feeling  at  the  same 
time  rather  uncertain  as  to  the  statue  of 
my  companion.  The  cut  of  his  clothes 
proclaimed  him  to  be  a  schoolboy,  yet  I 
could  hardly  fancy  a  schoolboy  pottering 
about  indoors  filling  up  inkstands,  while 
he  might  be  playing  hockey  or  football 
outside. 

**  You're  Simpson,  arent  you  t "  he  went 
on.  "  Ah,  I  thought  yon  were.  You're  to 
be  in  my  dormitory,  and  you'll  have  the 
bed  next  but  one  to  the  window;  but 
Jdckson  major  Is  leaving  at  the  end  of 
this  term,  and  then  you'd  better  get  hb, 
for  youll  find  yours  rather  draughty." 

So  my  companion  was  a  schoolboy  after 
all,  and  I  found  him,  moreover,  to  be  one 
wdl  posted  In  certain  details  of  great 
interest  to  me.  He  told  me  In  what  form 
I  should  probablv  be  put,  and  the  work  I 
would  have  to  do ;  and  the  special  weak- 
nesses of  Spencer  the  form  master ;  and  the 
valuable  Information  that  on  Fridays,  when 
Lyall  took  mominff  preparation,  one  might 
si^ely  be  half  an  nour  late.  There  were 
certidn  fellows  in  my  form,  he  went  on  to 
say,  who  would  certainly  approach  me  on 


the  subject  of  pecuniary  advances,  and 
with  some  of  these  it  would  be  unwise  to 
treat  He  was  just  on  the  point  of  naming 
them  when  the  bell  rang,  and  off  he 
clattered  with  his  pewter  jug  to  fill  up  the 
remaining  Inkstands  so  that  he  might  not 
be  late  for  t^. 

EQs  name,  as  I  soon  learned,  was  Old 
Jones.    Why  **  Old  Jones  "  I  could  not  at 
once    determine,  seeing    that    h»   stood 
described  on  the  school  lists  as  ''Jones 
ml."     Thus    his    very    style    was     an 
anomaly,  but  it  was  a  very  trifling  one 
compared  with    his  general    position  in 
King  Henry's  School.    To  begin  with,  he 
apparently  did  no  lessons  to  speak  of. 
While  we  were  in  school,  or  at  reparation, 
Old  Jones  would  be  replenishing  the  ink- 
pots, or  seeing  that  the  black-boards  were 
cleansed  of  their  yesterday's  diagrams  and 
comments,  or  putting  eoke  on  the  fire,  or 
scratching  out  blots  from  the  first  and 
second-form   exercise   books.     It  was  a 
high  crime  and  misdemeanour  to  be  caught 
in  the  dormitories  In  the  daytime,  but  Old 
Jones  went  all  oyer  the  place  at  any  hour 
unrebuked.     It   must  not  be  supposed, 
however,  ihat  he  had  no  status  in  the 
school.    In  reality  he  enjoyed  the  special 
and  remarkable  honour  of  having  a  form 
all  to  himself,  as  he  was  the  sole  occupant 
of  an  abnormal  subdivision  known  as  the 
"  modern  remove,"  It  having  been  proved 
by  experiment  that  his  brain,  a  remarkable 
one  in  many  ways,  was. utterly  incapable 
of  taking  in  knowledge  by  the  normal 
methods  of  teacUng.  What  the  curriculum 
of  the  '^  modem  remove  "  was,  no  one  ever 
knew ;  and  why  Old  Jones  was  ever  sent 
to  King  Henry's  School,  or  why,  being  such 
an  one  as  he  was,  he  was  suffered  to  re- 
main there,  are  questions  which  will  be 
difficult  to  answer  in  these  days  of  ^com- 
petitive   entrance    and     superannuation. 
Some  there  were  who  maintained  that  his 
father,  who  was  a  crossing-sweeper,  but  at 
the  same  time  a  man  of  high  notion",  was 
anxious  that  his  son  should,  at  any  rate, 
be  able  to  say,  In  after  life,  that  he  had 
been  educated  at  a  public  school,  and  paid 
double  fees  for  everything,  in  consideration 
of  his  own  unsavoury  calling,  and  of  the 
impenetrability  of.  his  son's  brain  to  the 
light  oi  knowledge.    Others  declared  that 
Jones  p&re  was  a  money-lender,  and  that 
he  paid  nothing  at  all,  on  account  of  a 
certain  hold  he  had  over  the  Doctor — a  hold 
which  had  its  origin  in  certain  transactions 
on  stamped  paper  in  bygone  Cambridge 
I  days.    A  third  set — and  these  probably 
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eame  the  nearest  to  the  aotaal  facts — ^held 
that  Old  Jones  was  sent  to  King  Henry's 
School  because  his  parents  or  guardians 
wanted  to  be  rid  of  him,  and  that  he  was 
allowed  to  stay  on  in  hJs  anomalous  po- 
sition by  the  ruling  powers  because,  if  he 
had  gone  away,  it  would  have  been 
necessary  to  engage  another  servant  to  do 
the  semi-meniid  tasks  in  which  ha  ap- 
parently delighted.  Of  the  whole  school 
Old  Jones  was  probably  the  only  one  who 
was  never  in  a  coinless  condition.  What- 
ever the  position  of  his  governor  may  have 
been,  it  was  certainly  one  which  aUowed 
him  to  be  liberal  in  the  way  of  pocket- 
money.  Apparently  Old-  Jones  had  not 
many  pleasures;  but  he  certainly  enjoyed 
himself  on  half-holidays,  when  he  would 
take  his  stand,  with  the  air  of  a  capitalist, 
by  the  confectioner's  barrow,  and  regale 
himself  royally  with  tarts  and  ginger-Mer, 
and,  to  his  credit  be  it  said,  often  stand 
treat  to  any  improvident  ones  who  m^ht 
be  hovering  round  with  hungry  eyes  and 
empty  pockets.  Oae  day  an  all -but- 
forgotten  unde  came  to  see  me,  and, 
when  we  parted,  I  found  in  my  hand  an 
undreamt-of  and  unprecedented  tip  of  two 
pounds.  Before  ten  minutes  bad  passed  I 
was  negotiating  with  Old  Jones  to  change 
one  of  my  golden  sovereigns,  and  in  the 
pride  of  wealth  I  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  letting  him  know  the  faU 
extent  of  my  riches.  He  was  himself  too 
much  of  a  plutocrat  to  show  anything 
like  astonishment  at  the  amount  of  my 
assets;  but,  as  the  event  will  show,  he 
must  have  turned  the  matter  over  in  his 
mind,  for  in  the  eourse  of  the  next  day  he 
made  me  a  proposal  that  he  should  take 
charge  of  my  wealth,  and  allow  me  two 
shiUbgs  a  week  as  long  as  it  might  last. 
This  negotiation  took  place  at  the  be- 
ginning of  my  seiH>ud  term,  when  the 
shades  of  the  prison-house  had  already 
obscured  the  brightness  of  my  faith  in  the 
integrity  of  the  *'  growing  boy,"  on  account 
of  certain  loans  I  had  made  to  Billings 
minor,  who,  I  am  bound  to  say,  was  one 
of  those  to  whom  Old  Jones  had  advised 
me  to  turn  a  deaf  ear — loans  which  had 
been  unblushingly  repudiated. 

**  You'd  better  let  me  have  it,"  he  went 
on.  <<  Pve  got  about  ten  pounds  to  keep 
for  the  little  chaps  already ;  and,  let's  see, 
your  locker  is  in  the  third  desk,  isn't  it  1 
There  are  lots  of  keys  about  that  will  open 
these  lockers.  Mine's  got  a  patent  lever 
I  bought  and  put  on  myself,  and  nobody 
but  a  deverburglar  could  pick  it." 


I  listened  to  Old  Jones's  proposition,  and 
said  I  would  think  about  it ;  but  I  was 
unmoved  by  his  arguments,  and  resolved 
to  be  my  own  banker,  not  so  much  from 
suspicions  as  to  his  solvency  or  integrity 
as  from  my  keen  desire  to  become  the 
possessor  of  a  model  steamboat,  working 
with  a  spirit-lamp  and  real  steam,  which  1 
had  seen  in  a  shop-window  in  the  town. 
I  had  my  own  way,  and  paid  for  my 
whistle — pretty  smartly.  Three-fourths  of 
my  money  went  in  the  purchase  of  it,  and 
after  three  trials  the  steamboat  broke 
down  in  her  engine-room,  priming  and 
leaking  as  if  she  had  been  a  first-class 
battle-ship  of  contemporary  build.  Looking 
back,  I  know  well  enough  that  I  repented 
of  my  folly  in  not  having  put  myself  under 
Old  Jones's  care,  but  at  the  time  I  am 
sure  I  would  never  have  confessed  so 
much,  even  in  those  bitter  moments  when 
the  vessel,  after  having  consumed  four- 
pennyworth  of  spirits  of  wine,  lay  an  inert 
log  on  the  surface  of  the'  wat^r-butt 

In  spite  of  the  queer  stories  about  him,  and 
his  uncouth  exterior.  Old  Jones  was  not 
unpopular.  He  was  neither  a  cad  nor  a 
sneak,  and  amongst  schoolboys  a  negative 
virtue  such  as  this  makes  strongly  for 
righteousness.  It  is  true  no  one  feared  or 
greatly  respected  him,  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  no  one  bullied  <him.  It  was  a  sort 
of  unwritten  law  that  Old  Jones  was  to  be 
let  alone,  though  there  were  very  few  in 
the  school  who  might  not  have  gone  for 
him  with  impunity.  In  his  banking  trans- 
actions with  the  smaller  boys  he  was 
strictly  just  Why  he  should  have  under- 
taken such  a  troublesome  task  I  could 
never  satisfactorily  determine.  Was  it 
from  pure  philanthropy,  or  was  it — ^I  speak 
now  by  the  light  of  subsequent  experience 
— that  the  spirit  of  commercialism  was 
already  moving  within  him,  and  that  he 
was  in  truth  financing  with  his  current 
balances  that  confectioner's  barrow  out  of 
which  Mrs.  Griffiths  realised  such  exorbi- 
tant and  unholy  profits  t  Another  point  in 
his  favour  was  that  he  received  from  home 
hampers  of  more  than  average  excellence, 
and  at  the  advent  of  these  his  popularity 
would  rise  appreciably.  There  was,  too, 
another  season  which  never  failed  to  bring 
to  him  the  joy  of  triumph — triumph  of  a 
more  exalted  nature.  Once  a  week — on 
Saturday  mornings — certain  forms  were 
combined  for  the  exercise  of  mental  arith- 
metic, and  here,  in  spite  of  his  deficiencies 
in  other  branchep,  Old  Jones  was  easily 
our    master.      Before  any  one  else   had 
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determined  the  relations  between  moidores 
and  Spanish  donbloons,  or  melted  ounoea 
Troy  into  pennyweights,  or  pounds  into 
pence,  that  strangely-ordered  brain  of  his 
would  have  torn  the  oonclosion  from  the 
prendsee,  and  he  would  blurt  out  the 
answer,  nearly  always  correct.  It  was, 
indeed,  a  case  of  Old  Jones  first  and  the 
rest  nowhera 

Of  course  he  always  got  the  mental 
arithmetic  prfz«,  and  when  he  went  up 
to  receive  it  at  the  end  of  term,  he 
was  always  greeted  by  ringing  cheers  of 
congratulation ;  but  I  think  in  the  evening 
the  cheers  were  louder  when,  just  before 
the  choir  concert  begaU)  he  came  upon  the 
stage  to  arrange  the  music  on  the  piano, 
and  to  light  the  candles,  for  these  duties, 
of  course,  were  well  within  Old  Jones's 
province. 

In  the  middle. of  a  certain  term  Old 
Jones  disappeared.  He  was  summoned 
out  of  morning  school  to  see  some  one 
who  had  called  for  him ;  and,  when  lessons 
were  done,  we  emerged  into  an  universe 
which  was,  for  us,  Old  Jones-less.  For  a 
week  our  little  world  was  busied  with 
speculation  as  to  his  new  surroundings; 
whether  he  had  gone  into  the  bill -dis- 
counting business  on  his  own  account,  or 
whether  he  took  turn  and  turn  about  with 
his  progenitor  in  th^cure  of  some  lucrative 
West  End  crossing.  Whatever  his  destiny, 
his  departure  Served  to  illustrate  the 
maxim  that  no  man,  be  he  ever  so  great^ 
is  indispensable.  Germany,  we  notice,  is 
still  ruled,  though  its  great  maker  has 
retired  to  care  for  his  forests  and  cultivate 
his  garden ;  and,  in  the  same  way,  at  King 
Henry's  School  the  ink-pots  were  filled, 
the  blackboards  kept  in  order,  and  the 
ezerdse  book  maculations  removed,  after 
the  retirement  of  Old  Jones,  though  by 
other  and  hireling  hands. 

Not  long  ago,  at  a  time  when  there  was 
considerable  agitation  in  financial  circles, 
especially  in  those  which  centre  in  Colonial 
banking  ventures,  I  went  up  to  the  City 
with  the  view  of  tninsferting  to  my  own 
strong-box  a  deposit  which  hiui  just  fdlen 
due  at  the  Bank  of  Oceana.  I  did  my 
best  to  make  it  appear  to  the  accountant 
that  I,  at  least,  was  not  swayed  by  the 
panic  which  was  abroad,  that  I  was  simply 
withdrawing  my  money  in  ordinary  course, 
but  I  fear  my  acting  was  not  very  artistic. 
We  had  got  through  the  preliminary 
formalities  when  there  aroee  a  question 
which  made  it  necessary  that  I  should  see 
the  manager,  so  I  betook  myself  to  his 


room  on  the  first  fioor.  I  knocked ;  a 
voice  told  me  to  enter.  I  opened  the  door 
and  advanced  into  the  middle  of  the  room 
without  catching  sight  of  the  manager,  but 
I  saw  that  Us  desk  stood  in  a  narrow 
recess  to  the  left  As  I  moved  onward 
there  came  into  view  a  squat,  bunchy 
figure,  standing  with  his  back  to  me  and 
filling  up  the  big  pewter  office  inkstand 
from  a  stone  bottla  The  frost  of  time 
had  passed  over  the  friszly  mass  of  hair, 
and  huge  whiskers  and  a  beard,  also  frizzled, 
completed  the  frame.  Had  the  sight  before 
me  been  presented  to  my  gaze  in  Bokhara, 
or  in  Bagdad,  or  in  Buenos  Ayres,  I  should 
have  been  equally  certain  that  I  was  stand- 
ingin  the  presence  of  Old  Jonee. 

He  did  not  seem  to  recollect  my  face, 
and  under  the  circumstasces  I  did  not 
care  to  make  myself  known  to  him.  There 
rose  in  my  mind  the  remembrance  of  tliat 
long-past  suggestion  of  the  financier  before 
me  to  take  charge  of  that  sum  of  money  I 
spent  to  such  Uttle  purpose  on  my  me- 
chanical steamboat,  and  my  tongue  clave 
to  the  roof  of  my  month  when  I  began  to 
mutter  my  notice  of  withdrawal.  Perhaps, 
I  reflected,  if  I  take  my  money  out  of  his 
bank  I  shall  figuratively  buy  another  me- 
chanical steamboat,  more  ruinous  than 
the  last;  perhaps  there  is  fate  in  this 
strange  meeting,  and  her  hand  has  written 
it  in  her  book  that,  sooner  or  later,  Old 
Jones  must  act  as  the  guardian  of  my 
savings.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  fact 
remains  that  when  I  left  the  bank  I  took 
with  me  a  new  deposit  receipt  in  lien  of 
my  cash,  and  I  have  good  hope  that,  in 
spite  of  the  financial  earthquakes  which 
too  often  convulse  our  younger  Englands, 
Old  Jones  wUl  pay  me  my  interest  re^arly ; 
and,  when  the  term  shall  have  run  out, 
will  hand  me  over  my  capital  unimpaired 
according  to  his  bond. 

THE   POETIC    DEAMA   AT    DALY'S 

THEATRK 

All  travellers  of  large  experience  agree 
upon  one  particular  pointy  however  much 
they  may  difier  on  other  matters.  It  is 
universally  admitted  that,  after  aU,  all 
great  cities  are  very  much  alike.  In 
details,  of  course,  they  will  differ— details 
shaped  mainly  by  climatic  influences,  and 
to  some  extent  by  the  racial  peculiurities 
of  the  people,  although  these,  in  this  epoch 
of  going  to  and  fro  and  up  and  down,  are 
rapidly  losing  their   distinctiveness   and 
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individaality.  Everywhere  the'  outdoor 
life  of  one  great  city  is  becomiDg  more  and 
more  like  that  of  every  one  of  ite  Biaters. 
There  are  the  same  reatanrantB,  in  which 
the  aame  sort  of  cookery  and  the  same 
brands  of  wines  are  served  np  in  precisely 
the  same  style  j  the  same  shops,  where  the 
same  goods  are  on  sale ;  the  same  operas, 
very  often  with  the  same  singers,  are  to  be 
heard  everywhere;  the  sameprints  are  in  the 
shop-windows ;  the  same  fashions  exercise 
the  same  dominion.  The  Latin  poet  tells 
OS  that  if  we  travel  beyond  the  sea  we 
change  only  oar  sky  and  not  oar  soal.  In 
these  days  of  cosmopolitanism  we  carry 
with  us  not  only  our  souls,  but  n^ost  of 
our  surroundings  as  well 

No  two  cities  that  I  know  have  been 
brought  more  closely  into  touch  by  the 
conditions  of  the  life  of  to-day  than  London 
and  New  York.  The  Empire  of  the  Third 
Napoleon,  whatever  may  have  been  its 
faults,  succeeded  in  making  Paris  one  of 
the  pleasantest  cities  in  the  world  for  the 
pleasure-seeking  visitor,  and,  for  a  long 
time,  It  was  the  central  point  of  attraction 
for  the  travelling  'Americans  who  had 
plenty  of  money  to  spend,  and  desired 
nothing  so  much  as  to  have  **  a  good  time.'\ 
London,  the  unimproved  London  of  those 
days,  they  came  to  look  at,  but  not  to  stay 
in.  There  was  a  lamenlable  dearth  of 
good  hotels  and  restaurants;  except  for 
theatres  and  concerts  there  was  little 
amusement  to  be  got;  as  compared  with 
Paris,  it  was,  it  ihust  be  confessed,  rather 
a  dreary  place.  But,  with  the  fall  of  the 
Empire  and  the  substitution  for  its  mag- 
nificence and  display  of  the  rather  shabby 
and  certainly  untidy  rule  of  a  struggling 
Republic,  there  was  a  wonderful  change. 
Somehow  or  other  a  great  wave  of  im- 
provement seemed  to  pass  over  London  at 
just  about  that  time,  and  it  did  not  take 
long  for  the  American  traveller  to  find  out 
that — except  in  the  season  of  fogs,  when, 
as  a  rule,  he  was  back  under  the  clear 
skies  of  his  native  country — the  EogHsh 
capital  was  quite  as  good  a  place  for  him 
as  any  of  the  continental  cities,  with  the 
additional  advantage  that  there  was  no 
troublesome  question  of  language  to  con- 
sider. Then  came  the  competition  amon^ 
the  steamship  companies  and  builders,  and 
the  reduction  of  the  Atlantic  voyage  to 
something  under  a  week,  and  in  a  very 
little  time  London  became  the  fashion 
with  Americans,  and  Eoglish  travellers 
began  to  discover  that  New  York  was 
easily  accessible  from  Liverpool ;  that  there  I 


was  no  longer  any  more  fear  of  bowie- 
knives  and  sfsc-shooters  on  Broadway  than 
there  is  in  Oxford  Street;  and  that  most 
of  the  Transatlantic  bogies,  in  the  belief  in 
which  they  had  been  brought  np,  had  long 
ago  been  trampled  under  foot  by  the  march 
of  advancing  civilisation  and  culture,  or 
had  taken  themselves  o£f  to  a  mysterious 

Snd  little  understood  region  generally 
escribed  as  "out  west."  From  that  day 
life  in  the  two  cities  has  tended  more  and 
more  to  assimilate,  and  there  is  now,  at 
certain  times  of  the  year,  only  the  smallest 
perceptible  difference  between  Northumber- 
land Avenue  and  Madison  Square ;  between 
Piccadilly  and  Fifth  Avenue;  between 
Oheapside,  Cornhill,  the  Strand,  Oxford 
Street,  or  Eegent  Street,  and  that  extra- 
ordinary Broadway  which  in  some  respects 
resembles  all  of  them,  with  a  dash  of 
Tottenham  Court  Boad  thrown  in. 

In  matters  theatrical,  of  course,  the  cos- 
mopolitan intercourse  has  been  especially 
active,  o  All  Eoglish  actors  of  distinction — 
and  sgme  of  none — ^gravitate  naturally  to 
America ;  all  American  stars  in  time  find 
their  way  to  London ;  the  dramatists  of  the 
one  country  find  a  ready  market  for  their 
goo  is  in  the  other;  managers  on  either 
side  of  the  Atlantic  are  always  on  the  look- 
out for  any  success  on  the  other  whfch 
shows  any  Ukelihood  of  standing  the  ordeal 
of  the  journey.  Mr.  Augustin  Daly  is  as 
well  known  in  London  as  a  manager  as 
Mr  Henry  Irving  in  New  York  as  an  actor. 
Under  all  these  circumstances,  and  also 
considering  that  our  principal  writers  are 
at  least  as  much  read  in  America  as  in 
England,  it  is  perhaps  not  altogether  sur- 
prising that  Mr.  Daly  should  have  been 
fired  with  the  ambition  to  introduce  such 
a  play  as  Lord  Tennyson^s  '^ Foresters" 
to  a  New  Yoik  audience,  even  before  any 
manager  in  the  poet's  own  country  had 
had  the  courage  to  show  it  the  footlights ; 
or  that  he  should  have  built  himself  a 
theatre  in  Leicester  Square  as  a  home  for 
his  company  when,  from  time  to  time,  a 
change  of  theatrical  air  Is  considered 
advisable  for  them. 

Ddly's  Theatre  in  London  is  a  charming 
and  comfortable  building,  and  quite  an 
acquisition  to  the  rapidly  growing  ranks 
of  our  playhouses,  and  Mr.  Daly's  famous 
company  of  comedians,  with  the  incom- 
parable Ada  Behan  at  their  head,  may 
be  trusted  to  hold  their  own  even  in  the 
fierce  competition  of  London.  But  it  is 
not  so  much  of  theatre  or  compsnj  that  I 
want  to  say  a  few  words,  as  of  Lord 
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Tennyson'B  play ;  and  not  so  much  of  Lord 
Tenny  Bon'fl  play,  as  of  the  rather  embittered 
disciiMion  which  some  of  the  critics  have 
been  carrying  on  of  late  as  to  the  past,  the 
present,  and  the  fature  of  the  poor  drama, 
which  has  been,  from  a  time  when  the 
memory  of  man  runneth  not  to  the  con- 
trary, in  sneh  a  terribly  bad  way,  bat 
which  still  seems  to  have  so  manrellons  a 
vitality  under  all  its  triids. 

In  the  first  place,  then,  if,  in  a  theatrical 
performance,  "the  play's  the  thing," 
«*  The  Foresters "  is  altogether  and  hope- 
lessly unfitted  for  the  stage.  It  is,  in  fact, 
not  a  play  at  all.  It  luw  practically  no 
plot,  no  action,  no  interest,  no  characters. 
It  cannot  be  said  to  represent  the  poetic 
drama,  for  it  is  not  dramatic  It  is  called 
a  pastoral  comedy,  but,  alas !  it  is  anything 
but  humorous.  Lord  Tennyson's  "three 
lank  retainers,"  and  "three  merry 
beggars,"  and  "three  false  friarsi"  his 
everyday  soubrette,  and  his  conventional 
Friar  Tuck,  may  be  amusing  to  read  about — 
although  I  am  afraid  Ididnot  find  themso — 
but  on  the  stage  they  are  barely  endurable. 
Sometimes — and,  indeed,  at  frequent  inter- 
vals— the  play  even  ceases  to  be  poetic,  and 
descends  into  the  merest  baldness  and 
commonplace.  Everything  that  cocdd  be 
done  for  the  piece  was  done.  Sir  Arthur 
Sullivan  has  supplied  some  delightful  music; 
Mr.  Daly  has  put  it  on  the  stage  with 
taste  and  liberality ;  whatever  can  be  made 
of  the  invertebrate  parts  of  Bobin  Hood 
and  Maid  Marian — the  other  characters 
hardly  pretend  to  be  more  than  the  merest 
sketches — ^is  made  of  them  by  Mr.  Arthur 
Bourchier  (wonderfully  improved  of  late) 
and  that  most  fascinating  of  the  comedy 
actresses  of  our  time.  Miss  Ada  Behan. 
But  it  is  all  of  no  avail.  "  The  Foresters  " 
is  not  fitted  for  the  stage,  and  can  never 
have  any  success  there,  except  such  as  may 
accrue  to  it  out  of  respect  for  the  genius 
whose  work  it  is.  And  the  majority  of 
the  professional  dramatic  critics  were  of 
this  way  of  thinking,  I  am  convinced.  But 
they  did  not  say  so.  A  more  adroit  "get-out" 
than  the  general  critical  body  managed  to 
make  of  it  I  have  not,  in  a  very  long  ex- 
perience, often  seen.  Plenty  of  quotations, 
various  graphic  accounts  of  the  tolerably 
well-known  story  of  Bobin  Hood,  vague 
generalities,  and  expressions  of  admiration 
at  Miss  Behan's  poetic  and  picturesque 
appearance,  did  duty  for  any  real  attempts 
at  criticism.  But  it  was  easy  enough  to 
read  between  the  lines  of  even  the  most 
cautious  notices,  all  the  same. 


Homer  sometimes  nods,  and  Lord  Tenny- 
son, great  man  as  he  was,  occasionaUy 
made  mlstakeB.  And  the  greatest  mistake  he 
ever  made  was  in  conceiving  iiimself  to  be 
a  dramatist  I  am  not  forgetting  "  Beekei" 
In  "Becket"  there  are  three  stron^y 
intereeting  characters,  which  to  a  great 
extent  compensate  for  the  laek  of  dramatic 
interest;  in  Becket  hlmseU  Mr.  Henry 
Irving  was  able  to  elaborate  one  of  hb 
most  efi^ective  studies ;  .the  play  lent  itself 
readily  to  the  pomp  and  oircumstanee  which 
have  more  than  once  persuaded  Lyceum 
audiences  aj^st  their  better  judgement 
Nor  do  I  forget  "The  Gup,"  the  most 
interesting-^indeed  the  only<*-story  of  them 
all,  which  was  so  superbly  played  by  Mr. 
Irving,  Miss  Terry,  and  Mr.  Terrisa  that 
its  defects,  from  the  dramatic  point  of 
view,  were  hardly  permitted  to  show  them- 
selves, and  were  almost  entirely  over- 
looked by  the  audience. 

But  what  I  want  to  know  is  plainly 
this.  Is  "The  Foresters"  supposed  to 
represent  the  sort  of  thing  that  is  to  revive 
the  falling  fortunes  of  the  British  Drama  t 
Is  it,  in  fact,  a  fair  specimen  of  that 
"  poetic  drama  "  for  which  so  many  critics 
and  writers  of  essays  on  theatrical  matters 
clamour  so  eagerly  from  time  to  time  9  Is 
it  at  all  likely  that  managers  will,  to 
please  this  particular  clique  of  critics  and 
essayists,  make  any  serious  attempt  to 
establish  this  class  of  entertainment  on  a 
permanent  footing )  Because,  if  they  do — 
although,  no  doubt,  I  shall  be  accused  of 
the  fiattest  PhUistinism  for  saying  so— it 
is  certain  that  the  holders  of  shares  in 
music-hail  property  will  promptly  find 
the  value  of  their  property  increasing  by 
leaps  and  bounds,  and  the  final  triumph 
and  apotheosis  of  the  variety  show  will  be 
very  close  indeed  at  hand. 

The  first,  the  second,  and  the  third 
requisites  for  a  successful  play — for  a  play, 
that  is,  which  is  to  appeal  successfully  to  a 
mixed  audience— is  that  it  shall  be  dra- 
matic ;  that  it  shall  tell,  in  fact,  such  story 
as  it  has  to  tell  in  the  way  best  suited  to 
convey  it  sharply  and  quickly  to  the 
audience,  within  such  limits  of  construc- 
tion as  are  set  by  the  exigencies  of  the 
stage,  and  through  means  of  language  as 
plain  and  simple  as  a  due  respect  for  the 
claims  of  literary  style  demands.  It  is  not 
enough  to  put  a  poem  in  dialogue  form,  to 
divide  it  bto  acts,  to  sprinkle  it  with  stage 
directions,  and  to  provide  it  with  a  list  of 
dramatis  person  as.  All  this  may  afi'ord  a 
pleasing  variety  for  the  reader  of  a  book 
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of  poems,  but  it  does  not  make  a  play. 
Tou  mast  be  dramatist  first  and  poet  after- 
wards, if  yoa  want  to  make  any  hand  of 
the  poetio  drama.    The  great  poet  drama- 
tists owed  their  greatness  to  this  very  fact, 
and  it  is  farther  proved  to  demonstration 
by  the  circamstanee  that  the  most  dra- 
matic of  them  all  —  the  practical  stage 
man-of-all-work,  Shakespeare — is  the  only 
one  of  them  who  holds  the  theatre  to  this 
day.  As  poets,  some  other  of  the  Elizabethan 
dramatists  came  very  near  him;  eqaalled 
him,  indeed,  not  Jnfreqaently ;  bat  he  was 
a  writer  of  plays  who  thoroughly  nnder- 
atood   his  mediam,  and  they  were  not. 
In  that  little  nutshell  lies  the  whole  history 
of  the  poetic  drama,  its  inaUIity  for  any 
length  of  time  to  maintain  its  position 
with  mixed  audiences,  its  onsuitability  to 
the  requirements  of  prosaic  times  such  as 
these,  Its  practical    deposition    from  its 
place    among    theatrical    entertainments. 
It  is  a  pity.    Even  an  inferior  kind  of 
poetic  drama  is  infinitely  superior  in  every 
conceivable   way    to   tiie    machine-made 
melodramas,  the  foolish  farcical  comedies, 
the  claptrap  plays,  <' which  dominate  the 
situation  nowadays.    The  worst  Tennyson 
is  better,  if  only  because  it  is  less  injurious, 
than  the  best  Ibsen — infinitely,  unspeak- 
ably, better  than  any  of  the  disagreeable 
Norwegian's  imitators.    I  think,  on  the 
whole,  it  would  be  better  for  the  world  in 
general  if  it  could  be  brought  to  take 
more  interest  in  such  simple  greenwood 
idyls  as  "The  Forestexs,"  than  in    the 
unpleasant  plays  '<  with  a  purpose,"  whose 
art  cannot  conceal  the  nastiness  of  the 
subjects  with  which  they  deal.    But  for 
the  present  that  is  clearly  not  to  ba    The 
•<  woman  with  a  past "  is,  just  now,  queen 
of  the  boards,  and  the  public  discussion 
of  the  most  painful  social  questions  before 
and  by  young  girls,  the  purity  of  the 
mirror  of  whose  minds  ought  not  to  be 
smirched  even  by  the  breath  of  such  things, 
is  accepted  as  if  It  were  the  most  de- 
sirable thing  in  the  world.    The  world 
gets  coarser,  and  harder,  and  more  callous 
every  day,  and  this  view  of  mine  is,  I 
am  very,  well  aware,   quite  out  of    the 
fashion  just  now.     But  I  have  lived  long 
enough  to  know  that  the  popular  view 
of  sach  things  is  not  always  the  right 
one  j  that  it  can,  like  the  American  orator's 
politics,  be  changed;  and  tiiat,as  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  always  does  diange — and  that  with  a 
surprising  rapidity  and  completeness  some- 
times, too.     But  because  it  is  a  pity,  it  is 
of  no  earthly  use  pretending  not  to  see  the 


most  obvious  facts.  The  policy  of  the 
dramatic  ostrich  cannot  avail  anybody 
anything. 

And  Lord  Tennyson's  failure  as  a 
dramatist — ^for  I  suppose  it  may  be  con- 
fessed that,  as  a  dramatist,  he  was,  at  all 
events,  not  a  success — affords  a  curious 
commentary  on  that  singular  theory  of  one 
of  our  leadbg  dramatic  critics,  perhaps  on 
things  in  general  the  most  clear-headed 
among  them,  who  not  long  ago  promul- 
gated the  amazing  theory  that  anybody 
who  could  write  anything  else  could  write 
a  play.  In  the  pages  of  one  of  the 
monthly  magazines  this  writer  invited  all 
the  novelists,  and  some  of  the  essayists, 
into  the  dramatic  arena,  promising  them 
success  and  fame  almost  as  a  matter  of 
course.  Mr.  Barrie  was,  I  think,  the  only 
one  to  respond,  and  certainly,  hand-in- 
hand  with.  Mr.  Toole,  achieved  success 
of  a  sort — ^the  success,  at  all  events,  of  a 
long  run — even  if  he  did  not  add  much 
to  the  well-earned  reputation  of  the  author 
of  "  A  Window  in  Thrums." 

Bat  facts  are  all  against  Mr.  Archer's 
theory.    The  number  of  men  distinguished 
in  other  walks  of  literature  who  have  also 
achieved  distinction  as  dramatists    is    a 
small  one  indeed.  It  may  not  be  absolutely 
necessary  that  a  playwright  should  be  a 
person  of  remarkable  general  intellectual 
attainments — some  very  fair  plays  have  been 
written  by  people  who  could  hardly  even 
be  accused- of  cleverness  in  other  matters — 
but  for  success  on  the  stage  you  must 
have  one  special  form  of  ability.     You 
must  know  how  to  write  a  play.  You  must 
know  what  can  and  what  can  not  be  done 
on  the  stage ;  you  must  know  what  will 
travel  across  the  footlights,  and  what  will 
sink,  dried  up  and  withered  by  their  heat, 
before  it  gets  to  the  audience ;  above  all, 
you  must  know  and  understand  audiences 
themselves,   and    study  what    they  will 
accept,  and  learn  in  what  form  they  will 
accept  it  best.    Without  these  qualifica- 
tions, and  accurate    knowledge    on .  the 
infinite  number  of  mftor  points  which  go 
to  the  making  of  a  dramatist,  you  might 
be  a  Tennyson,  a  Dickens,  a  Thackeray, 
a  Matthew  Arnold,  a  Garlyle,  all  rolled 
into  one,  and  yet  be  the  feeblest  even 
of  journey  men  playwrights.  Robert  Brown- 
ing described  himself   as  a  "  writer  of 
plays,"  but  even  he,  although  some  of  his 
work  in  dramatic  form  has  great  vigour 
and  power,  was  not  a  dramatist. 

It  is  altogether  one  of  the  strangest,  as 
it  is  one  of  the  most  deep-seated,  of  the 
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faUacies  of  this  time,  this  prepoateroas 
idea  that  anybody  who  has  any  literary 
ability  can  write  a  play.  The  fact  that 
the  Eoglish  writers  of  plays  of  this  period 
who  have  any  claim  whatever  to  be  called 
dramatists,  in  the  real  sense  of  the  word, 
can  be  counted  exactly  on  the  fingers  of 
one  hand,  and  are  all  men  who  have  made 
that  particular  form  of  literary  work  the 
chief  study  and  labour  of  their  lives,  ought 
to  be  sufficient  without  any  further  argu- 
ment to  prove  its  f alsity» 


A  NEW  COLONY. 

IN  TWO  PARTS.      PART  II. 

The  second  part  of  the  book*  deals 
exclusively  with  Mashunaland. 

In  1889,  Selous  was  asked  by  Mr. 
Frank  Johnson  to  conduct  a  gold  pros- 
pecting party  up  to  the  head  of  the  Mazoe 
river — a  branch  of  the  Zimbesi — in 
Eastern  Mashunaland.  The  party  con- 
sisted of  Mr.  Burnett,  Mr.  Thomas,  an 
experienced  miner,  and  Selous,  whose  duty 
was  simply  to  act  as  guide  to  the  ex- 
pedition. The  start  was  made  from 
Qaillimani  on  a  small  river  named  the 
Qaaqua,  and  a  little  way  above  the  mouth 
of  the  Zimbesi.  Up  this  river  they  were 
to  go  as  far  as  they  could,  and  then  obtain 
carriers  across  to  the  ZimbesL  At  Qail- 
limani they  engaged  sixty  natives,  one,  by 
name  Rebecca,  being  supposed  to  be  able 
to  speak  English,  but  his  vocabulary 
proved  to  be  somewhat  limited,  containing, 
indeed,  but  two  words,  "Yes,  sir."  In 
three  days  the  end  of  the  journey  on  the 
Qaaqua  was  reached,  and  two  days  more 
took  the  party  to  Mazaro  on  the  Zambesi. 
Hiring  a  fresh  boat  and  crew  the  party 
started  on  the  twenty-seventh  of  July  up 
the  Zambesi,  proceeding  but  slowly,  by 
reason  of  the  strong  current,  and  the  diffi- 
culty of  finding  the  correct  channel;  in- 
deed, Selous  formed  a  very  bad  opinion  of 
the  faculties  for  navigation  afforded  by  the 
Lower  Zimbesi  i%^he  dry  season.  On 
they  went  as  far  as  Tete,  where  a  week 
was  spent  in  collecting  carriers,  forty-two 
of  whom  were  eventually  got  together,  but 
evidently  they  did  not  like  the  j  )b.  News 
of  a  war  in  the  district  below  the  Mazoe  in- 
duced Selous  to  alter  his  original  plan,  and 
to  determine  to  try  and  make  for  the  head 
of  the  Luia,  a  tributary  of  the  Mazoe.     On 

*  "Travel and  Adventure  in  South-East  Africa," 
bv  Frederick  Oourteney  Selous,  C.  M.  Z.  S.  (Rowland 
Ward  &  Co.) 


the  eighteenth  of  August  a  start  was  made, 
and  good  progress  was  made  until  on  the 
first  of  September  Selous  found  that 
twenty-nine  out  of  the  forty-two  carriers 
had  deserted  in  the  night,  and  great  diffi- 
culty was  experienced  in  procuring  men  to 
ti^e  their  places,  the  chiefs  being  avaricious 
and  demanding  exorbitant  payment  for 
the  men.  One,  Maziwa,  demanded  ten 
yards  of  calico  per  man  for  carrying  the 
loads  twenty  miles,  and  in  addition  a 
large  present  for  himself.  So  Selous,  to 
the  disgust  of  the  natives,  destroyed  part  of 
the  goods,  and  repacked  the  remainder 
into  the  number  of  packages  which  suited 
the  remainder  of  his  carriers,  but  even  his 
remaining  carriers  refused  to  proceed  when 
they  saw  how  angry  the  villagers  were  at 
this  treatment.  So  they  were  dismissed 
too,  and  by  still  further  reducing  the 
number  of  packages  Selous  was  able  to  hire 
a  few  porters  to  carry  them  as  far  as  Kan- 
daya,  and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Inyoti, 
the  village  of  Mapondera,  where  the  party 
found  an  enterprising  Indian  trading  gold- 
dust.  From  Mapondera  Selous  got  what 
he  wanted,  namely,  a  mineral  concession 
and  his  signature  to  a  paper  to  the  effect 
that  *'  they  were  entirely  independent,  and 
had  never  paid  tribute  either  directly  to 
the  Portuguese  Government,  or  indirectly 
to  any  Capital  Mor,  holding  office  under 
the  Portuguese  Government ;  and  further, 
that  they  had  never  yet  seen  a  white 
Portuguese,  the  only  white  men  they  had 
ever  seen  being  Englishmen  coming  from 
the  west — Mr.  Walter  Montagu  Kerr  in 
1884,  and  Mr.  Cherry,  a  short  time  before 
my  visit,  in  1889."  This  settled  the  busi- 
ness of  the  little  expedition,  and  Selous, 
after  exploring  the  source  of  the  Mazoe, 
visited  Mount  Hampden,  which  formed  a 
most  excellent  landmark,  and  journeyed 
back  down  the  Mazoe  towards  the  Zimbesi. 
On  the  way  down  lie  shot  some  hippopo- 
tami. **  One  of  the  hippos,  an  immense 
bull,  was  very  cunning,  and  would  not  show 
his  head  at  aJl,  but  only  just  raised  his  great 
broad  snout  above  the  surface  to  breathe. 
I  got  upon  a  mass  of  rocks  well  above  the 
water,  and  when  he  next  executed  this 
manoeuvre  put  a  bullet  in  his  nose.  On 
this  he  withdrew  his  nose  very  quickly, 
and  by  the  commotion  he  made  beneath 
the  water  it  was  evident  that  he  was  very 
much  disturbed ;  and  he  must  have  been 
in  a  fury,  for  he  very  soon  appeared  on 
the  surface,  showing  his  whole  head  and 
shoulders,  and  dragging  up  from  the 
bottom  one  of  his  dead  fellows,  which  he 
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held  firmly  in  his  jairs  by  the  hind-leg. 
Bamett  and  I  &t  once  sainted  him  with 
twx>  ballets,  which  both  hit  him  and  caused 
him  to  disappear.  He  almost  immediately 
came  up  again,  however,  still  holding  the 
dead  hippo  firmly  by  the  hind-leg.  Again  we 
gave  him  two  ballets  in  the  head,  qaickly 
followed  by  two  more,  as  he  was^  founder- 
ing about  in  his  death  straggles,  when 
both  animals  sank  together,  tiie  one  as 
dead  as  the  other." 

On  reaching  Tete  Seloas  called  upon 
the  Groyemor,  who  demanded  the  paper 
received  from  Mapondera.  This  Seloas 
refused  to  give  up,  saying  that  it  was 
signed  by  a  chief  far  beyond  Portu- 
guese territory;  whereupon  the  Governor 
threatened  to  have  him  arrested  and  sent 
to  Mozambique.  Eventually  Seloas  gave 
him  a  copy.  After  this  Seloos  saw  that 
Uie  Portuguese  were  making  strenuous 
efiTorts  to  establish  a  claim  to  Mashunaland, 
and  that,  if  it  were  to  remain  British 
terrltoryi  it  ought  to  be  taken  possession 
of  during  the  coming  year.  It  had 
previously  In  1888  been  declared  within 
the  sphere  of  British  influence  by  Lord 
Salisbury.  Selous,  who  had  a  firm  belief 
bi  the  suitability  of  Mashunaland  for 
colonisation,  was  urgent  that  it  should  not 
fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Portuguese.  He 
knew  that  Mr.  Rhodes  had  a  scheme  for 
the  occupation  of  Mashunaland,  but  he  did 
not  know  on  what  scala  He  accordingly, 
on  the  twenty-eighth  of  October,  1889, 
wrote  from  Tete  to  the  "  Selous  syndicate  " 
at  Oape  Town.  He  described. the  route 
he  thought  should  be  taken,  avoiding  the 
Matabili,  or  any  chief  who  even  paid  tribute 
to  Lo  Bengula.  '<*  Should  Mr.  Bhodes 
have  got  the  charter,  then  this  is  his  true 
policy  :  to  open  up  a  southern  route  from 
the  British  Protectorate  to  Mashunaland 
— which  only  requires  to  be  made,  and 
which  will  be  quite  as  good  a  road  as  the 
northern  one  passing  through  Matabililand 
— and  the  first  to  develope  the  eastern 
slopes  of  Mashunaland,  and  not  only  to 
exploit  and  work  the  gold  there,  but  to 
send  In  emigrants  and  settle  up  and 
occupy  the  country. 

"  <  It  is  folly  to  promulgate  wild  schemes 
for  the  colonisation  of  Central  Africa,  and 
to  leave  a  country  with  the  glorious 
climate  and  great  natural  resources  of 
Mashunidand  out  in  the  cold.  In  Mashuna- 
land Europeans  can  live,  and  thrive,  and 
rear  strong,  healthy  children.  In  Cental 
Africa  they  caonot.  Once  get  a  footing 
in  Eastern  Mashuniiland,  and  the  country 


will  qaickly  be  settled  up  westwards. 
And  before  very  long  the  Matabili  question 
will  settle  itself.  Now  or  never  is  the 
time.  ...  If  Mashunaland  Is  not  worth 
this  experiment,  then  there  is  no  country 
in  the  interior  of  Africa  that  it  will  pay 
any  company  to  spend  money  upon.' " 

Selous  followed  this  letter  up  himself 
and  met  Mr.  Bhodes  at  Kfmberley,  and 
found  him  fully  alive  to  the  necessity 
of  occupying  Mashunaland  at  once,  and 
determined  to  take  possession  of  the 
country  in  the  name  of  the  British  South 
African  Company  during  the  year  1890. 
Selous  goes  on  to  say  :  *'  It  is  due  to  Mr. 
CecQ  Bhodes  alone,  I  cannot  too  often 
repeat,  that  to-day  our  country's  flag  flies 
over  Mashunaland.  He  alone  of  all 
Englishmen  possessed  at  the  same  time 
the  prescience  and  breadth  of  mind  to 
appreciate  the  ultimate  valae  of  the 
country,  combined  with  the  strong  will 
which  in  spite  of  all  obstacles  compelled 
the  means  and  the  power  saccessfolly  to 
carry  out  the  scheme  for  its  immediate 
occnpatioa  What  the  acquisition  of  this 
vast  country  means  is  as  yet  scarcely 
apparent  to  the  great  majority  of  English- 
men. .  .  •  But  Jn  the  not  distant  future, 
when  quick  and  easy  communication  with 
Mashunaland  has  been  established,  and 
the  many  difficulties  which  now  hamper 
the  developement  of  this  the  youngest  of 
British  colonies  have  been  overcome,  then 
I  think  Euglishmen  will  be  able  to 
appreciate  what  they  owe  to  Mr.  Bhodes 
for  inaugurating  a  new  departure  in  South 
African  history^  and  for  securing  for  his 
countrymen  the  first  'show  in'  in  a 
country  which  must  ultimately  become  a 
very  valuable  possession."  Strong  words 
these ;  will  they  be  proved  true  t 

During  the  end  of  1889  preparations 
were  pushed  forward  for  the  expedition, 
the  guidance  was  to  be  left  entirely  in 
Selous's  bands.  Many  people  thought  the 
MatabUi  would  resist  the  expedition  to 
the  last.  The  agents  to  the  Chartered 
Company,  Dr.  Jameson  in  particular, 
were,  however,  at  present  on  good  terms 
with  Lo  Bengula,  who  gave  them  per- 
mission to  cut  the  new  road  which  was 
to  pass  through  some  territory  over  which 
he  claimed  control,  and  promised  help  In 
making  it.  Selous  thinks  he  gave  the 
promise,  with  the  idea  that  the  fulfilment 
of  it  would  never  be  required.  In  March, 
1890,  Selous  started  to  get  men  from 
Ehama,  and  to  chop  a  waggon  road  to  the 
eastern  border  of  his  country.    There  he 
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was  to  moet  Mr.  Johan  Golenbrander  from 
Bulawayo,  with  a  hundred  of  Lo  Bengnla'a 
men,  and  continue  the  road-making  to- 
wards Mashunaland.  Not  meeting  Golen- 
brander at  the  appointed  phoei  Selous 
determined  to  ride  to  Bulawayo  to  find  out 
if  Lo  Bengnla  was  ready  to  help  or  not. 
The  chief  received  him  in  a  friendly 
manner,  but  said  that  not  only  would  he 
not  help,  but  that  he  would  prevent  the 
road  being  made;  that  the  road  to 
Mashunaland  was  through  MatabilL 

**  *  Rhodes  has  sent  me  many  emisiariesi 
and  amongst  them  Dr.  Jameson,  whom  I 
like,  and  whom  I  am  told  is  Rhodes's 
mouth ;  but  I  am  Lo  Bengulai  and  I  want 
to  see  the  big  white  chief  himself.  I  am 
tired  of  talking  with  Rhodes's  messengers 
and  the  bearers  of  his  words;  their  stories 
don't  all  agree.  Now,  therefore,  let  Selous 
go  back  once  more  to  the  Diamond  Fields, 
and  let  him  take  Rhodes  by  the  hand, 
and  come  back  here  with  him,  that  I  may 
speak  with  him  face  to  face.  I  will  then 
settle  my  business  with  him  very  quickly.' " 
There  is  a  good  touch  of  kingly  dignity 
here,  with  a  dash  of  conviction  that  the 
white  man  would  get  the  upper  hand 
sooner  or  later. 

Of    course  the  request    could  not  be 
granted,  but   Dr.  Jameson  accompanied 
Selous  back  to  Bulawayo,  while  all  efiforts 
were  being  put  forward  to  muster  a  force 
on  the   banks  of    the   Madontsie  river 
sufficient  to  occupy  Mashunaland,  whether 
Lo  Bengula  liked  it  or  no.    The  force 
collected  amounted  to  four  hundred  white 
men,    together  with   the    Bechwanaland 
Border  Police,  who  remained  atMacloutsie, 
and  two  companies  of  the  British  South 
African  Company's  Police,  who  were  to 
protect  the  base  at  Tnli  a  little  in  advance 
of  Macloutsia    At  this  time  there  was  not 
a  yard  of  road  made  beyond  Macloutsie, 
and  there  lay  between  Mac^outsie  camp  and 
Mount  Hampden — the  goal  of  the  expe- 
dition— a  trackless  wilderness  of  four  hun- 
dred and  sixty  miles.  Selous,  havingretumed 
from  escorting  Jameson  some  way  on  his 
road  to  Bulawayo,  returned  to  the  expedi- 
tionary force,  and  started  to  MacIoUtsie 
to  find  out  a  good  line  for  a  waggon 
road.    He  selected  a  line  which  would 
be  fairly  supplied  with  water  all  the  year 
round,  crossing  the  Tuli  six  miles  below 
its  junction  with  the  Shashi  river,  close  to 
a  round-topped  hill  which  would  be  a 
strong  post  in  case  of  attack.    Selous  ob- 
tained leave  to  begin  making  the  road,  and 
I  on  the  eighteenth  of  July  he  had  opened 


up  a  waggon  track  to  tlie  Tuli  river,  and 
the  first  section  of  the  road  to  Mashuna- 
land— a  section  of  some  fifty  miles  long — 
lay  open.  Before  Selous  r^umed  to 
Madoutsie  he  collected  information  as  to 
his  next  section,  planned  It  all  out  in  his 
mind,  arranging  It  to  Matipi's,  and  from 
thence  to  Ghibi's,  and  from  Ghibi's  on  to 
the  Mashunaland  plateau.  This  last  sec- 
tion was  the  only  one  which  he  feared 
would  be  troublesome.  Once  on  the 
plateau  the  whole  country  was  familiar 
to  Selous,  and  the  difficulties  would  be 
passed. 

Towards  the  end  of  June  the  forces  were 
inspected,  and  a  start  was  made.    The 
expedition  was  met  by  messengers  from 
Lo  Bengula,  saying  that  there  was  no  road 
round  MatabiliLmd,  and  that  he  would  not 
have  one  made.    To  this  message  fitting 
answers  were  made,  but  the  effect  on  the 
coloured  boys  attached  to  the  expedition 
was  exceedinffly  bad,  desertions  becoming 
numerous,  and  had  it  not  been  for  Khama 
coming  to  their  assistance,  not  a  coloured 
boy  would  have  crossed  to  TnU.    Khama 
sent  a  contingent  of  two  hundred  men 
under  the  command  of  his  brother  Radi- 
EladL    These  being  mostiy  mounted  were 
divided  by  Selous  mto  sections,  and  used 
as  scouts.    As  soon  as  Lo  Bengula's  mes- 
sengers had  started  back,  a  start  was  made 
upon  the  second  section  of  road-making, 
for  time  was  precious,  Selous  calculating 
that  if  Lo  Bengula  determined  to  attack  it 
would  take  him  twenty-five  days  to  collect 
his  forces  and  reach  the  expedition,  and  in 
twenty-five  days,  by  good  worUng,  he 
knew  he  could  get  through  the  low  and 
thickly-wooded  country.    At  the  banka  of 
the  Umshabetsi, .  Selous  received  orders 
from  Golonel    Pennefather,   who  was  in 
command,  that  the  road-making  party  were 
not  to  advance  until  the  main  body  came  op. 
Upon  the  main  body  coming  up  a  fresh  start 
was  made,  and  as  the  whole  column  of  over 
eighty  waggons  straggled  out  to  a  length  of 
over  two  miles,  it  was  resolved  to  cut  from 
here  two  pi»allel  roads.    On  tho^  first  of 
August  the Luntiriverwas reached,  and  from 
here  Selous  was  without  the  aid  of  natives  to 
help  him  in  his  duties  as  guide,  so  he  asked 
leave    to    be   allowed   to  go  ahead  and 
examine  the  country  for  himself.    This  he 
did,  with  Lieutenant  Nicholson,  a  young 
Transvaaler,  a  Hottentot  boy,  and  one  of 
Ehama's  mounted  scouts.    What  he  par- 
ticularly wanted  to  find  was  a  way  acrooa 
a  line  of  hills  which  lay  some  way  in  front 
immediately  before  the  plateau  of  Mashuna- 


MMBIW 


Chaf leB  IHokexu?,) 


A  NEW  COLONF. 


[October  23, 1898.]      427 


land,  when  by  chanee  he  f  onnd  an  easy 
pa89,  whieh  he  named  <*  Providential  Pass." 
The  name  wai  af  torwardB  changed  by  new- 
oomen,  who  did  not  know  what  a  load  Its 
diaoovery  had  lifted  from  Seloas's  mind.  On 
his  return tothecampastart  waiimmediately 
made,  and  on  the  tfairteentii  of  Aagast  **the 
whole  expedition  camped  close  to  the  head 
of  Providential  Pass,  and  on  the  foUo^dlng 
day  trekked  on  to  the  open  country.  Here 
Foit  Victoria  was  established,  bat  has 
since  been  abandoned;  the  township  of 
Victoria— the  site  of  which  I  myself 
selected — ^having  been  laid  ont  on  the  high 
groond  between  the  Umchegi  and  Um- 
shagashi  rivers."  Jast  before  the  expedi- 
tion reached  Fort  Victoria  an  intimation 
was  received  from  Lo  Bengals,  ordering 
the  leader  to  tarn  back  '<  imless  he  tiioaght 
himself  strong  enoagh  to  go  on."  Seloas 
thinks  that  the  King  thoaght  that  the  ex- 
pedition was  still  at  Tali,  and  that  when  he 
f  oand  oat  that  they  had  actaally  reached  the 
open  coantry  he  knew  that  his  opportunity 
was  past.  He  gives  his  opinion  thus :  "I 
have  heard  it  stated  that  it  was  only  the 
extreme  friendlinoBS  of  Lo  Bingala  and  the 
Matabili  people  that  made  the  expedition 
to  Mashanaland  possible.  That  is  not  my 
view.  We  cut  tiie  road  to  Mashanaland 
in  defiance  of  them,  and  oar  advance  woald 
most  certainly  have  been  resisted  bat  for 
two  chrcamstances.  The  first  was  the  fact 
that  daring  the  progress  of  tiie  expedition 
a  well-eqaipped  force  of  five  hundred 
mounted  men  of  the  Bechwana  Border 
Police  were  encamped  on  the  south-western 
border  of  Matabililand,  and  the  second,  that 
after  the  expedition  crossed  the  Tali,  and 
until  it  reached  the  plateau  of  Mashuna- 
land,  Lo  Bengula  and  his  people  never 
knew  where  we  were."  On  the  first  of 
September  the  source  of  the  Umgezi, 
where  Fort  Charter  was  established,  was 
reached,  and  on  the  eleventh  of  September, 
1890,  tlie  British  fl^was  raised  at  Fort 
Salisbury  on  Mount  Hampden. 

Next  the  British  South  African  Company 
set  to  work  to  cc3upy  Manica,  to  which 
thePortuguese  putforthclaims,  whichSelous 
considers  to  be  of  the  most  shadowy  kind. 
A  treaty  was  made  with  the  chief  Umtasa 
by  which  possession  was  taken  of  a  large 
tract  of  very  valuable  auriferous  country. 
For  three  months  afterwards  Selous  was 
travelling  about  the  southern  and  eastern 
districts  of  Mashunaland,concludingtreaties 
with  all  the  principal  native  chiefs  in  those 
districts.  On  the  twenty-seventh  of  Novem- 
ber hereachedFort  Salisbury,  and  setto  work 


to  write  a  description  of  the  expedition 
for  the  **  Graphic,"  .wtiich  was,  however, 
lost  In  the  following  manner.  A  weekly 
mail  was  established  from  Salisbury  to 
Tuli,  a  light  mail-bag  being  carried  over 
the  four  hundred  miles  by  relays  of  men 
and  horses.  The  mail-bag  which  left  on 
the  eighteenth  of  December  bore  amongst 
the  letters  Selous's  supplement  for  the 
*<  Graphic."  The  man  in  charge,  Thomas 
by  name,  rode  one  horse,  leading  another 
on  whibh  was  the  mail-bag.  After  pro- 
ceeding some  way  in  the  dark  the  two 
horses  commenced  to  snort  and  plunge^ 
and  then  galloped  forward.  Thomal 
knew  there  was  a  lion  behind.  The  lion 
gained  ra^^dly,  sprang  up,  and  seized 
Thomas's  horse,  throwing  the  rider  from  the 
saddle.  The  lion  lost  his  hold  and  the 
horse  galloped  off,  Thomas  taking  refuge 
in  a  tree.  He  was  rescued  the  next 
morning,  and  the  horses  turned  up  at  the 
next  post  station,  but  minus  the  post-bag, 
wliich  was  not  picked  up  until  four  months 
later. 

For  a  year  Selous  continued  working 
for  the  British  South  African  Oompanyi 
and  in  October  of  1892  left  for  the  Cupe 
on  his  way  to  England.  Smce  the  recent 
troubles  with  the  Matabili  he  has  again 
proceeded  to  Mashunaland,  to  again  take 
his  place  amongst  the  colonists.  What 
will  be  the  result  of  this  disturbance  it 
would  be  impossible  to  predict,  but  events 
are  likely  to  march  rapidly,  and  perhaps, 
even  before  this  Is  published,  something 
definite  will  have  happened. 

As  will  be  gathered  from  some  few 
references  in  the  course  of  these  articles, 
Selous  has  the  highest  opinion  of  the 
suitability  of  Mashunaland  for  colonisation, 
and  of  its  richness  in  gold,  and  he  devotes 
two  chapters  of  his  book  to  a  history  and 
description  of  Mashunaland  and  its  people^ 

To  begin  with,  *<Mashuna"  covers  a 
considerable  number  of  tribes,  and  there  is 
some  uncertainty  as  to  how  many  may  really 
be  classed  under  the  term  of  Mashuna^ 
also  as  to  the  actual  extent  of  territory 
which  ought  to  be  called  Mashunaland. 
But  whoever  they  are,  or  where  they  came 
from,  they  seem  to  be  much  the  same  as 
they  were  three  centuries  ago,  when  the 
Portuguese  first  set  foot  in  that  part  of  the 
world.  There  are  remains  of  rude  stone 
buUdings,  and  ample  signs  of  a  large  gold" 
dust  crushing  industry — some  of  the  shafts 
found  being  as  much  as  one  hundred  and 
twenty  feet  deep — which  Selous  thinks 
was  carried  on  up  to  a  very  recent  period. 
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His  idea  is  that  the  early  Zola  migrationa 
northirardt,  with  the  maasacrea  attendant 
therenpon,  stopped  the  Mashanas.  The  wall- 
ing in  of  towns  has  ceased,  and  this  Salons 
pats  down  to  tiie  same  reason,  arguing  that 
the  Mashunas  findhg  the  walls,  which 
protected  them  from  less  warlike  tribes,  no 
nae  against  the  fierce  Zolns,  abandoned  them 
and  fled  whenever  they  heard  of  their 
approach.  This  is  a  description  of  a  walled 
city.  *•  First  there  was  a  hill  on  which 
were  bnilt  several  concentric  wall?,  and 
the  stone  fonndations  of  round  huts,  the 
whole  being  surrounded  by  a  moat.  A 
little  further  on  there  was  a  small  kopje, 
composed  of  a  few  large  blocks  of  granite, 
some  of  which  were  piled  up  in  the  centre 
in  the  form  of  a  tower.  The  whole  of  the 
kopje  was  enclosed  by  a  very  well-built 
wall  of  about  two  hundred  yards  in  circum- 
ference, eight  feet  in  thickness,  and  ten 
feet  in  height  .  .  .  Through  this  wall 
there  were  four  entrances,  apertures  about 
four  feet  in  height  and  two  and  a  half  feet 
In  breadth.  The  apertures  were  let  into  the 
base  of  the  wall,  and  were  roofed  over  with 
large  flat  slabs  of  granite.  Inside  this  wall 
were  the  foundations  of  numerous  round 
buildings.  These  foundations  were  all  very 
well  biUlt  of  doaely-fitted  pieces  of  square 
granite,  and  were  about  eighteen  inches 
in  depth.  The  huts  that  were  built  upon 
them  must  have  been  at  least  four  times 
the  size  of  the  huts  used  by  the  natives  at 
the  present  day.''  These  stoneworks,  Selous 
condders,  must  have  been  the  work  of  the 
aborigines,  who  were  spoilt  by  the  fusion 
of  a  small  number  of  traders  and  merchuits 
who  were  themselves  in  a  low  state  of 
civilisation. 

It  was  in  1806  that  the  Zcilu  raids 
commenced,  and  this  eventually  almost 
depopulated  the  plateau  of  Maahunaland, 
which  certainly  made  room  for  European 
colonists.  Almost  the  whole  of  Maahuna- 
land lies  at  an  altitude  of  over  three 
thousand  feet  above  the  sea,  and  possesses 
a  temperate  climate.  "It  has  already 
been  proved  that  European  women  and 
children  enjoy  ezceUent  health  all  over 
the  plateau  of  South- Eastern  Africa, 
whether  in  Matabililand,  Mashunaland,  or 
Manica.  In  fact,  these  are  emphatically 
countries  that  will  rear  a  strong  and  hardy 
race  of  men — such  men  as  are  the  descen- 
dants of  the  English  and  Scottish  colonists 
of  the  Gape  Colony,  or  the  burly  Boers  of 
the  Transvaal."  He  goes  on  to  tell  us 
something  about  the  developement  of  the 
country  after    the    occupation:    *' Before 


I  left  the  country  in  August,  1892,  Salis- 
bury had  already  been  in  telegraphic 
communication  with  the  rest  of  the  world 
for  some  months.  The  townshlpe  had 
been  laid  out,  In  which  building  sites, 
sold  by  auction,  July,  1892,  reaUwd  the 
sum  of  ten  thousand  pounds.  ...  In  two 
of  these  townships,  Salisbury  and  Victoria, 
many  'substantial  brick  buildings  had 
already  been  put  up,  and  I  hear  that 
building  is  going  on  In  Umtali  as  well.  • . . 
Much  of  the  land  had  been  taken  up 
by  farmers,  and  it  had  already  been  proved 
that  wheat,  oats,  barley,  and  all  kmds  of 
vegetables  could  be  grown  with  great 
facUity." 

In  addition  to  this  Selous  haa  a  great 
belief  in  Mashunaland  as  a  gold  country. 
From  time  immemorial  it  has  been  a  gold- 
bearing  country,  and  Selous  thinks  that 
before  the  end  of  the  century  Mashuna- 
land will  take  a  high  place  among  the 
gold  -  producing  countries  of  the  world. 
As  to  the  administration  Selous  says  but 
a  few  words,  but  In  those  few  words  pays 
a  very  high  compliment  to  Dr.  Jameson. 
''He  was  the  man  for  the  position.  No 
other,  taken  all  round,  could  have  been 
quite  what  Dr.  Jameson  has  been  as  ad- 
ministrator of  Mashunaland  in  its  early 
days.'' 

Such,  then,  is  the  atory  of  Maahunaland, 
such  Is  Mashunaland  Itself,  as  described 
by  one  intimate  with  It  In  every  respect. 
It  surely  sounds  as  a  place  expressly  con- 
structed for  colonisation  uid  progress. 
How  the  experiment  will  work  out  remains 
to  be  seen.  It  has  its  drawbacks  In  hostile 
natives  on  one  border,  and  in  the  difficulties 
of  transport,  but  this  latter  is  to  be  over- 
come by  a  railway,  and  then  we  shall  soon 
see  whether  Mashunaland  will  justify  the 
fair  promieea  made  for  her. 

The  rest  of  the  book  Is  devoted  to  hunt- 
ing reminiscences,  very  similar  to  the 
hunting  stories  we  gave  last  week,  and  a 
story  of  a  curious  accident  which  happened 
to  Selous  shall  conclude  this  paper. 
He  was  out  after  elands,  and  having  lost 
sight  of  the  animal  he  was  after,  turned 
suddenly  round  in  his  saddle,  and  received  a  | 
fearful  blow  In  his  eye  from  a  branch  of  a  | 
tree,  which  half  stunned  him.  Putting  his 
hand  to  his  eye  he  found  It  bleeding  pro- 
fusely, and  returned  to  camp,  where  there 
were  several  Europeans,  but  Selous  was 
too  bad  for  them  to  doctor,  and  boys  were 
sent  to  summon  a  Dr.  Crook  who  was 
hunting  with  Mr.  J.  S.  Jameson,  a  day's 
journey  to  the  north.     "  Well,  Dr.  Grook 
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doctored  me  up  'Becnnduin  aitem,'  and 
the  wound  in  the  coiner  of  my  eye  healed 
up.    It  was,  however,  more  than  a  month 
before  I  could  see  properly  with  my  right 
eye.     From   time   to   time   the    wound 
opened  and  then  healed  up  again,  but  the 
doctor  could  find  no  dead  bone  in   it. 
Time  went  on,  and  early  the  following 
year  I  returned  to   England,    and   one 
fine  morning   was    walking  down  Bond 
Street  with  Mr.  Eowland  Ward,  the  well- 
known  naturalfat  of   Piccadilly,  when  I 
began  to  sneeze,  and  he  accused  me  of 
havbg  a  cold.     I  denied  the  soft  impeach- 
ment^ and  presently  felt  something  come 
down  one  of  the  ducts  into  the  back  of  my 
mouth  and  spat  it  into  my  hand,  and  there 
was  a  piece  of  hard  African  wood,  the 
end  of  the  branch  which,  eight  months 
previously,  had  struck  me  in  the  eye  on 
the  bank  of  the  Landaza  river  in  Mashuna- 
land,  and,  having  passed  right  through  the 
bone  with  the  force  of  the  blow,  had  lain 
perdu  in  my  head  all  that  time,  till  at  last* 
having  got  into  one  of  the  ducts  at  the 
back  of  the  nose,  it  had  passed  down  into 
my  mouth.    This  piece  of  wood  was  not 
a  splinter,  but  a  solid  bit  of  hard  wood, 
quite  three-quarters  of  an  inch  long,  and 
of  a  very  ccmsiderable  thickness." 

It  will  be  gathered,  no  doubts  from  the 
foregofaig,  that  the  book  is  well  worth 
reading,  both  for  the  stories  it  contains 
imd  for  the  history  of  the  British  occupa- 
tion of  a  large  territory.  Beadera  will  not 
be  disappointed,  though  they  will  probably 
long  for  a  better  map,  the  one  bound  up 
witii  the  book  being  utterly  unworthy  of 
the  printing,  paper,  and  illustrations. 
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CHAPTER  VH. 

Whbn  Zenobia  returned  home  half  an 
hour  later,  the  servant  who  adnoitted  her 
said  mysteriously  : 

"  There's  a  gentleman  here,  miss,  waiting 
to  see  you,  and  I  don't  know  if  I've  done 
right,  but  I've  shown  him  into  the  draw- 
ing-room." 

Zenobia  grew  very  white,  and  her  heart 
sank  very  low  indeed. 

"  A  gentleman  %  Who  is  he  1 "  she  asked, 
and  her  voice  shook  strangely. 

"  He  wouldn't  give  any  name,  miss,  and 
he  wouldn't  take  any  refusal.    I  told  him 


my  mistress  was  out,  and  wouldn't  be  back 
till  late,  but  he  said  it  was  you  he  wanted 
— <  Mifis  Zenobia,'  he  called  you,  miss— and 
he  wasn't  in  any  hurry,  and  he  would  wait 
till  you  came  in.  So  what  could  I  do, 
misp,  and  he  speaking  like  a  gentleman  I— 
though  I  shouldn't  have  called  him  any- 
thing but  a  person  to  look  at,  and  he  not 
even  in  a  high  hat !  Will  you  see  hfan, 
mifis?" 

'I  must^  I  suppose — ^yes,  I  will  see 
him." 

Very  slowl>  Zenobia  ascended  the  stair?, 
feeling  far  more  inclined  to  run  away — 
back  to  her  friends,  and  the  cheerful 
security  of  Cecil's  pleasant  sitting-room. 
But  pride  and  common  sense  prevailed,  and 
she  went  steadUy  on,  though  her  knees 
seemed  giving  way  under  her,  and  her 
head  felt  giddy  and  confused.  She  paused 
for  one  moment  outside  the  door,  her 
trembling  fingers  on  the  handle  ;  then  she 
threw  it  open  resolutely,  and  entered. 

One  glance  confirmed  her  fears.  The 
man  she  dreaded  to  see  was  standing  on 
the  hearthrug,  looking  at  her  composedly, 
with  a  quiet  smile  on  his  worn  face  that 
testified  to  his  keen  appreciation  of  all  the 
peculiarities  of.  the  situation. 

*'  You  wished  to  see  me  t "  Zenobia  said 
coldly,  as  she  paused  on  the  threshold,  her 
head  held  higher  than  usual  because  of  the 
humilia^on  of  spirit  that  seemed  about  to 
overwhelm  her. 

"  I  did,  my  dear,  and  I  da  I  fear  the 
wish  is  not  mutual,  but  that,  I  must  con- 
fess, is  my  fault  as  well  as  my  misfortune. 
I  have  neglected  my  duties  too  long  to 
expeot^mything  else." 

"  What  do  you  wish  to  say  to  me  t" 

"A  great  deid;  but  first" — ^he  walked 
over  to  the  door  and  closed  it  carefully — 
*'  there  is  no  occasion  to  take  the  servants 
into  our  confidence,  is  there  t  Of  course, 
if  you  prefer  thAt  they  should  hear  all  our 
private  affairs " 

"  *  Our  private  affairs '  f "  she  repeated. 
"By  what  right  do  you  speak  to  me  sol 
Oh,  I  remember  what  yon  said  that 
evening  1  I  am  not  likely  to  have  for- 
gotten it  1  But  if  it  is  so,  if  you  really 
are — ^whatyou  said,  why  liave  I  not  known 
it  before)" 

"  Tou'd  better  akk  the  Brabonrnes  that," 
he  said  drily.  "As  I've  been  out  of  the 
country  since  you  were  a  year  old,  I  can 
really  give  you  no  information  on  the 
subject" 

"  Your  very  name  is  strange  to  me,"  she 
went  on  restlessly.     "I  know  nothing  of 
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Herbert  LovelL    My  father's  name  was 
Brabonme." 

'I  Your  mother's  name  was,"  he  cor- 
rected her  quickly.  '*Hbir  like  her  yon  are, 
chQd,  as  yoa  stand  there  I  I  knev  yoa 
from  the  likeness  the  first  moment  I  set 
eyes  on  yoa ;  though  yon've  a  look  of  the 
LoveUs,  toa  And  have  they  really  kept 
yon  so  completely  in  the  dark  as  all  that) 
Upon  my  sonl,  it  was  too  bad  of  Bra- 
bonmel" 

He  spoke  with  some  vehemencCi  and 
more  feeUng  than  he  had  hitherto  shown, 
and  Zmom  could  no  longer  doubt  that 
his  startling  assertion  was  trua  Did  she 
not  herself  recognise  that  "look  of  the 
Lovells  "  of  which  he  spoke  % 

"I  never  heard  your  name  till  that 
evening,  I  have  always  been  called 
Zenobia  Braboume,  and  no  one  ever  told 
me  you  still  Uved.  Why  was  this  f "  she 
askeid,  fixing  her  grave  eyes  upon  him 
searchibgly. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  a 
deprecating  gesture  that  had  something  of 
mockery  in  it,  and  smiled. 

"What  would  you  have,  Z^nobiat  I 
was  an  unlucky  man,  and  necessity  had 
taught  me  strange  lessons.  I  tried  to 
make  a  career  for  myself  in  several  ways 
that  were  not  exactly  in  accordance  with 
the  Braboume  traditions.  Do  you  wonder 
that  I  offended  the  Slowton  susceptibilities, 
and  did  not  altogether  conform  to  the 
provincial  standard  of  respectability  t  Do 
I  look  quite  up  to  that  standard  now  t " 

Zenobia  could  not  honestly  say  that  he 
did,  but  she  felt  that  it  would  scarcehr  be 
respectfiil  to  tell  him  so.  She  remained 
silent,  therefore;  and  waited  to  hear  what 
more  he  had  to  say. 

They  were  a  strange  contrast,  this  fatlier 
and  daughter,  as  they  stood  thus  con- 
fronting each  other  in  Mrs.  Braboume's 
richly  decorated  drawing-room;  and  the 
contrast  was  all  the  stronger  for  the  un- 
deniable likeness  between  them.  Zenobia's 
tall,  slight  figure,  with  its  unmistakeable 
air  of  dutinotion ;  her  proudly  poised  head, 
and  lovely,  delicately  cut  features,  were 
well  set  off  by  the  admirable  simplicity  of 
the  dress  she  wore,  and  harmonised  well 
with  the  elegance  and  luxury  of  the  room ; 
she  was  in  daracter  with  her  surroundings, 
and  they  made  a  fitting  background  ror 
her  stately  and  lily-like  loveliness. 

There  was  no  stateliness  in  the  father's 
figure,  no  dignity  in  his  manner,  for 
though  he  was  of  medium  height,  and 
carried  himself  fairly  well,  he  was  too 


restless  and  quick  in  his  movements  for 
either  one  or  the  other.  His  clothes 
were  hopelessly  shabby,  and  looked  as 
though  they  had  never  been  good  in  their 
best  days ;  his  collar  was  frayed,  and  not 
so  clean  as  it  might  have  been;  and 
altogether  he  must  strike  the  most  easual 
observer  as  a  man  who  had  been  acquainted 
with  the  seamy  side  of  life  so  long  that  he 
had  forgotten  any  other.  Such  as  he  was, 
however,  he  did  not  seem  at  all  sensitive  as 
to  what  his  daughter  might  think  of  him ; 
though  he  was  far  too  shrewd  not  to 
divine  the  true  reason  of  her  silence. 

''Your  silence  is  eloquent,  Zenobia," 
he  said,  with  a  smile  that  had  a  good  deal 
of  quiet  humour,  in  it  **  Vm  not  up  to 
the  Slowton  standard  evidently,  even  in 
your  partial  eyes.  Partial  1  I  don't  think 
Martha  Braboume  herself  would  regard 
me  with  eyes  of  such  grave  disapproval. 
Yon  are  not  pleased  to  see  me,  and  really 
I  don't  wonder  at  it  But  come  and  sit 
down,  child,  and  let  us  talk  over  the 
position  comfortably.  After  all,  itfs  got 
to  be  faced  somehow." 

Of  this  Z  mobia  felt  bitterly  conscious ; 
but  her  conviction  of  tiie  necessity  was  far 
from  reconciling  lier  to  it  She  remembered 
with  a  sinking  heart  his  strong  prejudice 
against  Mr.  Devondale,  and  his  emphatie 
"He  shall  teach  you  no  lessons,  girl!" 
Would  he  insist  upon  it  t  Had  he  the 
right  to  do  so  after  the  long  years  of 
neglect,  after  leaving  her  so  completely  to 
the  Braboumes'  care  t 

She  sat  down  in  her  aunt's  straight- 
backed  easy-chair  without  a  word;  she 
felt  that  die  could  not  speak.  What, 
indeed,  was  there  to  say  t  She  did  not 
as  yet  know  what  the  poeition  was,  so  was 
quite  unprepared  to  talk  it  over,  whether 
comfortably  or  uncomfortably. 

Her  silence  disconcerted  her  father  a 
little,  had  die  only  Imown  it ;  a  silent  woman 
was  a  new  thing  in  faJs  experience,  and  he 
didn't  quite  know  what  to  make  of  her. 
He  was  fully  aware  that  much  that  he  was 
about  to  say  would  be  unpleasant^  and  he 
felt  that  it  would  be  far  easier  to  sav  it  in 
the  heat  of  argument;  but  how  to  do  this 
when  she  met  all  he  said  with  such  absolute, 
such  uncompromising  silence  t 

"Have  vou  seen  anything  more  of 
Devondde  lately  t " 

He  put  the  question  abruptlyi  but 
Zenobia's  thoughts  were  too  full  of  the 
young  tutor,  and  her  father's  prejudice 
agaiiut  Um,  for  it  to  take  her  by  surprise. 

''  Yesy"  she  replied  quietly,  and  she  raised 
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her  eyes  for  a  moment  to  his  face.  It 
was  an  inflcrntable  look,  and  tanght  him 
nothing. 

'*  Ton  have  t  I  might  have  known  it. 
Devondale  was  never  the  man  to  let  such 
a  chanee  slip.  Have  yon  seen  mueh  of 
himf" 

(I  Yes  *  a  flnreat  deal " 

**  Ah  \  Well,  I  shall  pat  a  stop  to  all 
that  now.  I  should  have  done  it  before, 
bat  that  very  evening  I  saw  yoa  I  had  to 
go  to  London  on  important  baainess,  and 
I  only  returned  to-day.  Ddvondale  seems 
to  have  made  the  most  of  the  time,  con- 
f  oand  him  1 " 

<<Why  do  yon  wish  to  put  a  stop  to 
my  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Devondale  T' 
Z^nobia  asked,  with  her  osual  simple 
directness  of  purpose. 

*'Bdcanse  he  isn't  fit  for  you  to  know, 
and  I  hate  him.'' 

"That  you  hate  him,  yes."  Z^nobia 
did  not  think  the  worse  of  him  for  that,  it 
was  quite  evident.  Why  should  shot 
Her  father,  as  he  had  himself  told  her, 
had  offended  the  Slowton  susceptibilities, 
and  fallen  short  of  the  provincial  standard 
of  respectability.  Was  he,  then,  capable  of 
judging  who  was,  or  was  not,  fit  for  her  to 
know  t    She  was  inclined  to  doubt  it. 

She  looked  at  the  man  beforo  her,  with 
his  indescribable  air  of  shiftiness  and  de- 
gradation, and  compared  him  mentally 
with  Francis  Devondale,  whose  manly 
bearing  and  frank  blue  eyes  seemed  to 
give  the  lie  to  that  charge  of  unfitness. 
Oh,  It  must  be  false :  she  did  not  credit  it 
for  a  moment;  and  there  was  a  proud 
smile  on  her  lips  as  she  said  quietly: 
"Yon  say  he  is  not  fit  for  me  to  know, 
but  I  know  him  pretty  well  already; 
better,  perhaps,  than  you  do.  Mr.  Pazton 
trusts  his  son  to  him,  and " 

"So  I  am  to  tiust  my  daughter,  I 
suppose?  Bat  Just  because  this  Pazton 
is  a  fool,  I  must  be  doubly  careful" 

"Mr.  Pazton  is  very  careftd  where 
Cecil  is  concerned,  and  his  standard  of 
respectabUity  is  a  very  high  one." 

"He's  been  taken  in,  then,  that's  all; 
and  I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  en- 
lighten him  as  to  the  resl  character  of  the 
man  he  trusts;  him,  and  all  the  other 
good  people  of  Slowton.  You  may  know 
Frank  Devondale,  but  not  as  I  know  him. 
You  looked  at  me  with  grave  eyes  of  dis- 
approval just  now,  but  I  tell  you  my  life 
has  been — well,  not  white  ezactly,  but 
grey,  passable  grey,  compared  to  the 
blackness  of  his.    He's  the  most  unmiti- 


gated scamp  even  I  have  ever  met^  and 
my  ezperience  has  been  tolerably  eztensive 
and  tolerably  shady." 

He  spoke  earnestly  enough,  and  ap- 
parently with  all  sincerity;  and  Zanoma 
Ustoned,  and  wondered  more  and  more 
Surely,  surely  he  was  talking  at  random, 
or  laoouring  under  some  eztraordinary 
delusion  1  That  his  words  could  really  be 
true,  and  Mr.  Devondale  deserve  all  the 
horrible  things  he  said  of  him,  Z^nobia 
did  not  believe  for  a  single  instant;  and 
yet  how  coald  she  disprove  them  t 

"  I  cannot  believe  it.  Oh,  I  am  sure 
there  is  some  mistake  1"  she  ezdaimed. 
"  If  you  had  seen  him  as  I  have,  when 
Gecil  is  ill,  looking  aftor  the  boy  Tvith  all 
a  woman's  tenderness,  never  impatient, 
never  out  of  temper;  if  you  had  heard 
the  bright,  manly  way  he  talks  to  him, 
and  mMes  him  take  interest  in  eztemal 
things  till  he  forgets  his  own  sufferings 
— oh,  if  you  had  seen  and  heard  all  this 
as  I  have,  you  would  know  that  your 
charge  is  impossible — as  I  do." 

"What  you  say  merely  convinces  me 
that  he's  tiie  same  Frmk  Devondale  he 
always  was,"  Mr.  Lovell  said  moodily. 
"  I'm  sorry  you've  seen  so  much  of  him, 
child ;  but  you'll  have  to  know  the  truth, 
sooner  or  later.  Believe  it  or  not  now ; 
I  don't  ezpect  you  to  take  my  word  for  it, 
but  know  that  I  can  prove  every  word  I 
have  said." 

"  I  am  sore  he  can  disprove  it,  then ; 
and  I  wait  confidently  till  you  give  him 
the  opportunity  of  doing  sa" 

"  He  shall  have  that  fast  enough.  See 
here,  Zenobia ;  I  cannot  understand  how 
your  aunt  allows  you  to  associate  with  an 
opera-singer,  even  if  she  knows  nothing 
worse  against  him." 

"An  opera-singer t "  she  repeated; 
but  more,  as  it  seemed,  in  wonder  than  in 
horror. 

"Yes;  an  opera-singer.  Slowton  is 
not  so  strait-laced  as  it  used  to  be, 
or  he  would  never  have  been  tolerated 
here  at  all.  Bat  I  suppose  he  has  kept 
that  little  fact  dark  f " 

"  He  sings  very  beautifully." 

"Yes,  he  mfsht  have  made  a  good 
thing  of  it  if  he'd  had  the  sense  to  keep 
quiet  You  don't  believe  me,  Zenobia; 
but  just  ask  him  nezt  time  you  meet 
if  he  remembers  Herbert  LoveU,  and  the 
scratoh  company  that  went  starring  in  the 
States.  Then  you'll  be  able  to  judge  for 
yourself." 

"I  shall  ask  him  nothing.    I  am  no 
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•py,  and  I  can  tnut  him/'  she  said  in- 
dignantly. 

'  Still,  it  might  be  only  kind  to  warn 
him.  If  he  knew  an  old  friend  was  near, 
he  might  like  to  beat  a  retreat  while  there 
was  sUll  time.  Upon  my  sonl,  Zenobia,  I 
speak  in  his  interest  sLnee  yon  seem  to  take 
it  so  to  heart." 

"And  I  oonld  not  insnlt  him  by 
supposing  each  a  thing  possible;  I 
oonld  not  insult  him  by  '  warning '  him, 
as  you  call  it,  just  as  though  I  be- 
lieved your  presenoe  here  could  really 
injure  him.  You  must  act  as  you 
see  fit,  but  I  will  not  be  your  accomplice ; 
nOy  not  though  you  gave  me  ten  thousand 
reasons  for  it,  and  all  'in  his  interest.' 
There  is  a  mistake  somewhere,  I'm  sure 
— lU  indeed,  you  say  these  things  in  good 
faith." 

"  There's  no  mistake ;  there's  no  room 
for  any.  I've  seen  him — in  the  dusk, 
certainly,  but  what  of  that  t  I've  heard 
him  fiiog.  No,  no,  Zenobia ;  my  case  is 
clear,  and  all  Slowton  shall  know  what 
manner  of  tutor  your  careful  Mr.  Paxton 
has  chosen  for  his  son.  I'll  give  you  till  this 
time  to-morrow  to  think  it  over;  and  if 
you  like  to  give  him  a  hint  in  the  mean- 
while, you  can.  He  has  injured  me  deeply, 
but  I'm  not  vindictive  —  out  of  reason. 
And  see  here,  girl ;  one  good  turn  deserves 
another.  I  give  him  this  much  grace,  and  in 
return  you'll  say  nothing  to  the  Braboumes 
about  my  visit  this  evening.  I  prefer  to 
take  them  by  surprise  at  my  own  time." 

'<I  will  say  nothing  till  this  time  to- 
morrow," Zenobia  replied,  after  a  moment'/i 


reflection.  "Longer  than  that  I  cannot 
keep  sQence  in  justice  to  my  uncle  and 
aunt,  who  are  all  the  father  and  mother  I 
have  ever  known." 

"That's  true,"  he  assented ;  *' and  more 
shame  for  me.  And  yet  it's  a  good  thing 
for  you,  too.  You  couldn't  have  grown 
up  half  so  well  under  my  fatherly  care. 
Well,  I  must  be  going  now.  Good-bye, 
Zenobia." 

She  roBC,  and  followed  him  to  the  door. 

"I  cannot  ask  you  to  stay  here,  for 
perhaps " 

"The  Braboumes  wouldn't  like  it 9 
Most  certainly  they  would  not ;  nor  would 
you!  I  quite  understand.  Should  yon 
think  so  badly  of  me,  child,  if  it  wasn^t 
for  that  confounded  Devondalet  Bat 
there,  it  isn't  fdr  to  ask.  Good  night — ^if  I 
haven't  spoilt  your  night  for  you,  as  I 
fear  I  havel" 

And  he  ran  down  the  stairs  withont 
waiting  for  any  reply,  and  in  another 
moment  the  hall-door  had  dosed  softly 
behind  him.  He  was  out  in  the  dark  street 
once  more,  and  Zenobia  was  alone. 

"  It  wasn't  fair  to  ask ;  no,"  he  thought, 
as  he  glanced  up  at  the  window  of  the 
room  wh^  he  had  left  her;  and  then 
across  the  road  to  that  other  window, 
whence  he  had  heard  the  well-remembered 
singing  of  the  man  he  hated  ring  ont 
into  the  evening  silenca  "  She's  a  high- 
spirited  girl,  and  we  should  never  have  hit 

it  off  well ;  still,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  him 

But  it's  too  late  now,  and  I've  one  more 
injury  to  avenge,  that's  alL" 

And  he  pass^  on  up  the  street. 


ITOTIOE!- 
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On  Wednesday,  the  15th  of  Nouembert  will  be  published, 
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HOME   NOTES 

AND 

ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Skeleton  Leaves— Those  who   wish 
to  prepare  skeleton  leares  will  find  the 
following  directions  nsefoL    Take  a  large 
saacepan  of  eold  water  and  a  piece  of 
scmbbing  soap,  about  foor  inches  sqaare, 
cat  into  small   pieces.     Gbther   mature 
leaveisi  seed-vessels,  etc.    Pat  some  soap 
into  the  water,  then  a  layer  of  leaves  one 
by  one ;  then  more  soap,  then  leaves,  and 
so  on.    Pat  on  a  lid,  set  the  pan  by  the 
side  of  a  fire,  and  let  it  simmer.    After  an 
hoar,  take  oat  a  few  leaves  and  try  them 
between  the  thamb  and  finger.    If  the 
palp   separates   readUy  from   the   fibre, 
ren^ve  them  from  the  fire ;  if  not,  let  the 
pan  remain.     Some  leaves,  sach  as  ivy, 
are  done  in  an  hoar  or  two ;  others  of  a 
toagher  fibre  take  half  a  day.    Now  lay  a 
leaf  dpon  a  plate,  ander  a  tap  of  running 
water,  andJbeat  it  with  sharp  strokes  with 
a  hard  brash — say  a    tooth-brash;    the 
green  matter  will  run  off  with  the  water. 
When  the  skeleton  is  quite  dean,  dry  it 
npon  blotting-paper.    To  bleach  the  speci- 
mens put  a  quarter  of  a  poand  of  chloride 
of  lime  into  a  large  bottle  of  water,  cork  it, 
and  let  it  stand  some  days.    Strain  it,  and 
mix  with  more  water  in  a  basin ;  immerse 
the   leaves,  etc.    Again  carefully  watch 
and  remove  them  as  soon  as  they  are  white, 
for  the  lime  quickly  renders  them  brittle 
and  rottea     Wash  again  in  pure  water 
and  dry  as  before.    As  the  stems  usually 
come  away  from  most  leaves,  it  is  well  to 
boil  several  stalks  separately,  and  after 
bleaching  to  mount  the  leaves  by  gumming 
them  to  the  stems. 

Clear  Lemon  Jellt. — One  ounce 
packet  of  Swinborne's  isinglass  or  gela- 
tine, six  ounces  loaf  sugar,  three  lemons, 
the  whites  and  shells  of  two  eggs,  one  quart 
of  water.  Soak  the  binglass,  or  gela- 
tine. In  half  a  pint  of  cold  water,  pour 
over  it  a  pint  and  a  half  of  boiUng 
water,  and  stir  till  dissolved;  put  it 
into  a  saucepan  with  six  ounces  of  loaf 
sugar,  the  peel  of  two  lemons,  and  the 
jaice  of  three.  Whisk  the  whites  and  shells 
of  two  eggs  with  a  wineglass  of  cold  water, 
and  stir  them  well  into  the  whole;  then 
boil  five  minutes  without  stirring ;  let  it 
stand  ten  minutes  near  the  fire,  and  then 
pass  through  a  jelly-bag  till  quite  clear. 
This  delicious  jelly  is  very  refreshing  in 
hot  weather,  is  easUy  made,  and,  requiring 
no  wine,  is  very  Inexpensive. 


For  Stings.— It  Is  most  important  at 
this  time  of  the  year,  and  with  so  much 
disease  in  the  air,  that  people  should  be 
careful  about  even  such  UtUe  matters  as 
mosquito  stings  and  the  bites  of  the 
ordinary  house  fly.  Insects  are  frequently 
the  carrierfl  of  diseacfe  from  one  person  to 
another.  Qaite  lately  a  theory  has  been 
started  that  flies  are  most  dangerous  and 
active  agents  In  spreading  diolera  germs, 
and  it  has  been  proved  to  the  satisfaction 
of  many  eminent  physicians  that  consump- 
tion is  often  propagated  by  the  lodging- 
house  bug.  It  behoves  us  tiieref ore  to  he 
careful  Fortunately,  just  as  we  are  be- 
ginning to  grasp  the  dangers  which 
surround  us  on  every  side,  and  beginning 
to  understand  that  every  letter  which  we 
receive  through  the  post  may  swarm  with 
disease  -  spreading  microbes,  that  the 
dangerous  germs  lie  easconced  in  the 
pages  of  the  books  we  take  out  from 
the  circulating  library,  infest  the  railway 
carriages,  lurk  In  our  very  clothes,  and 
swarm  In  the  air  we  Inhale,  then  comes 
the  knowledge  of  a  weapon  which  we  may 
safely  use  for  their  destruction  and  to 
mitigato  the  ravages  they  have  already 
committed.  This  Is  the  new  non-poisonous 
antiseptic  which  has  just  been  discovered, 
and  which  I  recommended  to  a  corre- 
spondent the  other  day  with  tte  best 
result.  Its  name  is  Izal,  and  it  la  the  very 
preventative  that  is  wanted. 

Filters  should  be  frequently  deansed, 
for  if  this  Is  neglected  the  various  im- 
purities which  they  extract  from  the  water 
which  passes  through  them  accumulate, 
until  they  are  a  source  of  far  greater 
danger  than  unfiltered  water  would 
be.  In  the  case  of  those  filters  which 
depend  for  their  efficacy  upon  a  lump 
of  charcoal,  the  latter  should  be  well 
boiled  once  a  week;  if  this  is  not 
done  it  collecte  animal  organisms  to  a 
considerable  extent.  Lamps  of  charcoal 
that  have  been  left  In  filters  for  some 
months,  have,  on  being  broken,  been  found 
to  contein  large  worms.  No  sort  of  filter 
that  cannot  be  thoroughly  cleansed  should 
be  used.  Experlmente  have  shown  that 
water  which  has  passed  through  dirty 
filters  is  many  tiiousand  times  more  impure 
than  the  same  water  unfiltered.  People 
too  often  think  that  if  they  buy  a  good 
filter  they  have  done  all  that  is  necessary 
towards  ensuring  the  purity  of  thehr  drink- 
ing water,  quite  ignoring  the  fact  that^ 
filters,  like  all  other  domestic  utensils,  must 
be  kept  dean. 


ALL  THE  TEAS  BOUND. 


ENQuntXR.— The  only  thing  yon  can 
do,  is  to  have  enrtaini  on  braas  rods  that 
will  draff,  and  eover  the  windows  at  night. 
Laoe  enrUtna  that  are  drawn  daOy  soon 
get  ontidy-looklng^  therefore  we  suggest 
that  yon  have  eretonne,  or  art  serge.  A 
pretty  poppy  pattern  eretonne  wonld  be 
niee  for  summer;  large  terra-ootta  poppies, 
with  green  foliage  on  a  cream  ground, 
would  look  well  with  your  furniture.  In 
wbter,  art  serge,  in  terra-eotta,  edged 
with  ball  fringe,  and  with  a  deep  tum-oTer 
beading  of  j^nsh,  would  be  warm  and 
senrioeaUe.  It  is  neyer  a  disadvantage  to 
have  the  earpet  smaller  than  the  room; 
have  the  edges  eut  level,  then  have  a  sur- 
round of  Japanese  or  Indian  matting.  Of 
oourse,  floorcloth  or  linoleum  surrounds 
may  be  washed  frequency,  and  are,  per- 
haps, better  if  the  room  is  very  much  used. 
Either  linoleum  or  good  floorcloth  will  last 
for  years  with  oare ;  they  should  be  well 
washed  once  a  week  with  warm  soap  and 
water  to  remove  dirt,  then  thoroughly  dried 
and  polished  with  beeswax  and  turpentine. 
With  daily  dusting  this  will  keep  them  in 
excellent  condition.  Unless  your  boards  are 
very  even  and  smooth,  we  do  not  recommend 
you  to  stain  and  varnish,  especially  by  the 
window,  for,  unless  the  staining  and  vaniish- 
ing  or  polisUns  is  well  done,  the  boards  look 
horrid,  especially  inaroom  thatis  much  used. 

SuNBUBN.— The  browning  of  the  skin 
was  described  by  the  French  savant, 
M.  Ohevreul,  as  a  kind  of  oxidation  ot  the 
skin  due  to  the  heat  of  the  sun  and  the 
stronff  air  of  tiie  sea,  etc.  He,  therefore, 
eonsidered  it  impossible  to  prevent  it 
entirely.  It  can  be  considerably  lessened 
by  a  few  precautions.  All  "  creams"  and 
similar  greasy  substances  should  be  spar- 
bgly  used ;  they  may  turn  rancid  in  the 
sun  and  produce  small  black  spots,  very 
difficult  to  get  rid  of.  A  littie  rice  powder 
on  the  face  is  a  good  thing,  but  ladies 
object  to  this  as  it  may  lead  to  unflattering 
opinions.  Wear  a  thick,  white  veil,  fastened 
veryjoosely  so  as  not  to  touch  the  face. 
Here  are  two  recipes  for  keeping  the  skin 
fab  which  are  worth  trying  on  account  of 
their  simplicity :  Wash  In  warm  water  in 
winter  and  cold  water  in  summer,  add  a 
few  drops  of  volatile  salts  to  the  water, 
and,  after  wiping,  use  a  little  powder  to 
dry  the  skin.  This  will  preserve  the  skin 
from  the  effects  of  sea  air.  The  other  is : 
Wash  the  face  occasionaUy  in  water  as  hot 
as  you  can  bear  it;  the  pores  of  the  skin 
are  opened  and  cleansed.  Then  rinse  imme- 
diately in  cold  water,  which  doses  the  pores. 


Paintino  on  Velvit. — ^For  pafaiting 
upon  velvet  use  the  best  moist  water- 
colours.  .  Velveteen  is  better  for  the  pur- 
pose tlian  silk  velvet,  as  it  is  shorter  in  the 
pDe,  and  therefore  better  adapted  to 
receive  wet  colours,  as  great  care  is 
required  to  prevent  the  pile  from  getting 
matted,  and  laid  flat  while  the  colours  are 
being  applied.  The  process  Is  as  follows : 
Pin  the  material  on  a  drawing-board, 
placing  a  piece  of  paper  between  it  and 
the  board.  Prick  the  outlines  of  the 
design  on  cartridge  paper,  and  pounce  it 
throuffh  the  holes  on  the  velvet  Paint  with 
**  scrub "  brushes  (made  of  bristies),  per- 
fectiy  round,  and  cut  even  at  the  ends. 
Three  brushes  suffice.  Mix  the  coloun 
with  veloutine,  a  medium  specially  used 
in  textile  painting.  Dip  the  scrub  In  and 
allow  It  to  drain,  so  that  It  shall  be  full  of 
colour  but  not  drippbe,  and  brush  the 
latter  on  the  velvet,  holding  the  brush  up- 
right. Let  the  colour  dry  before  adding 
any  touches  of  paint  upon  it  The  tinting 
should  be  from  light  to  dark — ^the  first 
coat  being  of  the  lightest  shades,  the 
second  the  medium  shades,  the  third  the 
darkest  Transparency  at  the  edges  of 
leaves  of  flowers  is  effected  by  not  bringing 
the  second  painting  quite  up  to  the  last 
touches  of  the  first  Minuteness  of  detail 
is  not  possible  of  attainment  in  vdvet 
painting.  The  effects  to  be  aimed  at  are 
depth,  softness,  and  richness.  Markings 
and  velnings  must  be  put  in  with  the  side 
of  the  scrub. 

Cake  of  Window  PuLNra— No  plant 
will  be  healthy  unless  its  leaves  are  kept 
free  from  dust;  hence  frequent  washing 
is  very  essential,  although  it  is  a  bad 
plan  to  wet  Uie  flowed  of  plants  when 
watering,  or  to  allow  drops  of  water 
to  stand  on  the  leaves  In  the  sun- 
sliine.  House  plants  are  often  kept  in 
the  same  pots  from  yearns  end  to 
year's  end,  and  therefore  are  obliged  to 
exist  In  exhausted  soil  and  an  unhealthy 
pot  If  re-potted  every  year  the  plants 
will  grow  well  and  look  healthy,  however 
old.  I  would  remind  my  readers,  though, 
that  a  fresh  pot  need  not  mean  a  bigger 
one,  for  where  blossom  4is  required  a  smaU 
pot  is  essential  Never  allow  water  to 
stand  in  the  saucers  unless  the  plants  are 
semi-aquatic.  Water  fulfils  a  two-fold 
function.  It  supplies  to  plants  food  or 
elements  to  fertility  contained  in  itself,  and 
converts  the  plant-food,-  or  nourishment 
of  the  soD,  Into  a  liquid  form,  so  that  it 
may  be  absorbed  by  the  roots. 
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OUKIOUSEXPKRIMENTS  ONCoKFULENCY. 

— A  Mr.  Ba88ell,  nathor  and  specialist  in 
obesity,  has  experimentally  tried  the  effect 
of  administering  large  doses,  to  moderately 
lean  persons,  of  his  well*  known  herbal  dis- 
oovery,  which  is  so  marvelloasly  effectaal 
in  reducing  snperflaons  fat,  with  the  result 
that  there  is  not  the  slightest  alteration  or 
dindnntion  of   weight  recorded,  thereby 
provfaig  conclasiyely  to  oar  minds  that  it 
is  only  the  unhealthy  adipose  waste  tissue 
which  is  destroyed,  for  after  dispensing  a 
few  fluid  ounces  of  his  remarkable  vegetable 
compounds  he  succeeds  in  destroying  the 
leased  fatty  mass  at  the  rate  of  from  21b. 
to  even  12lb.  in  seven  days.    There  can  be 
no  ambiguity  about  it,  for  any  person  can 
test  this  for  themselves  by  standing  on  a 
weighing-machine.     He  explains  that  all 
lean  persons  carry  a  certain  amount  of  fat 
neeessary  for  the  natural  production  of 
heat  in  the  body,  but  nature  has  only 
stored  up  her  requisite  stock  in  the  healthy 
system,  which  she  most  zealously  guards, 
and  thus  declines  to  part  with  an  ounce  to 
the  persuasion  of  Mr.  Russell's  vegetable 
tonic,  hoirever  immoderate  the  dose  may 
be,  whidi  testifies  abundantly  to  the  fact 
tiiat  it  is  only  a  chemical  solvent  of  in- 
salubrious adipose  tissue.      There  is  no 
doubt  that  the  inventor  of  the  composition 
must  have  possessed  a  profound  vegetal 
knowledge  in  selecting  this  simple   but 
peculiar  combination. 

Those  who  resort  to  the  pernicious  pro- 
ducts of  the  mineral  kingdom,  or  even  the 
deleterious  sections  of  the  vegetable  world, 
doubtless  can  decoct  something  powerful 
but  bjurious  in  its  action ;  such,  however, 
require  no  laudatory  commendation;  but 
Mr.  Bassell  (we  herewith  append  his 
address:  Wobum  House,  Store  Street, 
London,  W.O.,  the  author  of  **  Corpulency, 
and  the  Gare,''  price  six  stamps)  makes  no 
secret  of  the  simplicity  of  his  treatment, 
and  avers  that  the  decoction  can  be  drunk 
as  a  refreshing  summer  drink,  pleasant  to 
the  palate,  yet  having  sufficient  effect, 
although  perfectly  harmless,  to  remove 
generally  21b.  or  more  in  twenty-four 
hours.  We  think  stout  persons  would  do 
well  to  send  for  his  book,  which  can  be 
obtained  through  booksellers  or  at  the 
address  given  above. 

How  TO  Conceal  Obesity.— "  The 
stout  lady  is  always  asking  what  she  shall 
wear  in  order  that  she  may  appear  less 
bulky.  She  should  not  wear  tight-fitting 
tailor-made  suits ;  rosettes  should  never  be 
worn  at  her  belt,  either  at  the  back  or 


front;  no  lace  or  ribbon  Tuffs  abdut  the 
neck,  though  a  soft  feather  one  Is  per- 
missible if  it  have  long  ends.     A  short 
skirt  will  give  a  queer,  dumpy  look,  which 
is  particularly  undesirable.  The  hair  should 
never  be  low  on  her  neck ;  it  should  be 
high,  and  arranged  with  great  smoothness. 
Strings  of  beads  round  the  neck  are  pro- 
hibited, and  if  her  fingers  are  short  and  fat 
even  rings  should  not  be  worn.    After  all, 
this  Is  only  a  makeshift,  although  large 
sums  are  paid  by  fashionable  modistes  for 
artistic  designs  and  Mendings  in  order  to 
conceal  embonpoint.   What  seems  to  escape 
the  notice  of  the  stout  lady  Is  the  fact  that 
the  cost  of  the  trickery  with  the  dresses 
is  more  than  she  would  have  to  pay  for  a 
real  and  actual  reduction  of  weight.  Thanks 
to  modem  chemistry,  or  rather  botanical 
research,  it  is  not  unusual  for  a  stout  person 
to  lose  in  weight  71b.  in  a  week,  and  with 
a  rapid  return  to  perfect  health,  losing  that 
oppressive   feeling  which  troubles  stout 
persons.    As  much  as  41b.,  in  rare  cases, 
have  been  lost  in  twenty-four  hours.    A 
stout  lady,  due  to  attend  a  garden  party, 
say,  in  a  week's  time,  would  show  most 
perceptibly   that   she   had    reduced   her 
weight,  for  when  under  Mr.  Sussell's  treat- 
ment in  particular  the  medicine  first  attacks 
the  parts  which  are  most  prominently  obese, 
and  she  would  appear   considerably  .at- 
tenuated without  the  aid  of  the  dressmaker. 
Many  ladies  ruin  their  constitutions  by 
living  in  a  state  of  semi-starvation  to  keep 
their  weight  down.      There  is  not  the 
slightest  necessity,  for  Mr.  Sussell,  the 
author  of  the  well-known  work  ^'Corpulency, 
and  the  Cure,"  frequently  finds  that  the 
person  eats  more,  although  perhaps  losbg 
from  21b.  to  41b.  a  week;  and  the  decoction, 
which  is  absolutely  harmless,  is  a  most 
pleasant  refreshing  drink.    As  this  para- 
graph may  have  mterested  lady  readers, 
the  address  of  the  publishers  of  the  little 
book,  which  only  costs  six  stamps,  post 
free,  may  be  given  here.    I^  is  Bnssell, 
Woburn  House,  Store  Street,  London,  W.C, 
This  book  Is  most  Interesting  and  useful.'' 
—From  •'  Midland  Daily  Telegraph,"  Aug. 
12, 1893. 

"Sunday  Times"  says:  '^ Mr.  Bussell's 
aim  Is  to  eradicate,  to  cure  the  disease,  and 
that  his  treatment  is  the  true  one  seems 
beyond  all  doubt.  The  medicine  he  pre- 
scribes does  not  lower,  but  builds  up  and 
tones  the  system."  Book  (159  pages) 
with  recipe  and  notes  how  to  pleasantly 
and  rapidly  cure  Obesity,  post  free,  six 
stamps.  ' 
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Why  are  wk  not  all  Corpulent  1 — 
Thb  is  a  qaettion  we  find  answeied  by  the 
latest  Bpeeialist  in  oorpalency,  a  man  who, 
in  onr  opinion,  has  done  more  to  core  this 
distressing  incambrance  than  all  the  other 
so-called  adipose-therapentists  pat  together. 
We  have  Mr.  Bassell's  new  edition  before 
OS,  entitled,  "  Gorpoleney  and  the  Care," 
wherein  he  explains  that  many  men  ean 
eat  an  abundance  of  everything  and  yet 
appear  lean  and  hungry,  while  the  next 
unfortunate  cannot  eat  but  scantily  with- 
out building  up  a  huge  frame  of  unwieldy 
bulk.  Thin  persons,  the  author  explains, 
generally  have  a  very  strong  liver,  which 
vigoroudy  separates  from  the  blood  any 
supe^uity  of  its  fatty  constituents;  per 
contra,  the  liver  of  the  victim  to  obesity  is 
constitutionally  weak,  hence  it  fails,  with- 
out assistance,  to  throw  ofif  the  carbonace- 
ous and  fat-forming  foods.  The  book  from 
which  we  derive  this  information  is  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Bussell,  of  Woburn  House, 
Store  Street,  London,  W.C.,  who  has  suc- 
ceeded in  manufacturing  a  purely  vegetable 
compound  which  has  an  almost  magical 
effect  in  the  reduction  of  unhealthy  fat. 
Experimentally  it  has  been  given  in  large 
doses  to  those  who  only  carry'  an  amount 
of  fat  conducive  to  the  proper  production 
of  heat,  and  the  result  is  that  the  decoc- 
tion wUl  not  have  the  remotest  effect — not 
the  slightest  reduction  of  weight  takes 
place,  while  in  the  case  of  a  superfluity  of 
unhealthy  adipose  tissue  the  individual 
frequently  loses  2  lbs.,  and  much  more  in 
serious  cases,  in  twenty-four  hours.  We 
should  have  liked  to  pursue  this  matter 
further,  for  it  is  far  more  Interesting  in  our 
opinion  than  experimenting  upon  bees, 
rats,  cats,  and  such  like,  for  what  may 
appear  startling  in  the  results  of  certain 
foods  given  to  we  smaller  animals  may  not 
be  so  conclusive  or  applicable  in  the  case  of 
human  beings.  We  can  with  pleasure 
advise  our  readers  to  get  this  book  and 
read  for  themselves,  and,  moreover,  no  one 
can  complain  of  the  price,  as  it  only  costs 
four  stamps. 

A  New  Powder-puff. — A  remarkably 
dainty  little  handkerchief  is  the  medium  for 
an  undetectable  powder-puff,  the  invention 
of  Messrs.  Eugene  Bimmel  and  Company, 
Limited.  This  is  already  perfumed  and  pow- 
dered ready  for  use,  and  simply  looks  like 
an  ordinary  laee  handkerchief  with  a  muslin 
centre.  This  will  make  a  very  suitable 
little  present  for  a  lady,  and  may  be  carried 
about  in  the  pocket,  without  being  recog- 
nised In  any  way  as  a  powder-puff. 


Silk  Tapestry  Work. — ^The  other  day  I 
happened  to  visit  the  of&ces  of  The  Singer 
Machine  Manufacturing  Company,  17,  Chis- 
well  Street,  Finsbury,  and  my  attention 
was  at  once  attracted  to  the  most  exquisite 
silk  tapestry  work  I  had  ever  seea  Looking 
more  closely  into  It,  I  could  not    help 
remarking,  "What  patience  and  industry 
must  be  needed  to  do  all  that  by  hand." 
The  assistant  smiled  loftily  as  he  remarked, 
"Pardon  me,  madam,  it  Is  done  by  ma- 
chine ; "  and  not  only  that,  but  I  found  it 
was    done   by  an   ordinary  Singer  Y.S. 
Household  Machine  such  as  I  possess,  and 
which  I  suppose  tens  of  thousands  of  other 
ladies  possess,  that  the  work  could  be  done 
after  a  few  days'  practice,  and  that  the 
machine  needed  no  special  appliances.     I 
took  my  first  lesson  there  and  then,  and 
should  advise  you  to  stop  all  further  hand- 
work until  you   have    seen   what   their 
machines  can  do.    The  advantages  of  this 
new   creation    are    gbvious,  and,  I    am 
satisfied,  only  require  a  littie  publicity  to 
make  it  generally  popular ;  there  Is  also 
the  great  saving  of  time.    Its  application 
covers  the  widest  possible  field ;  in  fact, 
there  seems  to  be  no  limit  to  the  features 
In  connection  with  which  it  can  be  used. 
For  instance,  the  panels  of  ladies'  dresses, 
panels  of  ships,  panels  of  doors  and  win- 
dows for  internal  house  decoration,  the 
fronts  of  pianos,  mantle  borders,  altar- 
cloths,   mosaic   church   decorations,    bed 
hangings,  draught   and   fire   screens^   all 
kinds  of  banners,  curtains,  bedroom  de- 
corations, smoking-caps,  tea  cosies,  table- 
cloths, slippers,  etc.,  etc. ;  and  the  raised 
nature  of  the  work,  In  connection  with 
shrubbery  and  branches  imd  twigs  of  trees, 
is  really  more    natural    than    the  effeet 
produced  by  oil  painting.    Some  specimens 
produced  bid  fair  to  vie  with  the  tapestry 
work  on  the  walls  of  the  chambexs  A 
Hampton  Court  Palace. 

Clothes-Posts  soon  decay  at  the  bottom 
if  left  standing  in  the  ground,  but  if  fitted 
into  sockets  so  as  to  be  removable,  they 
will  last  for  years.  The  sockets  should  be 
made  of  one-inch  elm,  eighteen  inches  in 
length,  tapering  downwards.  When  finished 
they  ought  to  be  about  three  inches  square 
inside  at  the  upper  end.  These  should  be 
driven  firmly  into  the  earth  till  just  level 
with  the  surface,  the  posts  are  then  made 
to  drop  in  and  stand  firm.  It  would  be 
best  to  make  a  cover  to  each  socket  to 
keep  Utter  from  falling  in  when  the  post  is 
removed,  and  the  socket-wood  should  all 
be  covered  with  tar. 
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Sbldom  nowadays  is  the  speetaole  of  the 
present  writer  ascending  to  the  top  of  an 
omnibus  witnessed  by  the  British  public. 
Wliether  on  account  of  its  rarity,  the  per- 
formance is  regarded  with  a  larger  share  of 
interest  than  it  perhaps  intrinsically  merits, 
it  is  not  for  me  to  say.  I  only  now  that 
of  late  years  I  have  become  painfully  aware 
that  my  figure  is  not  seen  to  the  best 
advantage  wliile  engaged  in  aUiletic  exer- 
dse,  far  less  when  suspended  in  mid-air. 
There  Is  an  inelegant  bulk  and  rotundity 
about  it  unsuited  to  activity,  nor,  paren- 
thetically, does  it  accommodate  itself 
readily  to  narrow  seats  and  cramped 
positions.  Therefore  I  especially  abstain 
from  bringing  it  into  conspicuous  contrast 
agafaist  the  sky-line  at  such  an  elevation 
as  the  act  in  question  necessitates. 

Nevertheleu,  on  a  recent  occasion,  the 
weather  beins  favourable  and  the  inside  of 
the  vehicle  full,  I  was  tempted  to  take 
advantage  of  the  fadlities  which  modem 
improvements  offer  for  reaching  the  roof 
bv  means  of  the  winding  stair.  And  it  is 
the  unexpected  experience  of  that  journey 
which  lures  me  into  this  desultory  gossip. 
But  for  the  contrivance  alluded  to,  I  fear 
I  should  never  again  have  enjoyed  that 
most  delightful  point  of  observation  for- 
merly known  as  the  "  knife-board,"  but  now 
too  often  converted  into  "garden  seats." 
Who  that  has  ever  travelled  on  the  top  of 
^  Ibus,  say  from  MQe  End  vi&  Holbom  and 
Oxford  Street  to  Shepherd's  Bush,  or  hj 
the  Strand  and  Piccadilly  to  West  Een- 
shigton,  can  fail  to  be  struck  by  the 
marvellous  sight  of  men,  manners,  and 
customs  he  then  looks  down  on  f  Such  a 
microcosm  of  humanity  Is  unequalled  by 
any  city  in  .the  world,  and  but  for  tiie  fa- 
miliarity of  it^  would  provoke  daOy  wonder. 
To  the  youngster  it  paises  unheeded,  but 
for  the  oldster,  like  this  individual,  it  has 
peculiar  and  sentimental  attractions 

For,  luckil]^  or  unluckily,  as  the  case 
may  be,  he  is  just  old  enough  to  remember 
the  first  line  of  omnibuses  that  ever 
traversed  the  London  thoroughfares  In 
July,  1829 — they  were  one  year  earlier  in 
Paris.  His  infantile  memory  has  faintly 
recorded  and  stowed  away  In  one  of  tike 
remote  pigeon-holes  of  that  antique  bureau 
which  he  dignifies  by  the  name  of  "  hb 
brab,"  a  feeble  picture  of  Mr.  ShilUbeer^s 
vehlde.  He  can  dimly  redUse  In  his 
mind's  eye  what  a  low-roofed,  narrow, 


stufiy,  inconvenient,  jolting  machine  It 
was,  wit^h  no  seats  outside  except  like 
those  of  the  stsge-coach,  one  beside  the 
driver,  and  four  close  behind  him,  and  how 
coachman  and  conductor  were  habited  in 
uniform  with  a  stiff,  bell-crowned,  be- 
corded,  and  be-tasselled  beaver  cap,  straight- 
peaked,  on  the  model  of  the  Prussian 
infantry  head-gear  of  the  period.  He  can 
recall  how,  starting  from  the  *' Wheat- 
sheaf"  tavern  at  Paddington,  then  a 
thoroughly  rural  suburb,  and  pulling  up  for 
a  minute  at  the  ill-favoured  *<YorkiUre 
Stfaigo"  as  It  turned  out  of  the  Edgware 
Boad,  "  The  Omnibus ''  ran  to  the  Bank 
by  way  of  tiie  New  Boad,  now  the  Maryle- 
bone,  passed  the  then  recently  finiahed 
Itegent'9  Park,  and  by  Sk  Pancras  Ghurch 
to  Battie  Bridge,  which,  long  since  turned 
into  King's  Cross,  was  faced  on  the  site  of 
the  Great  Northern  terminus  by  the  Lon- 
don Fever  Hospital,  and  defaced  by  a  life- 
sized  plaster  effigy  of  George  the  Fourth, 
surmounting  a  nondescript  kind  of  obelisk 
or  kiosqne — ^how  the  'bus  laboured  slowly 
up  Pentonville  Hill  to  the  "  Angel,"  at 
Idington,  and  then  descending  to  the  Gil^ 
Boad,  after  crossing  the  New  Biver,  it 
reached  Its  destination  at  the  Bank  throu^ 
Finsbury  and  Moorgate — fares,  one  shil- 
ling inside  and  sixpence  out. 

Curious  and  interesting  as  it  alwavs  is 
thus  to  look  back,  I  found  my  mood  on 
the  occasion  of  my  recent  journey  sym- 
pathetically encouraged  by  the  driver. 

I  liked  the  look  of  him  as  he  pulled  up 
at  Piccadilly  where  I  was  waiting.  He 
was  an  elderly  man,  but  hale  and  hearty, 
wiUi  a  genial  smile  and  a  ruddy  glow 
about  his  face,  due  to  the  constant  ex- 
posure to  all  weathers.  His  occupation 
was  a  hsxd  and  sedentary  one,  but,  given 
a  good  constitution,  there  Is  nothing  more 
healthy.  His  clear  blue  eye  caught  mine, 
and  we  seemed  to  establish  a  distant  ao- 
quidntance  on  the  spoi 

«  Full  Inside,  sir,''  says  the  conductor,  as  I 
jostied  through  the  crowd  to  the  entrance. 
"  Then  I'll  go  out,"  and  in  a  fit  of  despe- 
ration, and  remembering  the  driver's  eye, 
I  catdi  hold  of  the  bright  handrail,  and, 
regardless  of  appearances,  up  I  go,  mutter- 
ing a  fervent  prayer  that  I  shall  not  be  ob- 
served. As  soon  as  I  am  landed  at  the  top 
dtiie  winding  stair,  of  course  the 'bus  starts 
Immediately.  I  have  a  momentary  vision 
of  my  form  taking  a  somersault  into  a 
passing  dust-cart,  and  of  beholding  the 
world  for  a  second  or  two  upside  down ; 
but  tfk  air-drawn  terror  Is  quickly  dis- 
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polled  by  a  rap  on  the  knee  and  a  strain 
on  the  wriat  as  I  grasp  at  a  bar.  No,  I 
am  still  on  the  roof,  thoagh  in  a  wholly 
nndignified  attitude,  as  was  to  be  expected. 

All  the  garden-seats  are^ocoapled  save 
one  in  the  front,  and  I  make  for  this 
with  the  staggerfaig  gait  of  a  man  on 
board  ship  in  a  storm.  By  a  series  of 
jerks,  bounds,  clutches  at  coat-collars,  and 
concussions  against  other  pascjongers'  shoul- 
ders, I  gain  at  last  the  haven  of  rest^  and 
sink  into  it  gratefully,  to  find,  according 
to  the  new  arrangement,  that  although 
close  to  the  driver,  the  seat  is  no  longer 
beside  him  but  higher,  and  a  little  to  his 
left  rear,  with  a  protecting  handrail  in 
front.  Once  there  the  podtion  is  agreeable 
enough,  if  there  was  but  a  trifle  more  leg 
room.  I  had  looked  forward,  as  in  the  old 
days,  to  a  chat  with  my  frien<Uy  official  on 
the  box,  and  said  as  much  in  hfa  ear. 

*'Not  been  up  on  one  of  these  'buses 
before,  sir  t "  enqidred  the  man. 

"No,  and  I  don't  like  it,"  I  reply ;  "  seems 
to  me  top-heavv — might  capsize  at  any 
moment  if  anything  went  wrong.  I  have 
noticed  most  of  these  garden-seated  'buses 
overhang  the  wheels.  That  can't  be  right ; 
their  equilibrium  must  be  very  ticUish :  the 
centre  of  gravity  might  be  easQy  lost. ' 

"Just  so,  sir;  I  have  often  thought  as 
much ;  but  we  must  take  things  as  they 
come  in  this  world." 

"  But  you  don't  like  it,  do  you  t  Not 
so  handy  for  talking  to  your  passengers  t" 

"No,  sir,  no;  I  am  all  alone  in  my 
glory,  as  you  may  sav,  but  a  little  intelli- 
gent conversation  wiles  away  the  time,  you 
know,  sir — shortens  the  journey  consider- 
able— and  parties  don't  seem  biclined  to 
gossip  now  they  are  perched  up  so  far 
behind  one." 

** Driven  a  'bus  long )"  I  ask. 

''  On  and  off  these  forty  year,  sic" 

"  Good  many  changes  in  that  time  even," 
I  say ;'  "  but  you  can't  remember  as  many 
in  me  omnibus  line  as  I  can,"  and  then, 
with  the  garrulity  of  my  years,  I  inundate 
him  with  a  flood  of  my  reminiscences. 
This  leads  to  a  comparison  of  notes, 
mutual  corrections  on  small  points,  such 
as  dates,  routes,  and  so  on,  and  many 
comments  on  the  recent  marvellous  increase 
of  traffic  and  population. 

<<  What  it's  coming  to  and  what  It  will 
be  in  a  few  years  is  more  than  I  can  say, 
or  anybody  else,"  adds  the  coachman. 
"  Lucky  they  have  opened  up  wider  rc^^ 
where  they  can;  but  they'll  fdl  b^/too 
narrow  by-and-by.    There  now,  s^e^re." 

^ 


We  were  reaching  the  Eniehtsbridge 
Boad  near  the  Albert  Gate,  and  the  cross 
traffic  from  William  Street  into  the  Paris 
occasioned  a  block  in  a  moment  When 
we  moved  again  it  was  marvellous  to  see 
the  skill  of  most  drivers  in  steering  dear 
of  even  a  scratch  of  a  wheel,  though  with 
but  a  hair's  breadth  to  spare. 

Presently  a  cab  does  touch  us. 

"Ah  1  stupid  i "  shouts'my  friend  at  the 
offender,  who  of  course  retorts  surlily: 
«  Where  are  you  a-coming,  then  1 " 

"Go  on,  you  old  GuyFawkes,  don't 
talk  to  your  betters,"  is  the  reply,  which 
again  provokes  the  surly  one  to  further 
speech: 

•*  You — why,  you  want  your  'air  jolly 
well  gnawed — that's  what  you  want — 
you'd  be  the  better  for  that,"  and  so  forth. 
I  only  wfah  *I  could  remember  a  quarter 
of  the  Visrious  styles  of  chaff  bandied 
'about ;  all  at  the  top  of  the  speakers'  voices 
and  with  shouts  and  derisive  calls  as  if  in 
the  direst  anger,  but  in  reality  with  perfect 
good-humour. 

"  I  can't  quite  recollect,  though  you  can, 
sir,  no  doubt,"  resumed  the  man  as  we  got 
clear  again,  ''all  the  demolitions  on  the 
City  routes — ^'specially  those  in  Holborn, 
before  New  Oxford  Street  gave  us  a 
straight  run  through;  I  mean  when  the 
'buses  had  to  pass  round  by  the  Church 
of  Si  Giles-inthe-Fields,  as  I  am  told." 

''Oh,  yes,"  I  answered,  "there  was  a 
hideous  pile  of  &thy  tenements  just  across 
what  is  now  the  wide  open  entrance  to 
Dudley  Street  and  Shaftesbury  Avenue, 
and  another  simQar  narrowing  block  at 
Middle  Sow  opposite  the  end  of  Gray's  Inn 
Lane.  Dyott  Street,  the  Bookeries  of  Old 
Bloomsbury  and  St.  Giles's,  the  cut-throat 
holes  and  comers  round  about  the  present 
site  of  Hart  Street  and  Mudie's  Library, 
all  are  well  within  my  memory.  Of  course 
you  yourself  have  experienced  the  perils  to 
man  and  beast  on  Holborn  and  Snow  Hills 
before  the  Viaduct  was  built.  What  an 
abominable  nuisance  that  dip  down  and 
up  used  to  bor-putting  on  the  skid  at  the 
top,  taking  it  off  at  the  bottom,  and  yoking 
a  third  horse  on  to  drag  the  'bus  up  the 
greasy  slope  opposite.  And  talking  of 
slippery  roads,  which  do  you  prefer, 
asphalte  or  wood  t " 

*'  Nei^r,  sir.  Give  me  the  old  Mao- 
Adam  ;  well  kept,  there's  notliing  like  it. 
^oisy  and  jolting— yes,  very  likely,  but 
I'm  looking  at  it  as  a  coachman.  As  for 
asphalte — ^that's  an  invention  of  the  old 
'un.    It  cost  more  horseflesh  than  any 
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inBisted -r- ay,  regnlar  insbted  —  I  ahould 

So  on  all    the  way  to  Newcastle  with 
bem  in  the  carriage  wherd  I  wast  ^ 

"  'We'll  nuJce  np  the  difference  for  your 
ticket^'  says  they — they  were  all  friends — 
'  and  yon  can  give  ns  a  few  wrinkles,  no 
doabt.  It  will  be  better  for  yon  and 
better  for  us.  Here,  take  a  sandwich  and 
a  drop  of  sherry.' 

"One  of  them  was  opening  a  little 
refreshment-case.  Nothing  loth,  I  did  as 
desired,  after  which  cigars  were  produced, 
and  we  all  sat  there  smoking  and  talkine 
as  comfortable  as  possible.  Who  would 
have  thought  such  a  pleasant  beginning  of 
a  journey  was  to  have  such  a  terrible  finhh  % 
Bat  of  a  sudden,  somewhere  near  Durham, 
without  the  slightest  warning,  bump  goes 
the  candage,  then  it  sways  to  and  fro  for  a 
second,  and  the  next  second ". 

What  liappened  to  the  omnibus  driver 
and  his  companions  in  that  next  second 
I  never  learned  untQ  weeks  later.  For 
by  the  strangest  coincidence,  just  as  he 
reached  the  cigar  stage  of  his  narrative, 
we  had  passed  ofi  the  wood  pavement  on 
to  some  asphalte,  and  just  as  the  words 
"the  next  second"  were  on  his  lips,  the 
legs  of  the  off-horse  slipped  clean  from 
under  him,  landing  him  on  his  side ;  the 
'bus  swayed  to  and  fro  ominously,  stopped 
dead  short,  and  the  poor  driver  was 
pitched  off  his  box  head  foremost.  He 
struck  against  the  one  standing  horse,  and 
then,  ricocheting  against  the  other,  fell 
heavily  on  to  the  asphalte.  I  should  have 
lost  my  seat  also^  but  for  the  rail  in  front, 
and  it  seemed  a  miracle  that  the  whole 
concern  did  not  capsize.  It  was  the  work 
of  a  moment^  due,  I  presume,  to  the  sudden 
check  given  by  the  fallen  horse.  I  don't 
pretend  to  account  for  it  otherwise.  Nor, 
owing  to  the  confusion  that  followed,  and 
In  the  shouUng  of  the  crowd  that  gathered 
in  less  than  two  minutes,  can  I  pretend  to 
say  what  actually  was  said  or  done  for  some 
time.  Beyond  seebg  that  the  driver  was 
insensible  and  had  to  be  lifted  into  a  cab, 
I  knew  nothing.  The  other  passengers 
on  the  top  got  off^  so  did  I,  uowly — so 
slowly  that  the  cab  had  driven  away  with 
its  helplera  tare  and  a  policeman  to  St. 
George's  Hospital  before  I  again  stood  on 
terra  firma.  I  could  gather  Uttle  from  the 
crowd,  but  the  conductor  opined  that  his 
mate  could  not  have  had  Uie  strap  from 
the  back  of  his  box  buckled,  as  it  ought  to 
have  been,  round  his  waist  to  keep  him  in 
his  seat. 


"He  always  was  an  off-handed,  high- 
minded  toff,"  said  this  red-faced  janitor, 
without  removing  the  straw  he  was 
smoking  from  his  lips,  "  trybg  to  skip  up 
and  dowti  Into  his  dickey  as  ijf  he  was 
twenty.  Instead  of  hard  upon  sixty  as  he  Is. 
I  always  expected  to  see  him  miss  his 
footing  and  slip  some  day — ^that's  the  way 
with  these  nimble  ones — and  now  he's 
been  and  lialf  killed  hissel^  poor  cove,  if 
lie  ain't  quite." 

Needless  to  say,  I  was  greatly  con- 
cerned, so  I  hailed  a  hansom  and  drove 
straight  to  St  (George's.  My  friend  had 
received  a  concussion  of  the  brain,  and  I 
did  not  see  him  again  for  six  weeks. 
Then  he  told  me  he  remembered  nothbiff 
after  finding  himself  toppling  over,  and 
will  not  b^eve  to  this  day  that  he  was 
in  hospital  so  long.  The  conclusion  of  his 
story  was  scarcely  less  dramatic  than  the 
incident  which  cut  it  short.  He  took  It 
up  with  a  dogged  conviction  that  he  had 
recounted  Its  beginning  only  a  few  hours 
before.  However,  he  said  one  day  when 
he  resumed  his  narrative  :  "  Well,  sir,  as  I 
was  telling  you,  we  were  all  sitting  smoking 
pleasantly  enough,  when  bump  goes  the 
carriage  suddenly,  bump,  bump,  and  the 
next  instant  there  was  a  tremendous 
crash,  and  the  gentlemen  and  myself  were 
rattled  about  like  pills  In  a  box.  Then 
the  train  came  to  a  standstill  It  was 
just  getting  daylight  We  were  none  of 
us  hurt,  only  shaken,  so  we  got  out|  and 
there  In  front  we  saw  that  our  engine  had 
smashed  into  the  tail  of  a  goods  train  just 
lappinff  over  on  to  our  line  from  the 
siding  into  which  It  had  been  insufficiently 
shunted.  But  the  curious  and  astonishing 
part  of  it  was  just  this,  sir.  Not  only  was 
that  lucky  shot  of  mine  at  the  fiist^dass 
canriage  at  Peterborough  the  cause  of  my 
having  the  pleasantest  journey  I  ever  had 
In  my  life,  but  It  actually  saved  my  life. 
For  will  you  believe  It,  sfr,  I  ^say  again, 
that  very  thfrd-class  carriage  where  I  had 
been  dtting  as  far  as  Peterborough,  and 
which  was  close  to  the  engine,  was 
crushed  up  like  a  match-box.  But  for 
that  cup  of  coffee  and  the  delay  In  Its 
coming,  I  should  have  been  seated  there 
again  and  of  course  killed.  Ah,  sfr,  it's  a 
curious  world ;  I  don't  pretend  to  under- 
stand these  things  or  what  regulates 
thenu" 

He  is  all  right  and  at  work  again  now. 
I  often  exchuige  nods  with  him  on  the 
road^  but  I  have  never    soared   to  Us 
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CHAPTER  X.       THE  VOICE  OF  THE  STORM. 

Meantime,  while  stir  and  tumult  were 
gathering  over  the  country  like  a  storm- 
cloud  about  to  burst,  the  hush  that  pre- 
cedes the  footsteps  of  the  quiet  Angel  of 
Death  was  falling  upon  the  little  shanty 
in  the  Shandon  Valley.  Patsey's  tiny  feet 
were  entering  the  borders  of  that  dark 
valley  that  each  of  us  must  pass  through. 

So  very  little  of  life's  burden  had  been 
Patsey'fy  that  one  might  have  thought  it 
but  a  small  thing  to  lay  down.  And  yet 
it  seemed  to  cost  a  deal  of  trouble,  and 
pain,  and  weariness  in  the  process,  and 
very  tired  was  Patsey  as  the  sleepless 
night  grew  to  the  dawning  day,  and  the 
weary  day  died  to  eventide. 

The  poor  cannot  tend  their  sick  quite 
as  the  rich  do;  there  is  the  daily  wage 
to  ba  earned  no  matter  who  is  sick,  or  who 
lies  still  with  a  sheet  over  the  closed  eyes 
that  shall  open  no  more  in  this  world. 
The  heart  may  be  heavy  and  the  eyes 
blind  with  tears,  but  the  hands  cannot 
be  idle,  and  the  tears  must  be  dashed 
aside — since  none  can  work  and  weep 
at  the  same  time.  Patsey's  father  loved 
his  son  quite  as  dearly  as  Major  Henneker 
loved  dainty  little  Missy,  but  he  could  not 
sit  beside  the  wooden  bed  and  hold  the 
little  burning  hand  hi  his  for  hours  of  the 
day,  as  the  Major  would  have  held  Missy's 
had  that  household  fairy  been  laid  low. 
The  outward  manner  of  things  varies,  but 
the  inner  grace  is  the  sama 


It  might  have  been  noticed,  about  this 
time,  that  if  the  man  went  out  late — -when 
the  shadows  were  deep  in  the  narrow  street, 
and  the  distant  hills  were  blurs  of  grey 
against  the  black — he  would  step  softly, 
nay,  timorously,  if  such  a  word  can  be 
applied  to  such  a  shaggy  specimen  of 
humanity,  lest  poor  Patsey  should  be 
aroused  from  that  fitful  stupor  that  some- 
times soothed  his  pain.  When  he  came 
in  early — when  the  hills  were  black  against 
the  grey,  and  tiny  birds  were  twittering 
softly  in  the  hedges — he  seemed  to  grow 
more  timorous  stiU ;  and,  as  he  passed  the 
little  bed,  faintly  seen  in  outline  in  the 
scarce  bom  light,  would  fumble  in  his 
bosom  as  though  he  made  the  sign  that 
binds  the  world  in  one. 

To  bring  trouble  on  himself,  he  did  not 
care  for  that;  but  to  bring  trouble  upon 
Patsey  1 

In  fancy  he  heard  the  rhythmic  ring  of 
feet ;  the  fall  of  the  rifles  on  the  floor  at 
the  word  of  command ;  saw  the  stem,  set 
faces  of  men  who  recognised  no  power 
except  that  of  duty  —  men  who  would 
fire  on  their  own  fathers  or  brothers  if 
the  word  were  given;  saw  a  figure  with 
a  ghastly  likeness  to  himself  marching  in 
between  two  others;  saw  little  Patsey  . 
sitting  up  in  bed  with  his  skinny  arms 
stretched  out ;  heard  his  shrill,  piping  cry 
of  "Daddy  1  Daddy!"  heard  it  grow 
fainter  and  fainter  and  die  into  silence  as 
the  sound  of  the  measured  steps  passed 
down  the  narrow  street,  away — away — into 
some  strange  new  world. 

The  beneidiction  spoken  of  old  in  Galilee 
upon  the  •'  little  child  set  in  the  midst," 
still  lingers  like  a  ray  of  light,  shining 
through  the  centuries ;  touching  the  golden 
hair  of  countless  thousands,  lighting  up 
the  innocent  eyes,  making   the   hardest 
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heart  afraid  in  the  offendbg  of  "one  of 
these  little  ones." 

The  barrack  square  lay  bathed  in  the 
rich  autumn  sunlight.  Here  and  there  it 
glinted  on  an  awkward  squad;  young, 
untried  soldiers  driving  old  hands  mad; 
getting  tied  up  in  knoti^  and  having  to  be 
yelled  straight  again  ;  bat  youne  and  old 
alike  wore  scarlet  coats,  and  the  colour 
gleamed  and  glowed,  and  seemed  to  help 
the  jocund  aspect  of  the  day. 
^  About  the  big  gateway  hung  various 
admirers  of  the  show;  spectators  always 
to  be  seen  gazing  yeamiuffly  into  any 
place  where  soldiers  are,  and  upon  whom 
the  eye  of  the  recruiting  sergeant  falls 
with  a  sifting  and  appraising  energy. 

Among  these  a  ragged  urchin  shoved 
Us  hatchet-face  well  to  the  fore,  his  wide 
Irish  mouth  one  huge  grin  of  delight^  as 
some  unfortunate  recruit  came  a  worse 
cropper  than  the  rest,  and  was  shouted  at 
with  wilder  vehemence  and  more  energetic 
language. 

"Arrah  nowl"  screamed  the  boy,  "hasn't 
he  got  the  two  lift  ligs  on  him,  the  om- 
madhaun  t  See  the  arrums  of  him,  how  he 
carries  thim  sthickin'  out  like  two  sthakes 
in  a  hedge,  an'  the  back  of  hfm  that's  like 
ouid  Maggie  Flanagln's  high-ahouldered 
bin  that  got  itself  caught  in  a  cog-wheel 
and  dhifllocationed  its  spine,  begorra  1 " 

The  exultation  of  this  last  ejaculation 
was  all  too  weak  to  express  Tim's — for  of 
course  it  wafl  our  friend — sense  of  joy ;  so 
he  had  to  invert  his  small,  lank  body,  and 
take  three  steps  each  way  on  his  hands. 

"  Now  then,  young  man,  right  way  up, 
please,  and  off  you  go,"  said  a  smart  young 
soldier,  who  was  pacing  up  and  down 
slapping  his  scarlet-striped  leg  with  a 
dainty  cane ;  "we  dgn't  want  any  one 
here  playing  soldiers  upside-down  —  we 
don't." 

Tim  was  all  on  fire  in  a  moment. 

"  Oh,  yer  don't^  don't  yer  t  "^  he  cried, 
striking  an  alarmingly  warlike  attitude. 
"  Shure  I'm  as  good  a  sol'ger  as  yerself  any 
day  of  the  week,  praise  be  to  the  blessed 
saints  all  day  and  every  day.  Look  here, 
now,"  and  Tim  drew  himself  up  straight  as 
a  ramrod,  shouldering  an  imaginary  rifle, 
the  while  he  sang  out  lustily : 

Stbep  in  toime, 
And  form  the  loine, 

doing  a  small  sentry-go  of  his  own  in  really 
first- rate  style. 

"  What  are  ye  after,  ye  spawn  o'  the 
divil  1 "  said  Coghlan,  coming  rapidly  out 


of  the  yard  at  this  joncture.     "  I'm  just  of 

a  mind  to  think  you'xe  a  d d  Fenian; 

BO  be  off  wid  yourself  before  I  give  ye  up 
to  the  guard  and  get  yer  blessed  head 
took  off  before  ye  can  snaze." 

"  He's  a  spoy — that's  what  he  is,"  sud 
another  soldier  standing  near. 

'*I'm  a  spoy,  am  I,  ye  robber  of  the 
dead  f "  cried  Tim,  his  spindle-shanks  well 
apart,  his  tousled  hair  seeming  to  stand 
on  end  with  raea  "  Bad  cess  to  ye  for  a  lot 
of  ill-mannered  scoundrils,  you'd  like  to 
see  me  wid  the  darbies  on  me,  an'  the 
mounted  polls  before  and  behint  me — ^but 
I've  more  conduct  than  any  of  ye,  and  I'm 
come  up  here  to  seek  a  frind  o'  mine " 

The  men  were  full  of  the  soldier's  easy 
laughter  by  this  time,  only  Drummer 
Ooghlan  keeping  a  grave  face  on  him. 

"  Who's  your  friend,  eh  f "  said  half-a- 
dozen  voices,  but  Tim  took  no  notice ;  he 
was  staring  straight  in  front  of  him  across 
the  square. 

"Shure  and  here's  the  iligant  glntle- 
man  as  knows  me,  and  will  speak  to  my 
char-ack-ter  befront  of  ye's  all.  •  .  •" 

It  was  the  Adjutant,  and  he  came  on 
slowly  towards  the  gate,  taking  no  heed 
of  the  little  stir  going  on  there;  there 
is  usually  some  sort  of  a  stir  going  on 
at  a  barrack  gate;  the  sentry  shouldered 
arms,  the  Captain  returned  the  salute,  and 
then 

"Shure  an' it's  glad  I  am  tosee  ye,Oolonel, 
this  blessed  minute,"  said  the  unabashed 
and  unabashable  Tim.  And  Eiierton 
looked  up  to  see  the  elfish  figure  of  the 
boy,  and  to  meet  the  joyous  recognition  of 
two  twinkling  eyes  set  in  a  sun-browned 
face ;  "  share  ye  haven't  forgotten  me,  sor, 
nor  the  silver  penny  ye  give  me  the  time  ye 
were  bowin'  the  ladies  about  so  ginteel ;  and 
another  time  didn't  I  show  ye  the  way  to 
the  little  church  whin  ye  axed  me " 

Oaptain  EUerton  interrupted  the  boy 
curtly. 

'  "  I  know  the  lad,"  he  said  to  one  of  the 
men  standing  by ;  "  what  does  he  want  f " 

"An'  how  would  the  likes  of  him  be 
after  knowin'  what  I  want)"  said  Urn, 
coming  close,  and  peering  up  into 
Ellerton's  face ;  "  he's  got  no  sinse — glory 
be  1 — but  yer  honour's  a  different  case,  an' 
I'll  tell  yer  all  the  heart  of  it.  It's  Miss 
Alison  I'm  after,  for  poor  Patsev  he's  all 
the  time  cryin'  out  for  his  own  dear  lady, 
an'  Norah  0*Connor  she's  knaling  be  the 
bed  an'  Patsey  close  hold  on  her  gownd,  the 
pains  is  that  awful,  an'  she'll  stay  till  the 
shadders  cross  the  street,  but  then  she'll 
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have  to  be  after  goin',-  for  Mrs.  0*Connor's 
took  bad  in  h^  legs,  an'  cryin'  oat  night 
and  day — an'  Pbelim  be's  tbere  too  along 
wi'  Patsey  ...  an'  the  holy  PrastOi  he'ii 
there  too." 

''There's  enough  of  'em,  any  way," 
growled  Ooghlan;  and  somehow  the  other 
men  looked  to  the  drummer  to  take  the 
law  into  his  own  hands,  and  ta&e  the 
necessary  step  to  let  Miss  Drew  know  of 
Tim's  visit.  The  Hundred  and  Ninety- 
Third  began  to  recognise  the  fact  that 
Dnimmer  Ooghlan  was,  in  a  way,  part  and 
parcel  of  Major  Henneker's  estabhshment 

"  Go  across  to  Major  Henneker's,''  said 
Captain  Ellerton  shortly,  and  away  went 
Coghlan  to  seek  oat  ElJisa  and  warn  her 
that  her  yoang  mistress  was  wanted  down 
in  the  valley. 

The  san-light  was  beginning  to  pale  as 
Alison  and  Elsie  set  off  to  see  little  Patsey. 
Both  were  very  silent.  There  is  something 
in  the  approach  of. death  that  falls  npon 
the  spirit  as  the  darkness  of  night  npon 
the  world ;  that  comes  with  a  brooding, 
mysterious  silence,  as  though  the  awe- 
struck soul  were  conscious  of  the  added 
nearness  of  the  world  invisible. 

It  was  touching  to  see  Patsey 's  joy  in 
the  presence  of  his  dear  lady.  He  stroked 
her  hand,  and  looked  up  lovingly  into  her 
grave,  sweet  face.  Elsie  had  to  go  and 
stand  at  the  little  dingy  window,  pretend- 
ing she  could  see  something  through  it. 
Not  much  of  life's  discipline  had  come  to 
Elsie  yet.  The  heavy  hand  of  sorrow  had 
not  been  laid  upon  her,  bidding  her  be 
patient  and  endure,  as  it  had  upon  Alison. 
Her  tears  were  ready  as  her  smiles  and 
laughter,  and  the  music  of  her  life  was 
sweet  Presently  it  would  hold  deeper 
chords;  and  here  and  there  a  minor 
cadence. 

Patsey  had  all  his  dear  toys  beside  him. 
They  stood  upon  an  improvised  table,  an 
old  hamper  tomed  upside  down,  and 
covered  with  a  bit  of  snow-white  cotton 
stuff,  that  his  mother  had  washed  out,  and 
then  carefnUy  bleached  upon  the  hedge. 
They  were  having  a  holiday,  those  toys. 
The  very  white  sheep  were  in  their  box, 
each  animal  wrapped  in  a  tiny  bit  of 
cotton  wool;  the  very  green  trees  were 
each  wrapped  in  a  scrap  of  paper ;  but  the 
lid  was  kept  off  so  that  Patsey  could  see 
them  lying  there  if  he  liked  to  turn  his 
weary  litUe  head  that  way.  E^ery  now 
and  tiien  he  would  touch  them  feebly  ;  as 
he  touched  Phelim's  head,  that  devoted 
creature  wriggling  his  whole  body  in  lieu 


of  his  tail  to  testify  his  delight.  Norah, 
those  sad  eyes  of  hers  big  with  tears,  knelt 
by  Patsey's  side. 

"  He's  livelier  than  he  was  an  hour  or 
two  since,"  said  Patsey's  mother  to.  Alison ; 
"  onct  I  thought  the  life  was  out  of  him, 
an'  I  down  on  me  two  knees,  prayin'  the 
Holy  Mother  to  howld  him  tight  in  her 
blessed  arrums,  but  he  opened  his  sweet 
eyes,  an' '  Mother,'  says  he,  '  I'm  not  gone,' 
says  he,  'grip  my  hand,'  says  he,  <an' 
howld  on  to  keep  me  a  Uttle  while  till  I 
see  my  dear  lady's  face.' " 

In  a  little  while  it  began  to  grow  dusk, 
and  with  many  tender,  loving  words  and 
gentle  kisses  to  wee  Patsey,  the  two  girls 
set  off  home. 

"  It  will  not  be  long  now,"  said  Albon ; 
<<  and  oh,  Elsie,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be 
thankful  for  that  we  have  been  allowed  to 
brighten  that  poor  little  Ufe,  even  ever  so 
little !  It  is  the  one  happiness  that  never 
fails  us,  no  matter  how  deep  our  own 
sorrows  may  be,  how  desolate  our  own 
lives — ^the  chance  of  bringing  some  Uttle 
light  into  the  dark  places  of  the  world." 

"Tou  must  have  felt  very  desolate^ 
Alison,  when  your  mother  died." 

Elsie's  voice  was  rather  catchy,  but  she 
felt  constrained  to  satisfy  a  new  longing  to 
strive  to  see  into  the  deeper  depths  of  Ufe. 
"  I  felt  as  though  the  sun  would  never 
shine  again — as  though  the  flowers  would 
all  fade  and  wither.  It  was  terrible,  that 
weight  of  loneUness,  when  one's  dearest 
and  best  has  gone  across  the  waters  that 
no  bridge  may  span — ^but  I  am  making  you 
cry  with  my  sad  talk,  and  here  Is  Mr. 
Yerrinder  coming.  He  wiU  wonder  what 
I  is  amiss." 

But  to  their  great  surprise,  Mr.  Yerrinder 
passed  them  with  nothing  more  than  a 
sweeping  bow ;  and  they  noticed — even  in 
that  short  gUmpse  of  him — ^that  all  the 
fun  and  merriment  seemed  to  have  died 
out  of  his  face,  and  his  eyes  were  heavy  and 
grave. 

The  cousins  walked  on  In  sflence  for  a 
long  time,  and  when  at  last  Elsie  spoke,  it 
was  a  somewhat  smaU,  faint  voice,  and 
hdr  remark  had  reference  to  nothing  in 
particular;  indeed,  Alison  passed  it  by 
unheeded,  and  struck  out  a  Une  of  her  own. 
"Elsie,  do  you  think  we  can  have 
offended  Mr.  Yerrinder  in  any  .way  9  I 
should  be  so  very  sorry,  he  is  such  a  good 
feUow.  Dad  says  no  one  can  think  too 
highly  of  him,  he  b  so  straight." 

*'  Straight  or  crooked,  I  suppose  he  has 
a  right  to  be  offended  If  he  likes." 


436       [Novembei  4, 18W.1 


ALL  THE  YEAE  ROUND. 


[Oondnotfld  b7 


it 


"Of  course;  bat  still,  it  seems  so 
strange.'' 

"  I  don't  know  of  any  law  that  obliges  a 
Lieutenant  to  join  the  daughters  of  the 
Senior  Major,  if  he  meets  them  out  walk- 
ing, do  yon  t " 

"  Elsie  1" 

"  Well,  if  Mr.  Verrinder  is  vexed  with 
OB,  what  does  it  matter,  after  all  9 " 

"  Nothing,  of  coarse." 

Alison  knew  that  when  in  one  of  those 
reckless  hnmoors  it  was  useless  to  try  and 
do  anything  with  Elsie.  And  the  grey 
dusk  had  by  this  time  closed  in  upon  them, 
so  that  she  could  not  see  the  shimmer  of 
tears  in  the  girl's  eyes. 

Both  were  glad  to  see  the  lights  of  home 
shining  in  the  windows,  and  a  fairy  figure 
— ^little  Missy — all  in  white,  with  golden 
locks,  making  wild  gestures  of  welcome 
from  the  head  of  the  staircase. 

«  To  see  her  like  that,  and  then  to  think 
of  little  Patsey ! "  said  Elsie.  '*  It  teaches 
me  what  it  is  to  be  thankful." 

Then  Alison  knew  that  the  reckless 
mood  had  passed,  and  found  herself  gently 
wondering  what  had  given  it  birth. 

Korab,  too,  had  to  set  out  homewards, 
and  Phelim,  torn  in  two  by  a  longing  to 
stay  with  Patsey,  and  a  longing  to  go  with 
his  mistresp,  had,  after  an  evident  mental 
struggle,  decided  upon  the  latter  course. 
It  was  that  brooding  time  of  evening  when 
things  that  were  objectionable  from  every 
point  of  view,  and  ought  most  certainly  to 
be  put  an  end  to  as  promptly  as  possible, 
were  most  likely  to  be  abroad,  and  Phelim 
set  to  work  to  harry  them  and  make  their 
lives  as  miserable  as  possible.  He  rushed 
hither  and  thither,  sniffing  into  this  crevice 
and  into  that,  fancying  the  gleam  of  a 
rabbit's  tail  in  every  flicker,  and  making 
sure  that  a  rat  lurked  in  the  shadow  of 
every  stone.  At  last,  after  a  convulsion 
of  scratching  that  covered  his  face  with 
mould,  Phelim  succeeded  in  unearthing  a 
wretched  little  mole,  who  had  doubtless 
strayed  from  his  mother's  side  and  taken  a 
fatal  stroll  towards  the  mouth  of  the 
domestic  burrow.  Phelim  had  no  pity 
to  bestow  upon  vermin ;  he  would  have 
wagged  his  tail  if  he  could,  as  he  bore  the 
furry  thing  in  his  teeth,  with  intent  to  lay 
it  at  Norah's  feet. 

But  there  was  no  Norah  to  be  seea 
Still  gripping  the  mole,  Phelim  turned  his 
trot  into  an  ambling  canter,  and  so  rounded 
a  sharp  turn  of  the  road  that  was  now  both 
dusk  and  lonely. 
There  was  his  mistress  at  last,  and  by 


her  side  a  tall,  dark  figure,  which  Phelim 
no  sooner  saw  tiian  he  dropped  liis  dead 
prey,  set  up  his  bristly  coat  on  end,  drew 
up  his  lips  in  an  evil  grin,  and  set  to 
walking  on  the  balls  of  his  feet,  and  lower- 
ing his  head  as  he  went  Then  he  growled 
omnously,  coming  so  close  to  Captain 
Eilerton's  heels — for  the  intruder  was  no 
other — that  that  gentleman  gave  him  a 
vicious  kick,  thereby  losing  both  dignity 
and  sentiment. 

"  A  little  bird  told  me  that  you  would 
be  coming  home  this  way  to-night,"  said 
Ellerton,  to  the  shrinking  woman  by 
whose  side  he  walked ;  but  Norah  made 
no  answer. 

Her  hand  falling  to  her  side  grasped  her 
beads,  in  a  tense,  nervous  clasp,  and  she 
did  not  even  let  them  go  when,  with  a 
sudden  movement,  her  companion  passed 
his  arm  round  her  supple  waist,  and  strove 
his  best  to  look  into  her  averted  face. 

Beneath  his  arm  he  could  feel  her  heart 
flattering  like  a  bbd  in  the  hand  of  its 
captor;  he  could  see  the  heavy  rise  and 
faU  of  her  breast;  he  could  say  to  himself 
that  the  rich,  ripe  tint  of  the  oval  cheek 
which  was  all  he  could  see  beneath  the 
heavy,  drooping  braid  of  her  rippling  hair, 
was  the  loveliest  he  had  ever  seen;  he 
could  smile  at  her  helplessness  in  his  firm, 
unyielding  grasp. 

Though  Ellerton  could  not  see  the 
girl's  face,  he  could  hear  her  muttering  in  a 
low  and  trembling  voice : 

*'HoIy  Mary,  Mother  of  God — Holy 
Mary.  .  .  ." 

Then  he  put  his  hand  beneath  her 
dimpled  chin,  turned  her  face  towards  him, 
and  silenced  the  quivering  lips  with  a  kiss. 

It  seemed  as  though  disgust  gave  her 
new  strength.  With  a  rapid  movement 
she  wrenched  herself  from  his  hold,  sprang 
across  the  road,  and  stood — like  some 
lovely  animal  at  bay — with  her  back 
against  the  low  stone  wall  that  edged  the 
road,  and  her  hands  clenched  upon  her 
bosom.  The  little  red  shawl  she  had  worn 
snood-like  on  her  hair  fell  back,  and  the 
foil  light  of  her  great  indignant  eyes — ^in- 
dignant, yet  never  losing  the  sadness  in 
their  shining  depths— blazed  full  upon  him. 

''  Shame  on  you — and  you  an  officer  and 
a  gintleman — to  trate  a  poor  girl  so — shame 
upon  you ;  for  a  coward,  and  an  ill- 
conducted  craythur  at  that  1  All  my  life 
I'll  be  hating  the  name  of  yd,  an'  the 
thought  of  ye." 

"  Tou  look  best  and  handsomest  when 
you  are  angry,"  said  her  tormentor,  quietly 


Charles  Dickens.] 


THROUGH  THE  RANKS. 


[NoTomber  4, 1883.]     437 


. 


watching  her  as  the  huDter  watchei  the 
thing  that  he  has  trapped.  "  Tve  heard  it 
said  there  are  no  eyes  like  yoar  trae  Irish 
grey,  and  it's  true,  too ;  yours  are  as  bright 
as  stars  this  minute." 

"I  cotdd  corse  them  tliat  they  iver 
looked  on  ye,"  hissed  the  girl,  shrinking 
as  he  came  a  pace  nearer.  '<  Do  ye  know 
Fm  Harry  Deacon's  swateheart — sacred  to 
hkn  alone  of  all  the  world,  an'  him  and  I 
pledged  to  stand  before  the  holy  Praste  f " 

"I  am  jealous  of  this  man  Deacon," 
began  the  other,  with  calm  irony. 

"  He  wears  the  same  colours  as  yerself, 
but  don't  disgrace  them  so,"  said  Norah, 
looking  round  as  one  who  seeks  a  chance 
for  flight. 

The  red  rose  to  Captain  Ellerton's  brow. 
To  be  told  that  you  are  a  disgrace  to  your 
regiment  is  never  a  pleasant  thing,  how- 
ever true  it  may  be ;  and  to  be  compared, 
unfavourably  too,  to  a  private  soldier  in 
your  pwn  corps,  may  be  looked  upon  as 
deddedly  trying. 

"  If  Harry  could  see  what  you're  after," 
continued  Norah,  too  mad  with  rage  and 
fear  to  be  prudent,  ''he'd  lay  his  hand 
across  your  face,  and  mark  it.  The  saints 
be  wid  him  every  night  and  day,  an'  make 
him  strong  to  do  the  right." 

"  Yon  may  be  glad,  then,  my  girl,  that 
he  isn't  here,"  said  EUerton,  who,  to  say 
the  truth,  began  to  wish  himself  out  of 
an  adventure  that  seemed  likely  to  prove 
unpleasant.  ''If  he  were  to  strike  an 
officer  he  would  be  shot  down  like  a  dog, 
as  he  has  already,  if  my  memory  serves  me 
right,  been  lashed  like  a  dog." 

With  a  bitter  moan,  and  an  indescribable 
gesture  of  loathing  and  contempt,  she 
raised  her  hands  to  her  face,  and  broke 
into  a  low,  subdued  sobbing,  that  yet 
shook  her  from  head  to  foot,  as  the  wind 
shakes  the  slim  sapling. 

"Hark,  now,  my  girl,"  said  EUerton, 
"  take  a  word  of  friendly  counsel :  keep  a 
quiet  tongue  in  your  head  to  this  Deacon, 
or  he'll  get  into  some  trouble  or  other." 

She  lifted  her  face,  and  looked  at 
him  through  the  rain  of  her  tears. 

"Just  one  kiss  more  before  I  go;  let 
us  part  friends,  pretty  one." 

But  he  had  scarcely  uttered  the  last 
word,  when  with  a  glad  cry  Norah  started 
forward  —  "  Father  —  father  dear,  comr 
to  me ! " 

"  I  shall — ^I  shall,"  said  a  hearty  voice, 
and  in  a  moment  the  white-haired  old 
Priest  of  the  little  church  on  the  hill 
had  scrambled  across  the  ditch  with  an 


agOity  wonderful  in  one  of  his  years, 
Phelim  preceding  him  in  one  wild  bound, 
and  Norah  was  clinging  to  the  good 
man's  arm,  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would 
break. 

If  Oaptain  EUerton  had  wished  himself 
out  of  an  adventure — undertaken  more 
in  the  spirit  of  bravado,  and  the  charm 
of  entire  novelty,  than  anything  else — 
awhile  ago,  goodness  only  knows  where 
he  wished  himself  now.  Yet  precipitate 
flight  was  out  of  the  question,  for  the 
man,  though  utterly  unscrupulous  in  aU 
that  concerned  the  gratification  of  his 
own  whims  and  fancies,  was  no  poltroon. 

"Who's  frightened  ye,  then,  Norah  1" 
said  the  Priest,  looking  keenly  and 
questioningly  from  one  to  the  other. 
Then,  as  the  true  state  of  the  case  dawned 
upon  his  mind,  he  grew  white  and  stem, 
drawing  himself  up  with  a  dignity  that 
Captain  EUerton  was  little  prepared  to  see 
in-one  so  simple  in  all  outward  seeming. 

"Sir,"  said  the  grave,  quiet  voice  of 
the  old  Priest,  "I  know  not  who  yon 
may  be,  and  I  do  not  seek  to  know,  but 
this  I  know — ^you  have  been  doing  an  ill 
work  to  be  after  frighting  my  chQd  here, 
like  this.  You  are  a  soldier,  sir,  as  I  can 
see  by  your  bearing,  and  let  me  call  to  your 
mind  that  it  is  a  soldier's  part  to  protect 
women — not  to  insult  them." 

EUerton  flashed  hotly.  Some  facts  do 
sound  so  very  unpleasant  set  forth  in  plain 
words.  StU),  he  was  determined  to  carry 
things  off  in  as  pleasant  a  manner  as  pos- 
sible ;  and,  strange  to  say,  felt  little  or  no 
resentment  at  the  pastor  standing  by  the 
lamb  of  his  fold.  The  two  formed,  indeed, 
a  dramatic  and  picturesque  group  that  not 
a  little  pleased  bis  eje. 

Finding  that  the  old  man  paused  for  a 
reply,  EUerton  took  a  step  towards  him, 
and  assumed  a  gentle,  confidential  air. 

"Wouldn't  you  look  upon  it  as  what 
you  call  a  venial  sin,  good  father,  to 
steal  a  kiss  from  a  pretty  girl  f " 

But  the  banter  and  the  confidential  air 
were  alike  lost  upon  Father  John. 

"You  speak  you  know  not  what,"  he 
said  solemnly ;  and  something  in  the  now 
bared  head  and  uplifted  hand  made 
EUerton  feel  ill  at  ease.  He  was  himself 
an  Irishman,  and  therefore  at  heart  super- 
stitious. He  had  the  deep  implanted 
dread  of  what  he  would  have  called  "  the 
evU  eye ; "  he  did  not  care  to  have  some 
sort  of  anathema  hurled  at  his  devoted 
head,  just  because  he  had  gon^hilander- 
ing  in  the  green  lanes  after  a  pretty  coUeen. 
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"This  ohUd/'  said  Father  John,  who 
had  been  lilent  awhUe,  Bvrallowing  hia 
Ire,  "ia  plighted  to  one  Ae  loves  with 
all  her  innocent  heart — why  should  yon 
violate  the  love  that  should  be  sacred  t 
Sir,  I  do  not  mean  to  deal  harshly  with 
you,  or  to  make  a  scandal  that  might 
end  ill  for  all.  I  only  ask  you  to  go  from 
thfa|  and  come  no  more  here  j  I  only  ask 
you  to  give  me  your  word  that  this  shall 
be  so.    Sir)" 

The  old  man's  voice  was  now  gentle  and 
pleading,  and  somewhere,  deep  down  in 
an  undi8o{pli^ed  man's  heart,  it  touched 
a  chord  that  had  been  long  silent. 

<'I  give  you  my  word,"  said  Ellerton; 
for  the  life  of  him  he  could  not  bring 
his  lips  to  add,  "as  an  officer  and  a 
gentleman." 

He  was  sorry  in  his  heart  of  hearts  as 
he  stood  there  bare-headed  before  that 
simple  pair,  standing  hand-in-hand  in  the 
opal-tinted  gloaming,  with  Phelim  looking 
up  wistfully  into  tiieir  faces,  as  though 
hoping  for  some  word  of  approval  from 
them,  that  he  had  done  well  in  seeking  aid 
for  his  mistress  in  the  hour  of  her  distress. 

And  so  he  left  them — words  of  regret 
upon  his  lips;  words  Uiat  he  had  never 
thought  to  utter  to  a  simple  peasant 
and  a  hedge-priest ;  words  that  lirere  taken 
with  such  a  gentle  forbearance  and  courtesy 
as  took  away  half  their  sting,  and  left 
no  rancour  of  humiliation  in  hia  mind. 

«  Oome,  Norah,"  said  Father  John,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  girl's  shoulder,  as  EUerton's 
tall  figure  disappeared  round  the  turn 
of  the  road,  "and  mind  ye  say  an  extra 
Ave  to-night;  as  to  Phelim  here  —  he's 
got  the  sense  of  a  human  creature  in  him — 
he  told  me  of  your  extremity  as  plain 
as  if  he  had  the  gift  of  tongues — pulling 
at  my  coat-tail — where  I've  a  mind  to 
think  he's  made  a  bit  of  a  rent,  too" — this 
looking  ruefully  over  hia  shoulder — "  and 
I  cut  over  the  field,  him  scurrying  like 
mad,  an'  then  I  heard  your  voice,  my 
child,  full  of  distress,  and  by  the  help 
of  the  Lord,  I  leapt  the  ditch  as  if  I'd  only 
twenty  years  to  carry,  instead  of  sixty." 

Then  the  two  paced  onward  towards 
the  shanty  by  the  edge  of  the  wood. 

Meanwhile,  Alison  had  found  upon 
her  table  a  small  sealed  letter.  A  hot 
flush  coloured  her  cheek  as  she  gathered 
it  up  and  carried  it  to  her  bedroom. 

She  knew  the  hand  so  well — nay,  she 
knew  the  tale  the  letter  had  to  tell.  It  was 
signed,  "yours  faithfully,  Hugh  Dennison," 


a  simple  ending,  maybe,  but  Alison  knew 
all  that  it  meant  As  she  read,  the  tears 
fell  thick  and  fast.  The  writer  prayed 
for  delay.  He  wanted  no  sudden  impulse 
of  denial  to  have  its  way. 

*(  Take  time  to  think  —  weigh  well  the 
height  and  depth  and  truth  of  the  love 
I  o£Eer" — ^that  was  the  burden  of  the 
song  he  sang. 

Well,  she  could  give  that  much;  she 
could  give  him  time. 

And  all  through  the  next  day  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  letter  locked  in  her  desk, 
was  with  her  like  a  living,  haunting 
presence. 

It  was  practice  evening,  and  in  one 
supreme  moment  a  drama  in  which  three 
characters — one  woman  and  two  men — were 
concerned,  was  enacted. 

Hugh  Dennison,  losing  hold  over  himself 
for  an  instant,  gave  one  look  of  passionate 
entreaty  at  Alison,  and  that  look  was 
seen  by  the  Colour-Sergeant  of  number 
one  company — who,  seeing  it,  paled  even 
to  the  Ups  that  suddenly  showed  grey 
under  the  sweep  of  the  dark  moustache, 
while  his  eyes,  full  of  a  haggard  misery, 
told  but  too  plainly  the  anguish  of  faifl 
heart. 

No  one  noticed  theacting  of  this  dranoa 
from  life.  It  passed  like  a  shadow  across 
a  glass  j  but  Alison  played  a  false  chord, 
and  the  doctor,  calling  a  halt,  regarded 
her  with  mingled  reproach  and  wonder; 
while  Mrs.  Musters  coughed  an  aggravating 
little  cough,  as  who  should  say,  '^when 
I  play  the  harmonium  this  sort  of  thing 
does  not  happen." 

All  day  the  wind  had  been  rising,  lashing 
the  trees  and  bending  their  branches  down- 
wards to  the  liver.  Grey  scud  was  hurry- 
ing across  the  sky  overhead;  and  in  the 
fields  the  cattle  huddled  under  shelter,!ready 
for  the  rain  which  they  knew  was  sure  to 
come,  but  which  still  held  ofi*.  The  practice 
was  over;  the  harmonium  had  given  its 
last  groan,  the  lights  in  the  chapel  were 
out,  and  Gunner  Grimes  had  turned  the 
key  in  the  lock  with  an  uncompromising 
air,  as  of  one  who  owned  the  whole  place, 
and  was  answerable  to  Government  for 
the  safety  of  the  entire  building. 

It  was  late  for  her  to  be  out  alone ;  and 
yet,  down  by  the  river,  watching  its  toas- 
iog  waters  idth  strained  and  tearless  eyes, 
was  Alison  Drew.  In  her  pale  grey  gown 
she  looked  a  fleck  of  light  among  the 
shadows  that  waved  around  her.  She  was 
not  afraid  that  any  one  would  come  after 
her.    If  she  was  missed  it  would  be  taken 
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for  granted  she  had  gone  to  see  Patie;. 
Long  since  she  had  secnred  to  herself  per- 
fect independence  of  action,  being  one  of 
those  people  who  can  do  a  great  deal  that 
others  cannot.  No  one  questioned  her 
comings  and  her  goings ;  no  one  wondered 
at  anything  she  did.  She  was  feeling  the 
benefit  of  all  this  now,  for  she  felt  as  if 
she  mast  have  stifled  had  she  stayed  in- 
doors. Some  horrible  oppression  was  over 
her,  some  presage  of  coming  ill  Sad 
indeed  are  those  who  dare  not  read  what 
is  written  in  their  own  hearts ;  whose  only 
safety  lies  in  blindness.  The  wind,  ever 
rising,  whistled  and  screamed,  wrestling 
with  the  resisting  trees ;  lashing  the  water 
so  that  the  white  foam  flecked  the  brown. 

And  in  Alison's  heart  a  thousand  sting- 
ing thoughts  rose,  and  almost  stifled  her. 
The  voice  of  the  storm  found  an  echo  in 
her  own  heart 

"What  is  this  that  is  over  mef"  she 
moaned,  wringing  her  hands  one  in  the 
other,  her  bonnet  blown  backwards,  her 
face  bared  to  the  bufi'eting  of  the  soft  full 
blast.  '*What  is  holding  me  so  that  I 
cannot  get  free  9  Oh,  Heaven !  guide  and 
help  me  in  this  my  hour  of  need ! " 

The  impulse  of  prayer  yielded  to  is  ever 
calming;  some  peace  stole  into  Alison's 
soul,  even  as  the  fitful  light  of  a  broken 
moon  stole  through  the  rift  of  a  cloud 
overhead,  making  a  tiny  ripple  of  silver 
on  the  tossing  water  at  her  feet.  Gather- 
ing her  cloak  tightly  round  her,  she  set 
her  face  homewards;  but  had  scarce  reached 


the    susceptible    pedestrian.      Tn&y    are 
then   clad  with  heather,  which,  at  that 
time  of  year,  is  not  a  very  bright  sort 
of  vestment;  but  the  glow  of  the  young 
bracken  and   the  even  tenderer    colours 
of  the  whortleberry  plants,  to    be  seen 
in  patches  by  the  acre,  quite  neutralise  the 
more  sombre  efi'ect  of  the  heath.    Tou 
must  moreover  drape  the  inner  dimples 
of  their  sides  with  silvery  cascades,  and 
fill  their  valleys  with  verdure  of  an  assorted 
kind,  from  buttercupped  meadows  to  haw- 
thorn and  walnut  trees.    Add  a  sprinkling 
of  white  cottages  to  the  valleys,  make  these 
melodious  with   bird    music,  and   set  a 
radiant   sun    in  the    cloud-flecked    sky, 
and  you  may'conceive  that  this  little  tract 
of  Eagland  and  Wales  has  its  allurements. 
The  mountains  occupy  a  corner  of  three 
counties — Hereford,  Monmouth,  and  Breck- 
nock.   The  most  ordinary  excursion   in 
them,  that  from  Abergavenny  to  Llanthony, 
leads  you  firom  Monmouth  towards  Breck- 
nock; nor  need  it  occupy  anything  like 
the  greater  part  of   a  day.    And  what 
a  memorable  little  jaunt  it  i»,   whether 
you  take  it  in  the  hired  car,  your  own 
phaeton,  on  a  cycle,  or  with  your  own 
unaided    legs!    The  whole  area  of  the 
Black    Mountains  may  be   reckoned  up 
roughly  as  but  about  fifteen  miles  by  ten. 
It  may  be  said  to  consist  of  five  irregular 
ridges   running    north-west    from    Aber- 
gavenny, with  five  main  valleys  and  in- 
numerable   lesser  combes.    The    greatest 
elevation  of  the  mass  seems  to  be  Waunfach, 


banks  that  top  the  river  when  something 
very  strange  happened.  A  red  glow  rose 
and  flickered ;  the  staring  arms  of  the 
trees  on  the  cones  of  the  hills  showed 
black  against  the  blaze  of  light,  and  from 


the  low  stone  wall  that  edges  the  high   on  the  Gider  Bidge,  two  thousand  six 


far  away  came  the  sound  of  a  wild  song  The  Sugarloaf,  by  Abergavenny,  though 


that  was  like  a  cry. 


hundred  and  sixty  feet  high.  Bat  It 
Is  not  a  conspicuous  peak.  The  Ridge 
just  raises  a  pimple  a  hundred  feet  or 
two  above  its  general  summit,  and  the 
world  has  christened  the  pimple  Waunfach. 


AMONG  THE  BLACK  MOUNTAINS. 


The  person  who  knows  nothing  about 
the  Black  Mountains  except  their  name 
may  be  excused  for  having  a  somewhat 
gloomy  Idea  of  them.  The  idea,  however, 
does  them  an  injustice.  They  are  no  more 
funereal  in  hue  than  other  mountains. 
Even  in  winter,  when  they  may  be 
supposed  to  be  most  awe-lnqplring,  they 
are  white  rather  than  black. 


Seen  In  the  fag  end  of  spring,  as  I 
saw  and  made  intimate  acqudntance  with 
them,  these  hills  are,  indeed,  a  joy  to  '  something.    He  was,  from  his  own  report, 


less  than  two  thousand  feet  high.  Is  much 
more  assuming,  seen  from  the  Usk  valley, 
than  Waunfach. 

I  started  for  my  Black  Mountain  tramp 
from  Brecon,  about  twenty  miles  from 
Abergavenny.  It  Is  an  unaccountable 
thing  that  there  Is  no  direct  railway  down 
the  Usk  valley  between  these  towns.  The 
distance  is  but  twenty  miles  by  the  road, 
As  I  travelled,  however,  the  journey 
required  nearly  three  hours  of  railway. 
It  would  have  been  tedious  but  for  a 
companion,  and  the  very  great  charm  of 
the  wooded  mountain  sides  and  valleys 
at  the  beginning  and  end  of  the  journey. 

Of  my  companion,  I  must  really  say 
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a  mOlionafre.  I  met  him  at  the  Brecon 
hotel,  where  he  ate  fried  bacon  with  his 
trout.  We  chanced  to  breakfast  together 
at  an  ontunely  hour,  and  sabsequently 
to  travel  together.  I  had  a  third-clase 
toarifit  ticket;  but 'my  companion,  being 
a  millionaire,  troubled  himself  not  at  aU 
about  tickets  and  took  me  with  him, 
first  class.  He  had  words  to  exchange 
with  countless  persons  at  the  various 
stations  in  the  iron  district  although 
which  we  passed.  It  was  about  coal 
one  minute,  iron  the  next,  then  house 
property;  stocks  and  shares,  and  other 
industries  fiUed  up  the  gaps.  Between 
whileF,  the  worthy  fellow,  who  wore  a  most 
desirable  diamond  on  one  of  his  fingers, 
apd  a  smaller — but  also  very  desirable 
— jewel  in  his  scarf,  told  me  more  of 
his  personal  history  than  I  had  the  right 
to  expect  to  hear.  Forty  years  ago,  he 
had  been  a  plain  mechanic  in  a  railway 
shed.  Now  he  was  what  he  was — the 
god  of  a  surprising  number  of  men's  ad- 
miration, and  a  member  of  the  Imperial 
Institute  to  boot.  He  told  me  that  having 
worked  hard  in  the  days  of  his  early  man- 
hood, he  proposed  now  to  enjoy  himself 
without  stint  I  judge  he  began  to  do 
that  a  year  or  two  ago.  He  had  lately 
travelled  much  in  Amenca,  and  never  with- 
out a  six-shooter.  Try  as  I  would,  however, 
I  could  not  induce  him  to  impart  to  me  an 
adaptable  recipe  whereby  I  too  might  become 
a  millionaire.  At  a  venture,  I  imagine  that 
land  speculations  had  raised  him.  He  hinted 
as  much  when  he  told  how  seven  years 
ago,  being  made  guardian  to  an  orphan 
with  two  thousand  pounds,  he  invested 
the  sum  in  land  in  Cardiff.  "Last  week, 
mister,"  he  added  sententiously,  *'  I  parted 
with  that  land  for  that  orphan  for  seventeen 
thousand  pounds."  Happy  orphan  to  have 
had  such  a  guardian !  I  thought  But  I 
coidd  as  little  persuade  my  friend  to  tell 
me  where  the  orphan  lived — I  gathered 
it  was  a  marriageable  young  lady — as  lead 
him  to  give  me  practical  assistance  on 
the  high  road  to  wealth.  "Now,  mind 
you,"  said  the  good  gentleman  to  me 
at  parting,  "you're  to  have  a  knife  and 
fork  with  me  when  you  come  my  way. 
Just  book  that,  will  yout"  I  did  book 
it,  and  parted  from  the  millionaire  with 
a  feeling  of  indefinable  regret  like  that 
left  in  the  mouth  after  the  all-too-brisk 
dissolution  of  an  expensive  caramel. 

By  the  way,  I  must  try  a  little  fried  bacon 
with  my  next  trout.  It  seems  a  most 
profane  alliance.    Bat  a  millionaire  is  sure 


tp  know  what  is  good.    And  so  I  leave 
the  suggestion  with  the  reader. 

Then  from  the  hot  train — a  first  class 
carriage  in  May  is  the  favoured  vehicle 
of  fleas — ^I  walked  gladly  faito  the  lanes 
of  Llanvihangel,  and  set  my  face  towards 
Llanthony.  All  was  peaceful  and  sreen 
and  odorous  and  beautiful.  Here  I  was 
onlyon  theoutskirtsof  theBlack  Mountains, 
but  their  rounded  inoffensive  shapes  were 
before  me.  I  was  by  the  River  Honddu, 
a  mild  brook  after  so  long  a  drought, 
with  kine  bathine  themselves  in  it  a^e 
deep.  It  behoved  me  to  follow  this  deep- 
set  little  stream,  to  its  confluence  with 
another  mountain  rivulet  under  the  walls 
of  the  monastic  retreat  of  our  famous 
modem  Benedictine^  Father  Ignatius,  ten 
miles  away.  The  prior  of  New  Llanthony 
has  snugly  nested  himself.  A  pilgrim  must, 
even  in  the  gay  summer  time,  be  well 
shod  and  stout  of  heart  to  approach  the 
reverend  house,  knowing  that  he  will 
have  to  return  thence  for  his  bed.  No 
man,  not  even  a  mQlionaire,  could  be  more 
stoutly  protected  against  the  assaults  of 
the  idly  curious  or  Uie  professional  scoffer. 
Of  Father  Ignatius,  however,  and  his 
monastery  more  anon. 

The  sun  was  torrid,  but  a  sweet  breeze 
blew  down  the  valley  in  my  face.  The 
old  joy  of  walking  under  such  glorious 
conditions  soon  possessed  me.  I  would 
not  for  a  time  have  exchanged  my  feelings 
for  those  of  a  millionaire  at  their  most 
ecstatic  pitch.  The  mountain  shapes  little 
by  little  enlarged  themselves  about  me, 
and  the  glen  narrowed.  There  were 
hyacinths  enough  under  the  hedses,  which 
in  their  turn  were  sprayed  with  crimson 
and  white  dog  roses  and  honeysuckle. 
The  walnut  trees,  whose  summits  soared 
to  my  level  from  the  banks  of  the  Honddu, 
were  of  a  sfze  rare  in  England.  There 
were  firs  and  pines  in  plantations  on  the 
hillsides,  and  the  cuckoos  sang  from 
them.  Bees  buzzed  around  me,  andyellow- 
hammers  flitted  coquettishly,  cock  and 
hen,  from  hawthorn  twig  to  hawthorn 
twig,  about  two  yards  before  me.  The 
heavens  were  as  kind  as  blue  sunlit  sky 
and  fleecy  clouds  could  render  them.  And 
for  three  miles  I  met  not  one  living  person. 
The  mellowed  pedestrian  asks  no  fairer 
fortune  from  Heaven  than  ^s. 

I  passed  one  slip  of  a  hamlet,  Owmyoy, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  stream,  perilously 
near,  as  it  seemed,  to  the  broken  face  of 
the  mountain  above  it. 

But  though  there  were  houses  and  a 
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church  and  fly-trouUed  cattle  in  the  lane 
leading  to  the  bridge  over  the  HonddUi 
human  inhabitants  there  aeemed  none. 
For  this,  of  course,  I  cared  not  My  road 
was  unmistakeable.  I  did  not  crave  the 
confidences  of  any  garrulous  rustic.  I  did 
not  even  thirst  for  beer  or  milk.  And 
I  knew  that,  before  long^  old  Llanthony 
would  show  itself. 

Ere  coming  to  the  Abbey,  however,  I 
was  met  by  a  plaintive  man  in  a  cart.  He 
stopped  and  expressed  humble  sorrow  at 
being  so  late.  I  knew  no  more  than  the 
man  in  the  moon  what  he  meant.  Bat 
later  it  appeared  that  my  knickerbockers 
made  him  claim  me  for  a  certain  fisherman 
whom,  with  his  flies  and  rode*,  he  ought 
to  have  carried  up  the  glen  from  the  rail- 
way station  an  hour  back.  I  sent  him 
on  his  way,  and  welcomed  the  broadening 
of  the  valley,  which  indicated  that  the 
old-time  abode  of  the  comfort-seeUng 
solitaries  was  at  hand.  The  mountains 
nowhere  wore  a  fairer  tapestry  of  clouded 
and  velvety  green;  nowhere  were  the 
meadows  so  luxuriant,  and  the  blackbirds 
so  tuneful.  And  there  could  have  been 
no  more  delightful  contrast  with  idl  this 
warm  exuberance  than  that  given  by  the 
black  yew  trees  behind  which  stood  up 
the  rugged  outline  of  the  broken  monastery 
walls. 

A  puny  post  office ;  a  white  cottage  or 
two  amid  the  greenery  by  the  brook; 
a  tiny  church  with  decayed  beams,  which 
a  clerical  gentleman  and  a  mechanic 
were  inspecUng  from  a  ladder;  an  inn, 
and  the  ruins :  these  t<^ether  make  up 
Llanthony. 

To  be  predse,  the  inn  and  the  ruins 
are  one.  Of  old  the  prior  had  his  resi- 
dence in  the  modem  guesthouse.  Kitchen 
and  dining-room  nowadays  let  straight 
upon  the  sward,  shadowed  by  the 
monastic  walls.  But  everything  here  is 
of  a  very  unpretentious  kind.  There 
was  doubtless  even  on  fast  days  more 
cheer  in  the  kitchen  of  the  monastery 
than  you  will  find  in  the  kitchen  of  the 
inn.  An  artist  could  be  seen  in  an  upper 
room,  plying  his  brush,  with  his  subject 
before  him.  An  aged  man  was  spudding 
among  the  peas  and  cabbages  in  the 
monastery  gardea  A  child  rolled  on  the 
tombstone  of  an  abbot,  and  a  crowd  of 
reckless  poiUtry  strolled  hither  and  thither 
in  quest  of  worms  or  grains.  These  aparti 
I  had  the  ruins  to  myself,  as  I  had  had 
the  Black  Mountains'  road.  But  ere  my 
modest  cutlets  were  cooked,  I  was  joined 


by  two  middle-aged  persons  from  London, 
who,  having  pottered  about  among  the 
stones  a  little,  and  stared  at  the  blue 
sky  which  domed  them,  dso  joined  me 
at  the  dinner-table.  They  were  not  of 
the  common  kind  of  tourists,  these  two. 
There  was  no  frivolity  and  but  little 
enthusiasm  in  either  of  them.  Over  the 
meat  they  talked  with  me  in  Johnsonian 
phrases.  I  imagine  their  interests  were 
half  theological  and  half  mercantila  If 
you  can  conceive  two  mild  haberdashers 
on  a  preaching  tour,  you  will  have  an 
idea  of  their  personality. 

But,  having  lunched,  I  had  no  time 
for  mere  speculative  disquisitions.  From 
the  old  monastery  I  meant  to  proceed 
to  the  new — four  miles  higher  up  the 
glen.  And  afterwards  I  had  to  scale 
the  mountains  and  pass  along  the  broad 
platform  which  unites  all  the  ridges  of 
the  Black  Mountains  at  theb  northern 
end,  and  so  drop  as  best  I  coidd  towards 
L^angorse  Lake  in  the  west.  It  was  an 
ambitious  programme,  and  I  might  fail 
to  fulfil  it,  but  I  proposed  to  try. 

I  had  walked  for  another  hour,  I  suppose, 
always  ascending,  with  a  fine  pyrunidal 
mountain  before  me,  standing  at  the 
meeting  place  of  two  ravines  from  the 
north,  when  I  heard  the  tinkle  of  a  church 
belL  The  blackbirds  that  had  erstwhile 
been  carolling  seemed  to  hold  tiieir  notes 
until  the  bell  had  sung  its  lay.  The  effect 
of  this  melody  in  these  mountain  wilds 
was  exquisite.  I  stood  and  listened  to 
it,  and  dropped  my  cigarette  in  the 
spiritual  absorption  of  the  act.  Then  the 
bell  ceased,  the  birds  continued  their  chants, 
and  I  proceeded  on  my  way.  The  modem 
monastery  could  not  but  be  near. 

Yet  before  I  came  to  it  I  had  to  make 
acquaintance  with  one  more  little  hamlet — 
that  of  Capel-y-ffin.  What  a  sequestered, 
pretty  little  spot  it  occupies.  Tliere  is  an 
ancient  church  about  as  spacious  as  a  rich 
man's  dining-room,  low,  and  with  a  most 
unobtrusive  bell  tower ;  the  whole  girdled 
by  jetty  yew  trees  which  almost  hide  from 
view  the  leaning  tombstones  in  its  burial- 
ground.  The  mountains  rise  on  all  sides 
of  it,  and  the  Honddu  receives  its  chief 
tributary  by  its  walls.  A  few  white 
cottages  are  scattered  up  the  glen,  with 
fields  of  clover  and  buttercups  betwixt 
them  and  some  high  old  trees  where  the 
moisture  is  most  pervasive.  The  pyramidid 
mountain  already  noticed  bears  a  con- 
spicuous cross  of  stones  on  its  summit  and 
dominates  the  scene. 
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Hence  to  the  monastery  on  the  hiUdde 
it  was  bnt  a  step  or  two  np  the  right  bank 
of  the  Honddn'8  tributary.  A  trim  wall 
appeared,  with  sprace  fin  bagging  it 
methodically.  A  stone  portal  showed  itr 
self,  capped  by  a  crncifix  bearing  the  word 
«  Paz,"  inscribed  "  The  Abbot's  Gate,"  and 
marked  with  the  frigid  phrase,  "Private 
Entrance."  And  looking  over  the  stone  waU| 
I  looked  npon  a  well-conditioned  garden  of 
pot  herbs  and  vegetabler ,  in  which  sundry 
bare-headed  young  men  in  black  cassocks 
were  toiling  gently  with  their  hoes.  The 
high  roof  of  a  chapel  rose  above  the  earden 
and  a  pleasant  house  was  alongside,  having 
a  gable,  cross-crowned,  beneath  whidi  a 
black  and  white  bow-wfaidow  bulged  prettily 
forwards.  The  sun  shone  over  aU,  and  the 
bretze  blew  freshly  Irom  tJie  mountain 
watershed  to  the  north.  Everything 
seemed  saturated  with  this  sweet  word 
"Pax" 

Now  I  knew  that  this  modem  reviver  in 
England  of  an  old  social  and  religious 
habit  did  not  favour  the  presence  of 
ordinary  strangers  in  his  tranquil  little 
domain.  The  guide-book  told  me  that 
Nevertheless,  and  because  I  was  thirsty — a 
poor  pretext,  since  the  mountains  teemed 
with  ice-cold  springs — I  approached  the 
monastery  as  bold  as  a  baker  delivering  his 
ordered  loaves.  A  blue  construction  of 
wood,  neatly  nailed  round,  in  a  pink  and 

fellow  meadow,  excited  my  curiosity.  But 
would  not  climb  the  fence  to  see  it  at 
close  quaiters.  I  walked  on  to  the  chapel 
door,  which  was  open.  At  sound  of  my 
footsteps  a  stir  arose  among  the  brethren 
in  the  garden.  They  leaned  on  their  hoe 
handles  and  looked  at  me.  One,  a  dark 
young  man,  seized  a  barrow  and  trundled 
it  upwards  so  as  to  arrive  at  the  chapel 
porch  before  me.  The  others  stood  and 
watched  the  issue. 

But  nothing  sensational  happened.  I 
saluted  the  dark  young  brother,  whose 
finger  nails  were  no  blacker  than  was  to  be 
expected,  and  he  avowed  that  he  saw  no 
reason  why  I  might  not  enter  the  chapel. 
It  would  indeed  have  been  odd  if  he  had. 
And  so  I  sat  in  the  incense-perfumed  cool- 
ness and  looked  at  the  Madonna  on  the 
altar,  and  the  red-UUed  altar  carpet,  and  the 
sunlit  verdure  of  the  garden.  The  high 
altar  was  screened  off,  but  through  the 
screen  its  many  candles  and  the  burning 
lamp  before  it  were  visible.  A  few  minutes 
passed  thus  refreshingly,  and  the  young 
brother  returned  to  say  that  any  informa- 
tion I  required  would  be  afforded  me  at  the 


monastery.  I  have  a  sad  unconscious  trick 
of  looking  most  angelic  when  really  I  am 
but  gnaweid  by  curiosity.  Hence  I  imagine 
this  intimation ;  for  why  might  I  not  have 
been  a  nobleman  in  mufti,  with  the  mon- 
astic instinct  ebullient  in  me  t 

Then  I  receded  and  rang  the  monastery 
beU.    The  door  was  wide  open,  so  that  I 
might  have  entered  and  at  least  rested  in 
the  vestibule,  where  were  chairs,  religious 
pictures,  words,  and  symbols,  and  shelter 
from  the  sun.    The  monastery  dog  in  his 
kennel  outside  did  not  so  much  as  part  his 
eyelids  at  ma     His  nose  hung  over  the 
threshold  of  his  house,  and  he  seemed  to  be 
dreaming  blissfuDy.    I  rang  again  and  yet 
again.    Then,  with  youthful  impetuosity, 
Father  Ignatius  himself  appeared,  greeted 
me,  insisted  that  I  should  be  refreshed,  and 
departed ;  to  be  succeeded  in  two  or  three 
njnutes  by  one  of  the  cassocked  young  men, 
who  promptly  shut   the  door  and    held 
formal  converse  with  me  through  a  grating 
about  two  inches  by  two.    He  had  yeUow 
teeth,  that  is  all  I  can  tell  of  him.    His 
enquiries  were  such  as  might  have  been 
expected.    Whence  came  iT  whither  went 
If  and  wherefore  did  I  appear  at  the 
monastery  t     Three  little  rustic  urchins 
trooped  round  with  school-books,  and  I 
heard  the  genial  voice  of  the  prior  cry  to 
them:  "Good-bye,  dear  boys."    Another 
young  man  in  a  cassock  followed  the  boys, 
and  expressed  himself  willing  to  be  my 
guide  until  the  tea  hour,  when,  it  was 
hoped,  I  would  be  their  guest. 

But  alas !  I  could  not  tarry  for  tea. 
Nothing  would  have  given  me  greater 
pleasure.  I  have  eaten  snails  and  drunk 
wine  with  Greek  monks;  and  have  been 
stroked  on  the  head  by  an  attenuated  Italian 
devoted  to  a  life  of  mortification  and  beg- 
ging for  "  centesimi."  I  would  dearly  have 
liked  to  see  how  these  young  Englishmen 
carried  themselves  in  community ;  but  I 
had  many  miles  before  me  ere  I  could 
consider  my  day's  walk  at  an  end,  and  it 
was  already  past  four  o'clock. 

My 'new  guide  therefore  took  me  hur- 
riedly into  the  pilgrims'  refectory,  where  I 
was  regaled  with  limejuicej  thence  into 
the  visitors'  parlour — a  bright  room  with 
books,  portraits  of  Her  Majesty,  writing 
materials,  and  pictures,  but  with  no  view 
from  it — and  then,  having  peeped  at  the 
corridor  of  cubicles  for  downright  pilgrims, 
we  descended  into  the  open.  The  books 
in  the  visitors'  room  were  not  all  mere 
spiritual  <*  pabulum."  There  were  novels 
among  them  with  well-frayed  edges. 
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And  10  we  walked  towards  the  outer 
track  together.  The  blae  woodwork  in  the 
meadow  thus  came  into  view  agab. 

<<  What  is  it/'  I  aaked,  ''  a  tomb,  or 
what!" 

''  Not  a  tomb !  We  want  no  graves 
here.  One  does  not  die  at  Llanthony/' 
was  the  reply. 

I  apologised  for  my  cnrlosity,  bat  made 
no  attempt  to  control  it. 

"Oh,  it  is,"  said  my  guide  at  length, 
''  the  j)lace  of  the  apparition.  That  was 
before  my  tima  When  there  is  money 
enough,  something  more  suitable  will  be 
substituted  for  it." 

*'  Our  Lady  of  Llanthony  "  may  by-and- 
by  therefore  become  an  accredited  wonder- 
workbg  cult  in  the  Black  Mountains. 

At  the  outer  gate  I  parted  with  my 
kindly  cicerone  and  made  for  the  heights. 
The  chapel  bell  tinkled  again,  this  time 
but  faintly,  for  the  wind  carried  its  music 
away  from  me. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  caught  up  the  three 
little  urchins  who  had  been  to  afternoon 
school  at  the  monastery.  They  had  nothing 
but  good  words  to  say  of  the  **  reverend 
father's  "  treatment  of  them ;  nor  can  aught 
save  the  old  Adam  of  human  nature — 
perhaps  in  the  shape  of  a  Uquor-loving  sire 
— be  held,  accountable  for  the  gleeftd 
remark  of  the  oldest  of  them  when  I  gave 
them  a  penny  apiece :  **  It'll  get  us  two 
glasses  of  beer  1 "  On  consideration,  the 
child  thought  that  either  toffee  or  a  ''  good 
book"  might  be  better  for  hb  soul's 
salvation  than  home-brewed  ale. 

It  was  past  five  o'clock,  and  I  stiJl  had 
ten  rough  miles  to  travel,  the  greater  part 
aided  by  compass  and  sun  alone.  They 
were  gloriously  bracing  miles.  From  the 
monastery  level  (about  one  thousand  one 
hundred  feet  above  the  sea),  I  ascended 
gradually  the  plateau  whence  the  moun- 
tains fall  fai  parallel  lidges  to  the  south  and 
in  abrupt  terraces  to  the  north.  I  had  the 
heathery  upland  to  myself.  Here  and  there 
were  sheep  and  ponies ;  naught  else.  From 
the  summit  of  the  plateau  (some  two 
thousand  feet  up),  the  Wye  valley  broke 
into  view,  t^e  gleaming  thread  of  the  river 
bounded  on  the  other  side  by  hiUs  above 
hiUs  to  the  horizon. 

Hence,  shortly,  the  angular  peaks  of  the 
Brecon  Beacons  were  visible  in  the  vest. 
They  served  as  my  guide,  for  the  Lake  of 
Llangorse  lies  between  them  and  the 
Black  Mountains.  I  hit  the  right  dope 
for  my  purpose.  ''  T  Orib  "  it  is  called, 
which,    being    interpreted,    means    "the 


edge."  From  no  standpoint  could  I  have 
had  a  finer  retrospect  of  the  general 
character  of  the  mountains  I  had  done 
with.  Y  Orib  is  a  long  narrow  mountain 
promontory,  dropping  sharply  to  the  culti- 
vated land  at  the  base  of  the  hills.  There 
was  something  of  grandeur  in  the  dark 
coombes  on  either  hand,  with  the  pencilling 
of  bright  green  where  spring  water  gushed 
from  the  mountain  sides.  There  is  a 
Oastell  Dinas  at  the  extremity  of  T  Crib. 
The  remains  of  the  citadel  still  stand  and 
guard  the  pass,  which  is  now  merely  a 
highway  from  one  village  to  another. 

At  eight  o'clock  I  was  still  trudging 
towards  my  bourne,  though  with  lessened 
enthusiasm.  It  seemed  to  me  that  Llangorse 
vOlage  would  never  be  reached.  The  glitter 
of  the  lake  had  shown  in  the  bottom  of  Uie 
valley  twice  or  thrice,  and  then  disappeared. 
I  passed  from  lane  to  lane,  ever  descending, 
and  ever  with  the  Brecon  Beacons  before 
me.  One  of  these  lanes  was  more  remark- 
able than  the  rest.  It  was  exceedingly 
narrow,  and  steep,  and  rough — a  mere  cow 
path,  in  fact ;  but  the  trees  grew  entirely 
across  it,  and  the  banks  on  either  hand 
were  as  full  of  ferns  as  if  a  collector  had 
purchased  the  domain  and  planted  it  at  his 
pleasure.  It  was  like  a  lane  of  the  tropics 
for  its  beauty,  though  less  luxuriant.  The 
invigorating  coolness  and  damp  of  it  were, 
however,  emphatically  English  sensations. 
A  crimson  flicker  of  the  sunset  shone 
through  the  canopy  of  its  leaves,  for  one 
moment  transfiguring  it  and  myself. 

A  few  minutes  later  I  was  in  Llangorse 
village,  and  the  children  playing  before  the 
church  and  bestriding  the  brook  bridge 
briefly  suspended  their  antics  to  stare  at 
the  apparition  of  a  stranger.  But  tha 
"Bed  Lion  Inn"  received  me  in  its  prim 
little  parlour  and  hid  me  from  their  sight  j 
and  old  Amor,  that  famous  fisherman  of 
Llangorse,  came  forward  in  his  time-stained 
velveteens  to  say  that  the  morrow  wculd 
be  a  capital  day  for  fishing  the  lake  with 
him — in  one  of  his  boats. 


BUEIED  TEEASUEE. 

A  PIRATE  YAKN  UP  TO  DATE. 

''What!"  cried  the  seedy  stranger; 
"you  don't  believe  in  buried  treasure! 
Wall,  I  Bwar  I  Ain't  such  things  t  Cost 
more  to  find  than  they're  worth  1  Why, 
the  greatest  stake  I  ever  played  was  for 
buried  treasure. 

'^  Where  shall  I  begin,  now — let's  see. 
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Wall,  I  was  in  love — ^right  in  up  to  the 
neck.  She  was  a  nurse  in  the  hospital.  I 
was  a  useless  orphan  gump,  with  a 
thousand  a  year  of  my  own.  Snys  Alick, 
'  I'm  a  pro  in  this  here  hospital,  earning 
twenty  dollars  a  year.  Whatjare  youf 
'  Three  saloons/  says  I — *  livery  stable,  and 
mortgage  on  the  First  Baptist  Ohurch.' 
'What  d'ye  dot'  says  she.  'Hang 
around,'  says  I.  'Then  don't  hang 
around  me,'  says  she.  Tell  you  that  was 
a  sickener.  However,  I  tried  again  the 
next  year.  Says  Alick,  '  I'm  a  staff  nurse 
in  this  here  hospital  and  boss  of  the  surgical 
ward.  What  are  yout'  'I  love  you/ 
says  I.  '  Well,'  says  she,  *  staff  nurses 
ain'c  to  be  had  at  the  price.  Sheer  off ; 
go  and  do  something.'  I  jost  went  around 
back  streets,  and  kicked  myself  home.' 

"That  night  I  was  packing  up  to  go  West, 
when  I  came  across  a  sheaf  of  Pa's  old 
letters,  and  began  to  burn  'em  one  at  a 
time  in  the  stove.  Presently  I  lit  on 
a  document  writ  by  my  grandmother 
Saphira  Burns,  'being  a  narrative 
dictated  by  my  husband,  Zachariah  P. 
Burns,  of  Millstoneville,  Connecticut,  a 
retired  pirate,  late  deceased,  having  been 
run  over  and  killed  by  an  omnibus  in 
New  York,  and  lyeth  in  Greenwood 
Gdmetery,  for  which  the  said  omnibus 
company  disclaimeth  liability,  having  been 
intoxicated,  and  now  waiteth  in  confident 
expectance  of  a. glorious  hereafter.  Given 
under  my  hand.' 

"  Well,  you  bet,  I  pricked  up  my  ears, 
'specially  when  I  seen  that  the  whole 
bloomin'  yam  was  about  a  buried  treasure. 
Grandpa  Zachariah  must  have  been  a 
double-barrelled  terror.  Why,  at  nineteen, 
being  third  mate  of  a  whaler,  he  mutinied ; 
Inade  his  own  cousin  by  marriage,  Captain 
Eliphalet  W.  Sdggs,  walk  the  plank; 
swore  in  the  crew  over  a  Russian  almanack 
and  a  bloody  dagger;  hoisted  the  black 
flag;  and  started  in  business  as  a  buc- 
caneer. At  first  he  scuttled  coasters  in  a 
small  way  along  the  Cbilanean  coast;  after- 
wards, when  he  had  lost  his  ship  on  the 
Gallipagoes,  took  to  annexing  whalers 
when  they  put  in  for  water.  Altogether, 
what  with  marooning,  ransoms,  and  deep- 
sea  captures,  he  was  making  a  pretty  good 
stake,  when,  as  luck  would  have  it,  trade 
slackened,  money  got  tight,  dividends 
down  to  nothing — in  short,  the  crew  got 
up  on  their  ear  and  mutinied. 

"  When  the  ringleaders  found  Z  tch,  he 
was  sittinff  in  the  middle  of  the  cabin  on 
a  barrel  of  gunpowder,  armed  with  dozens 


of  pistols.  They  told  him  to  come  down 
off  that  barrel. 

"  « I'll  be  hanged  if  I  do,'  says  Zich. 

" '  That's  so,'  said  the  ringleader,  who 
was  a  truthful  man. 

"'Now,'  says  Zaoh,  'I'm  bossing  this 
show.  You're  going  to  head  her  for 
Panama — nor-nor-east-b'-east — and  if  yoa 
ain't  dropped  anchor  by  seven  bells  of  the 
morning  watch,  I'U  blow  her  up  by  George, 
and  this  time  to-morrow  you'll  be  arranging 
for  your  lodgings  down  below ! ' 

'*  Yes,  sir,  compass  in  the  beams  over- 
head, water  and  food  within  reach;  why 
he'd  got  the  dead  bulge  on  the  whole 
outfit!  The  crew  chuckled  on  deck, 
thinkbg  how  they'd  carve  up  Zidi  when 
he  started  for  to  go  ashore ;  and  Zichariah 
chuckled  in  the  cabin,  for  when  they 
anchored  at  Panama  Bay  he  wouldn't  quit 
his '  barrel  unless  the  new  Captain  was 
given  up  to  him  as  hostage,  till  such  time 
as  he  reached  the  dry  land. 

'*  With  a  pistol  in  each  of  the  leader'e 
ears  he  marched  up  on  deck,  and  went  down 
into  the  boat  While  all  the  crew  hung 
gaping  over,  the  bulwarks,  while  a  slow 
match  fizztid  in  the  cabin,  Zichariah  P. 
Burns  went  safely  ashore  with  his  hostage. 
Yes,  there  he  stood  on  the  beach  till  tiie 
new  Captain  went  back  aboard,  saw 
him  welcomed  by  the  crew  on  deck, 
saw  the  boat  hauled  up— — then  bang 
went  the  ship,  and  for  some  minutes  the 
air  was  plumb  full  of  hurtling  scraps  of 
pirate.  Zachariah  remembers  that  he 
was  a  Connecticut  man,  and  felt  qtdte 
pleased  with  Connecticut. 

'Ever  hear  of  Lafitte — the  Pirate  of 
the  Gulff  Not  Then  you'd  oughter. 
Z«ch  found  him  at  Colon,  anyway,  out- 
fitting for  the  fall  trade ;  joined  on,  shipped 
as  his  second  mate ;  and  I  tell  you  they 
made  things  hum  in  the  Mexican  Golf! 
Business  was  booming ;  why  they  got  so 
proud  that  when  they  spent  a  Sunday  after- 
noon shark-fishing,  nothing  Would  satisfy 
'em  for  bait  but  live  Jesuit  missionaries  I 
Mind  you,  Lafitte  was  dead  nuts  on 
theology — listen  by  the  hour  to  any  sky 
pilot  as  happened  along — but  as  he  said, 
'  Romans  is  pizen  1 ' 

''  Well,  during  the  war  of  1812,  old  man 
Zeichariah  must  needs  fall  out  with  Lafitte. 
British  General — Pakenham  his  name  was 
— wanted  the  Captain  to  come  along  and 
help  capture  New  Orleans.  Zach's  eyes 
fairly  gUttered  when  he  thought  of  all  the 
loot. 

"  '  It's  a  great  scheme  1 '  says  he. 
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*"  Won't  work,  Zicb,/  says  Lafitte,  <the 
bloomin  Britisher's  joUy  well  going  to 
get  licked.  I'm  going  to  tarn  patiiot  and 
help  give  him  beans.  I'm  after  a  free 
pardon  from  the  Tanks — yon  bet' 

"'Patriotism  be  blowedl'  says  Zicha- 
riab. 

*<  On  the  way  to  New  Orleans  they  had 
to  pat  in  for  water  at  the  Bayoa  Teche. 
S^on  Is  they  dropped  anchor,  and  the 
people  were  away  with  the  water  breakerp, 
CAjtain  Lafitte  calls  away  the  jolly-boat 
and  starts  oat  with  Zachariah  and  two 
ordinary  seamen  on  a  little  picnic.  After 
some  miles  they  palled  over  to  an  island, 
where  they  spent  the  whole  night  landing 
a  tha&dering  big  iron  chest  fall  of  gold 
and  jevels.  Enoagh  to  make  yoar  mouth 
water :  chalices  and  cracibles,  patens 
withoat  end,  snuff-boxes,  chains  of  rolled 
gold,  with  eighteen  carat  fixingp,  earriugp, 
necklets,  tararas,  dimonds,  candlesticks — 
and — etc.  Baried  it  in  the  beach — yes,  of 
course  above  high  water  mark,  smoothed 
the  place  over,  and  murdered  the  ordinary 
seamen — which  had  been  selected  as  the 
two  most  uieleas  men  aboard. 

" '  Now,'  says  Lafitte,  *  we  can  go  on  to 
New  Orleans  with  a  clear  conscience.' 

"  Next  morning  when  they  were  about 
a  mile  or  so  at  sea,  the  Captain  sent 
Zichariah  aloft  to  do  some  kind  of  monkey 
business  with  the  fore  royal  yard-arm. 
When  Z«ch  got  to  the  place,  he  found  the 
foot  rope  cut  neatly  away  at  the  outer  end 
till  it  hung  by  a  thread.  *I  see,'  says 
Z^ariah. 

"Now  you  must  understand  that  they 
were  in  a  shaUow  bay,  about  a  mile  and  a 
half  out,  a  big  eddy  swirling  along-shore. 
While  Zach  was  taking  it  all  in,  the  Captain 
sung  out : 

"'You  goin'  to  stay  there  all  day) 
Why  don't  you  get  a  hump  on,  you  darned 
old  wr^ck  of  a  purser's  pig — ^you  brass- 
mounted,  brazen  -  headed  jackass  — 
you—!—!—! ' 

" '  Ay,  ay,  keep  your  shirt  on,  governor!' 
so  saying  Z^ch  stepped  on  the  foot  rope. 

" '  Man  overboard  1 '  yelled  the  Captain. 
Zach  came  down  with  an  awful  smack  in  the 
water.  The  dy  old  fox  I  While  Lafitte  lay- 
to  lowering  away  the  boats,  Zichariah  let 
himself  float  gently  with  the  current  till 
they  could  barely  see  where  he  was.  Then, 
kicking  off  his  sea  boots,  he  suddenly  let 
out  a  piercing  yell,  waved  his  arms  like  a 
windmill,  and  sank.  He  was  never  seen 
again  from  the  pirate  ship. 

"  Drowned  f  Drowned  nothin' !   He  was 


simply  swimming  under  water,  putting  up 
his  nose  when  he  needed  a  sniff  of  air.  In 
half  an  hour  he  landed  at  the  point  of  the 
bay,  hauled  ashore  like  a  seal,  and  hung 
himself  out  to  dry.  Lafitte  had  called  in 
the  boats  and  squared  away  for  New 
Orleans. 

"^Nothing  like  trusting  your  friends,' 
says  Zichariah. 

"Dig  up  the  treasure)  No;  went 
straight  to  Mobile,  Alabama.  There,  while 
he  was  hiring  a  sloop  to  carry  the  spoil 
away,  the  old  man  must  needs  fall  in  love. 
The  lady  was  young,  pretty,  widow,  four 
hundred  a  year — married  witbiu  a  month, 
and  off  to  New  York  for  the  honeymoon. 

"Happily  ever  after)  No,  he  was  run 
over  and  kUled  by  an  omnibus. 

"No  omnibuses  then)  Well,  tell  the 
story  yourself !  Then  shut  up !  There 
— gone — alams  the  door,  of  course — and  a 
good  riddance. 

*' Lafitte  1  Ban  the  Britishers  out  of 
New  Orleans — free  pardon  from  Legislature 
and  a  vote  of  thanks — ^got  religion,  and 
went  into  the  slave  trade. 

"Treasure?  Now  if  it  had  been  pork 
and  molasses,  I  guess — well,  he'd  have  done 
well  in  the  corner  grocery  line ;  but  dia- 
monds and  jawels — no.  I  guess,  stranger, 
that  down  in  Louisiana  swamps  they're 
huDgering  more  after  religion  and  quinine 
than  any  earthly  ^auds. 

"Dead  and  gone  this  long  time)  Yes. 
Lafitte  lived  at  his  island  years  and  years. 
Nights  he  used  to  go  down  with  a  spade 
and  lantern,  dig  up  the  treasure,  gloat 
awhile,  say  his  prayers  to  it,  and  bury  it  in 
again.  Never  fed  himself — couldn't  afford 
it.    They  say  he  died  of  want. 

"  But  his  ghost  keeps  up  the  old  regular 
habits.  Yes,  sir,  every  night  regular  comes 
down  the  beach — taU,  thin,  clammy,  with 
lantern  a,nd  shovel — to  dig  there  for  hours 
in  the  sand.  You  don't  believe )  Wall, 
now  I  do,  for  I've  seen  him  1 

'  Yes,  you're  right.  I  took  Grandma 
Saphira's  document,  Z^chariah's  map,  the 
proceeds  of  my  three  saloons,  mortgage, 
and  livery  stable,  and  started  out  within  a 
week  for  Louisiana.  ,Not  that  I  believed 
in  the  treasure.  No,  but  with  a  broken 
heart  one  must  hustle  around  and  do 
something,  or  there's  danger  of  whatd'ye- 
callum  setting  in.  So  at  Mobile,  Ala- 
bama, I  chartered  a  sloop  and  started  out 
with  two  hired  men,  fishing.  Yes,  camped 
on  an  island  near  the  Bayou  Teche,  and 

fished.    Talk— talk— talk I  thought 

those  two  idiots  would  never  quit  jawing. 


446      Woyemba  4,  IStS.] 


ALL  THE  TEAE  BOUND. 


[Cfondncted  by 


Why,  it  WM  nearly  midnight  before  they 
curled  up  in  their  blankets;  batatlaat  they 
talked  themselves  to  sleep.  My  chance 
was  come.  I  stole  away,  crossed  the  island, 
then  followed  along  the  shore  till  I  foond 
my  bearings.  Dark  as  a  coyote's  throat. 
I  could  just  make  out  the  two  rocks 
up  by  the  timber,  when  suddenly  the 
moon  broke  out,  and,  as  I  live,  there  was 
a  man — a  tall,  dark  man — witi^  a  lantern 
and  spade  digging ! 

"  My  teeth  rattled.  I  was  perspiring  like 
a  pitcher  of  iced  lemonada  I  was  gone 
in  the  knees,  something  horrible  crawling 
down  my  back.  For  there  he  was,  with 
a  face  like  a  death's  head  and  bony  huids, 
digging  away  in  the  sand,  as  though  he'd 
never  come  to  the  bottom.  At  last  he 
struck  the  cheat.  I  could  hear  the  cling  of 
his  shovel  on  the  lid.  He  heaved  up  the 
top,  rummaged  around,  took  something 
out,  which  he  wrapped  in  what  looked 
like  a  shroud.  Then  the  great  lid  came 
down  with  a  clang.  I  could  stand  no 
more,  but  lit  out  along  the  beach  like  ail 
possessed,  and  crawled  back,  limp  as  a  rag, 
to  camp. 

"  Next  day  I  let  my  men  into  the  secret, 
for  I  was  ready  to  share  up  now,  if  only 
for  the  sake  of  human  conipany.  Moike 
said: 

"'It's  all  my  oL  Oi'm  an  American 
citizen.  Oan't  take  me  in  wid  ghosts  av 
ould  wives'  tales,  begorra  1 ' 

*'As  to  Hans,  he'd  have  no  truck  mit 
der  teufel.    Nod  much — no. 

"Howbeit,  for  five  hundred  dollars 
apiece  they  helped  me  out,  seeing  that  I 
was  a  friend.  We  waited  till  eleven  o'clock, 
liquored  up,  and  crossed  over  to  the  place. 
Tes,  there  he  was,  digging,  just  as  I'd 
seen  before.  We  watched  him  open  the 
chest  and  take  something  out.  Again  the 
great  heavy  top  of  the  chest  came  down 
with  a  clang.  Then  we  waited  till  the 
sand  was  fiBed  in,  and  the  ghost  stole 
back  to  the  woods.  *Now,'  says  I,  'is 
all  this  granny's  tales  9 '  Iliere  wasn't  a 
word  from  the  Irishman,  for  he'd  skipped 
the  country;  but  the  Dutchman  lay 
grovelling.  <Der  teufel!'  he  yelled. 
'  dake  me  home.' 

**  I  couldn't  stand  it.  The  whole  thing 
was  a  regular  swindle.  This  treasure — 
mine  by  rights — was  being  stolen  away 
piecemeal  night  after  night  by  a  pirate's 
ghost.  I  dragged  the  Dutchman  up,  shook 
him,  and  filled  him  with  whisky.  We 
came  down  out  of  the  woods  with  a  whoop 
and  a  yell ;  we  dug  up  the  sand  with  our 


nails;  we  lifted  the  heavy  chest  out  of 
its  hole,  and  had  started  to  drag  it  away, 
when  a  voice  rang  out  of  the  woods  that 
knocked  me  cold : 

'< '  Say,  there,  what  in  thunder  are  you 
doing  with  my  meat  safe  t  Oan't  a  man 
bury  his  food  away  from  a  tropical  sun 
without  being  plundered  by  white  trash  f 
Hands  up,  you  idiots,  or  I'll  shoot ! ' " 


OUB  LADIES'  OLUB. 


"There  is  nothing  new  under  the 
sun  ! "  So  we  northerners  were  constrained 
sorrowfully  to  admit  when  we  found  that 
our  Olub,  which  we  had  fondly  Imagined 
to  be  thoroughly  ''  fin-de-siicle,"  had  been 
forestalled,  certainly  in  America,  probably, 
too,  in  London  and  the  larger  English 
cities. 

A  good  many  seasons  ago  now  it  was, 
that  a  batch  of  us — all  girls  Aresh  from 
school,  and  fired  with  the  thought  of 
becoming  world-famed  painters  —  joined 
together  throughout  a  whole  summer  in 
order  to  go  on  various  sketching  expedi- 
tions. I  cannot  say  that  we  all  made  great 
progress  in  our  art ;  but  undoubtedly  some 
of  us  did,  and  the  rest  of  us  made  up  for 
our  lack  of  talent  by  a  plentiful  reserve  of 
high  spirits  and  healthy  appetites.  My 
own  particular  chum,  I  remember,  had  a 
knack  of  turning  everything  into  sunshine. 
No  matter  how  the  clouds  might  be 
lowering  overhead,  her  skies  were  always 
blue;  and  the  number  of  sixpences  she 
must  have  expended  on  tubes  of  cobidt, 
ultramarine,  and  cerulean  blue,  is  quite 
frightful  to  contemplate. 

For  my  part,  I  shall  never  forget  the 
tussle  I  had  that  summer  with  a  stream 
called  the  Corbie.  Bent  upon  business,  I 
had  pitched  my  camp  on  a  flat  rock  right 
in  the  middle  of  the  running  water.  It 
was  just  above  the  bit  known  as  the 
]jynn,  at  which  the  Corbie,  hemmed  in  on 
either  side  by  steep  banks,  collects  its 
forces  and  takes  sundry  bounds  down  make- 
believe  cataracts  with  a  very  creditable 
boom  and  rush.  With  my  folding-easel 
firmly  fixed  in  tufts  of  grass,  I  faoed 
directly  down  stream,  and  set  myself  to 
transfer  these  pigmy  falls  to  my  canvas. 
But  to  my  utter  astonishment  I  found  my- 
self compelled  to  make  the  water,  Instead 
of  flowing  down,  flow  up  my  picture  from 
bottom  to  top ;  and  although  in  my  own 
opinion  I  succeeded  in  overcoming  this 
tremendous  difficulty  and  reproducing  the 
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scene  with  siDgolar  fidelity,  no  one  to 
whom  I  ever  showed  the  painting  cotdd 
be  induced  to  see  it  in  its  proper  l^ht. 
**  It  is  very  nice,"  they  would  say  politely, 
''  bat  of  coarse  the  water  here  " — ^pointing 
to  the  top  of  the  canvas — "is  certainly 
above  the  water  down  there;"  and  any 
attempts  at  explanation  on  my  part  seemed 
ooly  to  have  the  effect  of  bewildering 
them.  I  discovered  later  on,  of  coarse,  on 
applying  to  the  proper  authorities,  that 
the  tftsk  to  which  I  had  set  myself  was  an 
imposaible  one ;  and  thatnot  aU  the  King's 
horses  nor  all  the  King's  men — that  is  to 
say.  not  all  the  Boyal  Academicians  and 
their  Amodates  put  together — could  have 
tackled  auccessf  ally  that  stream  from  that 
point  of  view.  Bat  I  have  always  dated 
from  that  period  the  decadence  of  my 
enthusiasm  for  the  artist's  career. 

However,  it  was  the  members  of  this 
sketchhig  party  of  which  I  have  been 
speaMng  who  were  to  form  the  nucleus  of 
our  Ladies'  Chb. 

Winter  came  and  rough  weather,  and 
sketching  had  now  become  out  of  the 
question.  How  then  were  these  young 
geniuses  to  pursue  untrammelled  thefr 
serious  studies)  The  idea  of  hiring  a 
studio  was  mooted,  but  before  it  had  even 
been  fably  considered  there  flashed  from 
some  one  intellect-— I  am  bound  to  say 
that  I  believe  it  to  have  been  an  uncon- 
cerned, masculine  one — the  brilliant  sug- 
gestion, why  not  a  Ladies'  Olubt 
Immediately  halfra-dozen  young  minds 
were  busy  with  the  ways  and  means,  the 
absolutely  necessary,  the  possibly  to  be 
done  without.  You  must  remember  that 
the  whole  scheme  was  to  us  entirely  new. 
If  the  Women's  University  Club  was  in 
New  Bond  Street  then,  we  did  not  know 
it ;  if  the  Somerville  abready  existed,  its 
fame  had  not  reached  our  northern  habita- 
tionp.  We  were  enabled  thus  to  give  full 
play  to  our  inventive  faculties,  so  long  at 
least  as  our  plans  kept  within  the  limits  of 
our  by  no  means  too  long  purses. 

It  was  speedily  decided  that  we  must 
have  a  studio  and  a  reading-room,  that  the 
annual  subscription  should  not  exceed  one 
guinea,  and  that  the  election  of  a  Lady 
President  (our  tender  years  taken  into 
account)  was  absolutely  indispensable. 
Behold  us,  then,  discussing  the  merits  of  all 
the  likely  matrons  in  our  native  town, 
regardlessof  the  consideration  as  to  whether 
they  would  or  would  not  take  gladly  the 
exalted  position  to  which  we  contemplated 
raising  them. 


I  have  ofton  thought  that  the  lady  on 
whom  our  choice  eventually  fell  was  the 
one  of  all  others  best  fitted  to  make  our 
Club  the  success  it  became.  Of  a  dls-* 
tinctly  faitollectual  turn  of  ndnd,  brimful 
of  energy,  delighting  in  the  society  of 
young  people  in  the  absence  of  any  famfly 
of  her  own,  she  espoused  our  cause  with 
ready  enthuriasm.  Almost  immediately 
we  had  enrolled  a  sufficient  number 
of  prospective  members  to  ensure  our 
solvency;  had  taken  rooms  at  a  rental 
of  fourteen  pounds  a  year,  purchased 
a  equare  of  carpet,  some  chairs,  and 
small  tables,  and  last,  but  not  least,  a 
stamp  with  a  lever  handle  to  enable  us  to 
date  triumphantly  our  letters  and  envelopes 
from  the  Ladies'  Club — a  piece  of  plant 
which  had  been  our  dream  and  our  desbe 
since  first  the  great  project  was  set  on  foot 
— and  had  applied  ourselves  to  making  our 
quarters  inhabiteble. 

Never  shall  I  forget  our  first  steps  in 
this  direction*  By  way  of  being  economical, 
we  had  determined  to  stain  the  floors  our- 
selves ;  but  oh  !  the  weary,  back-breaking 
tedium  of  the  process.  From  mom  till 
dewy  eve,  with  all  the  energy  of  despair, 
did  we  poor  geniuses  wield  the  great 
brushes  prescribed  for  the  occasion;  and 
even  then  bat  half  of  our  heavy  task  was 
done.  I  remember  that  my  right  hand 
looked  exactly  double  the  size  of  my  left 
one,  and  that  I  crept  homewards  in  such 
a  manner  as  to  suggest  that  I  was  suffering 
from  a  violent  attack  of  lumbago.  My 
companions,  I  have  no  doubt,  were  in  pre- 
cisely the  same  condition.  What  wonder, 
then,  if,  after  all  that,  we  threw  economy 
to  the  winds  and  called  in  a  painter  to  do 
the  varnishing. 

For  the  rest,  the  furnishing  of  the  rooms 
was  very  simple.  We,  the  promoters, 
supplied  all  deficiencies  in  loans  from  our 
own  homes.  Bugs  and  table-covers,  fenders 
and  curtains,  all  the  little  odds  and  ends 
necessary  for  our  purpose  took  their  places 
as  if  by  magic  in  the  Club  premises.  I 
must  mention  that  we  had  secured  the 
second  (which  was  also  the  top)  floor  of  a 
medium-sized  comer  house,  that  our  studio, 
with  ito  northern  exposure  and  its  large 
skylight,  as  well  as  other  windows,  was, 
and  is,  the  admiration  and  envy  of  our 
local  artists;  and  that,  in  addition  to  a 
capacious  reading-room,  we  were  fortunate 
enough  to  have  got  a  very  decent-sized 
cloak-room  at  the  head  of  the  stairs ;  from 
all  which  it  may  be  deduced  that  rente  in 
our  favoured  city  are  not  unnecessarily 
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high.  By  the  generosity  of  oar  President, 
a  box  capable  of  holding  one  bagful  of  coals 
was  fitted  into  the  angle  of  the  staircase, 
and  thus  we  were  completely  equipped  for 
our  winter's  work. 

But  here  exactly  came  in  the  humour  of 
the  situation.  With  us,  work  meant  play ; 
but  for  our  President  work  was  work. 
Her  husband,  by  sheer  force  of  brain 
power,  had  made  for  himself  a  name  of 
European  celebrity,  and  it  was  not  likely 
that  the  wife  of  this  great  philosopher 
would  be  deceived  as  to  the  true  nature  of 
the  dawdling  in  which  we  indulged.  Nor 
was  she.  Before  we  knew  what  we  were 
about  we  were  plunged  into  all  mannbr  of 
head  work  which  she,  to  all  appearance, 
took  it  for  granted  we  had  originally  in- 
tended carrying  on  in  our  reading-room, 
but  of  which  we  had,  of  course,  not  for  a 
moment  dreamt  until  she  suggested  it. 
Instead,  therefore,  of  spending  our  intervals 
from  home  duties  and  studio  work  in  a 
pleasant  gossip  by  our  Club  fireside,  with 
an  occasional  skip  through  the  room  by 
way  of  exercise,  here  were  we  bound  willy- 
nilly  to  read,  and,  more  formidable  still, 
to  write  essays  for  our  mutual  benefit. 

Poor  dear  Lady  President  I  Death 
alone  it  was  that  severed  the  bonds  which 
united  her  in  all  affection  with  her  Olnb 
members.  Not  for  long  after  this  first 
start  did  she  confess  to  me  that  through  it 
all  there  had  been  no  misunderstanding  on 
her  part,  but  that  in  the  midst  of  much 
private  amusement  she  had  taken  the 
course  which  she  thought  best  for  all  of  us, 
and  had  succeeded  in  hoodwinking  us 
completely  by  her  manner  of  doing  it. 

It  would  be  impossible  for  me  here,  to 
enter  into  anj^thbg  like  a  detailed  account 
of  our  Olnb's  history  and  achievements 
from  these,  its  primitive  beginnings,  up  to 
the  present  day.  That  its  successful  under- 
takings have  been  so  many  and  so  varied 
is  due,  I  think,  chiefly  to  the  fact  that  we 
of  the  committee  have  made  a  point 
always  of  welcoming  suggestions  from 
general  members,  and  of  hisisting  at  the 
same  time  that  the  originator  of  each 
scheme  shall  also  be  its  organiser.  Thus 
we  have  had  innumerable  reading  societies 
— Shakespeare,  Browning,  Keatp,  and  so 
forth — carried  on  by  genuine  admirers  of 
the  writers  under  consideration ;  permanent 
German  and  Italian  classes,  at  which  most 
of  the  plays  of  Qoethe  and  Schiller,  and 
much  of  Dante,  Tasso,  and  Petrarch,  have 
been  read  and  discussed — the  more  accom- 
plished linguists  amongst  us  being  ever 


ready  to  give  explanations  to,  and  help  on 
generally,  their  weaker  sisters;  a  Club 
story,  each  chapter  of  which  was  written 
by  a  difi'erent  member,  and  some  numbrara 
of  a  Club  magazine  in  beautiful  type- 
writing, more  than  one  article  from  which 
has  found  a  place  also  in  the  better  known 
periodicals  of  the  great  world. 

Yes,  since  the  day  on  which  our  Lad^ 
President  started  us  with  Tennyson'a 
(*  Becket,"  causing  slips  of  paper,  inscribed 
each  with  the  name  of  some  character  in 
the  play,  to  be  shaken  together  in  a  tea 
cosy  and  drawn  out  one  by  one  by  ns  poor 
victims,  to  be  appropriated  and  made  the 
subject  of  a  descriptive  and  critical  essay, 
our  Club  has  seen  no  end  of  amusing  ex- 
periments. One  winter,  I  remember,  we 
had  debates,  in  one  of  which  it  was  my 
fortune  to  defend  Fashionable  as  against 
Rational  Dress.  Arguments  from  pub- 
lished sources  I  co^d  get  none;  for, 
although  I  sought  out  innumerable  articles 
about  fashion  in  old  magazines,  the  writers 
one  and  all  descanted  solely  upon  its  follies. 
Hovrever,  I  pulled  through  somehow  or 
other  with  my  written  paper ;  tracing,  so 
far  as  I  remember,  the  French  Revolution 
of  '4:8  to  Louis  Philippe's  personal  renun- 
ciation of  fashionable  clothes;  hinting 
mysteriously  at  the  necessity  of  keeping 
abreast  of  the  spirit  of  the  age ;  and  point- 
ing back  to  an  Exhibition  of  the  Rational 
Dress  Sodety  (which  had  been  held  pre- 
viously in  London)  as  a  collection  of  the 
most  hideous  travesties  of  human  coverings 
ever  witnessed  by  woman.  Of  course,  aa 
soon  as  they  got  at  me  in  debate,  my  op- 
ponents transfixed  me  with  their  arrows  of 
high  heels  and  tight  lacing.  For  the  name 
of  the  good  sense  of  our  Club  member?, 
however,  I  must  add  that  though  beaten 
in  the  theory  I  was  backed  by  a  large 
majority  when  we  came  to  votes. 

One  of  the  great  attractions  of  our  Club, 
for  many  seasons  back,  has  been  the 
list  of  lectures  by  well-known  personages 
which,  autumn  by  autumn,  we  have  been 
enabled  to  announce  to  our  members  as 
part  of  the  programme  for  the  coming 
winter.  We  have  the  great  advantage 
here  of  living  in  a  University  town ;  and, 
through  friendship  for  some  one  or  other 
of  our  numbers,  the  College  luminaries 
have  again  and  again,  with  the  utmost 
kindness,  climbed  up  our  humble  stairs  to 
hold  forth  on  whatever  interesting  theme 
happened  at  the  moment  to  be  specially 
occupying  their  attentioa  Many  times 
have  been  heard  first  within  these  walls  of 
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oom,  theories  and  dissertations  destined  to 
be  taken  np  and  hotly  discussed  later  on 
by  the  London  critics;  and  not  seldom 
has  it  happened  that  a  known  writer's 
proof-sheets  have,  in  his  own  unavoidable 
absence,  been  brought  over  and  read  to  ns 
by  his  wife — quite  possibly  one  of  our- 
selves. 

Bat  I  must  not  conclude  this  summary 
of  our  Ladies'  Club  without  adding  some 
words  as  to  its  festive  and  hospitable  side. 
As  might  be  expected  of  such  an  institu- 
tion, our  staple  form  of  refreshment  is  tea ; 
but  there  are  occasions  in  which  we  launch 
forth  into  much  more  ambitious  entertain- 
ments. For  one  never-to-be-forgotten 
evening  some  years  ago,  we  even  went  so 
far  as  to  hire  a  hall  to  give  a  dance ;  but 
although  it  was  declared  a  great  success, 
and  the  artists,  on  account  of  the  dainty 
hand -painted  programmes  and  cunning 
little  buttonholes  of  sweet  violets  affixed 
thereto,  were  lauded  to  the  skies,  we  have, 
I  must  allow,  never  again  summoned  suffi- 
cient energy  to  repeat  that  experience. 
However,  we  do  still  give  annual  recep- 
tions, always  two  in  succession,  and  at 
these  the  duty  of  entertaining  our  guests 
is  invariably  relegated  to  the  members  of 
our  Club  Dramatic  Society.  For,  look  for 
a  moment  at  the  changes  in  the  Club 
interior.  No  partition  wall  divides  now 
the  reading-room  from  the  studio,  only  a 
heavy  curtain ;  and  when  you  have  drawn 
that  aside,  instead  of  the  paraphernalia  of 
the  painter,  a  gently  sloping  stage  plat- 
form and  a  row  of  footlight  reflectors 
present  themselves  to  your  wondering 
eyes.  A  straggling  easel  may  here  and 
there  be  detected,  ignominiously  shoved 
into  a  corner;  but  to-day  the  air  of  the 
place  is,  without  doubt,  distinctly  theatri- 
cal. And  the  artists  f  The  Eosa  Bon- 
heurs,  the  Mrs.  Butlers  of  the  future) 
Mutatis  mutandis,  their  thoughts  are 
now  chiefly  of  Mrs.  Siddons  and  Fanny 
Kemble  1 
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It  is  some  three  hundred  years  since  Sir 
Thomas  Browne,  of  Norwich,  wrote  these 
characteristic  sentences  :  ''  The  proverb  *  to 
cut  an  Isthmus' — Isthmum  perfodere — to 
take  great  pains  and  eflect  nothing,  is  by 
Erasmus  applied  unto  several  (attempts),  as 
that  undertaking  of  Cnidians  to  cut  their 
Isthmus,  but  especially  that  of  Corinth,  so 


unsuccessfully  attempted  by  many  Em- 
perors. The  Cnidians  were  deterred  by 
the  peremptory  dissuasion  of  Apollo,  plainly 
commanding  them  to  desist;  for  lif  God 
had  thought  it  fit  he  would  have  made  that 
country  an  Island  at  first  But  this,  perhaps, 
will  not  be  thought  a  reasonable  discourage- 
ment unto  the  activity  of  those  spirits 
which  endeavour  to  advantage  Nature  by 
Art,  and  upon  ftood  grounds  to  promote 
any  part  of  the  Universe ;  nor  will  the  Ql 
successe  of  some  be  made  a  sufficient  deter- 
ment unto  others,  who  know  that  many 
learned  men  affirm  that  Islands  were  not 
from  the  beginning ;  that  many  have  been 
made  since  by  Art ;  that  some  Isthmes 
have  been  eat  by^he  sea  and  others  cut 
by  the  spade ;  and  if  policie  would  permit, 
that  of  Panama  in  America  were  most 
worthy  the  attempt — it  being  but  a  few 
miles  over,  and  would  open  a  shorter  cut 
unto  the  East  Indies  and  China." 

It  is  sufficiently  remarkable  that  three 
hundred  years  after  this  was  written  we 
should  just  have  witnessed  the  disastrous 
failure  to  cut  the  Isthmus  of  Panama,  and 
the  successful  cutting  of  the  Isthmus 
of  Corinth  —  the  one  regarded  by  the 
good  doctor  of  physic  in  Norwich  as 
feasiblCi  ^'  if  policie  would  permit,"  and  the 
other  said  to  have  been  disapproved  by 
Apollo,  after  successive  failures  by  "  many 
Emperors."  It  is  odd^  too,  that  Apollo's 
objection  was  precisely  that  urged  by  a 
great  cleric  when  a  proposal  was  made  to 
King  Philip  of  Spain  to  cut  a  waterway 
across  Panama. 

In  this  connection,  too,  it  is  interesting 
to  recall  what  old  Shr  Thomas  Browne — 
who  combined  erudition  with  sound  com- 
mon-sense on  most  occasions — ^wrote  about 
an  Egyptian  canal :  *'  It  is  commonly 
conceived  that  divers  Princes  have  at- 
tempted to  cut  the  Isthmus  or  tract  of 
land  which  partetii  the  Arabian  and 
Mediterranean  Sea;  but  upon  inquiry  I 
find  some  difficulty  concerning  the  place 
attempted  —  many  with  good  authority 
affirming  that  the  intent  was  not  imme- 
diately to  unite  these  seas,  but  to  make  a 
navigable  channel  between  the  Red  Sea 
and  the  Nile,  the  marks  whereof  are  extant 
to  this  day.  It  was  first  attempted  by 
Sesostris,  after  by  Darius,  and  in  a  fear  to 
drown  the  country,  deserted  by  them  both, 
but  was  long  after  re-attempted  and  in 
some  measure  effected  by  Philadelphus. 
And  so  the  Grand  Siguier,  who  is  Lord  of 
the  Country,  convey eth  his  Gallies  into 
the  Bed  Sea  by  the  Nile ;  for  he  bringeth 
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them  down  to  Grand  Cairo,  where  they 
are  taken  in  pieoee,  carried  upon  eamela' 
backs,  and  rejoined  together  at  Saes,  his 

Eort  and  naval  station  for  that  sea,  whereby 
1  effect  he  acts  the  design  of  Cleopatra, 
who  after  the  battle  of  Actiam  in  a  different 
way  would  have  conveyed  her  Galleys  into 
the  Bed  Sea." 

Tet  the  Saex  Canal  is  a  well-established 
fact  It  was  made  without  flooding  the 
country,  it  is  one  of  the  most  com- 
mercially saeeessfol  of  modem  engineering 
feats,  and  by  it  the  ''  Gallies  "  of  all  nations 
pass  day  after  day  from  sea  to  sea  in  never- 
ceasing  processions. 

On  the  Isthmus  of  Panama,  again,  there 
is  now  nothing  but  a  rapidly  filling-up  ditch, 
some  rusting  machfaiery  and  upturned 
waggons,  a  few  untenanted  buOdings,  and  a 
densely  populated  graveyard,  to  show  for 
the  laist  ambitious  attempt  of  France  at 
canalisation. 

The  Corinth  Canal  is  not  to  be  compared, 
either  from  a  mechuiical  or  from  a  com- 
mercial point  of  view,  with  either  of  these 
undertakings,  but  it  is  a  very  interesting 
achievement,  and  whQe  its  completion 
signalises  another  triumph  in  engineering, 
its  history  has  also  been  associated  with 
French  financial  disasters. 

Corinth,  of  course,  as  every  schoolboy 
knows,  is  an  ancient  Grecian  city,  the 
capital  of  a  rich  district  of  Peloponesus, 
which  was  captured  by  the  E  >mans  and 
destroyed  in  the  second  century  before 
Gorist.  In  the  first  century  of  the  Gliristian 
era  it  emerged  as  a  Soman  colony,  and 
began  to  regain  some  of  its  former  wealth 
and  luxury,  but  to-day  little  remains  of  its 
former  glories  save  the  ruins  of  a  temple. 
A  small  and  unimportant  modem  town 
now  bears  the  name  of  the  mighty  ancient 
city.  The  neck  of  land  which  connects  the 
Morea  with  the  major  portion  of  the  modem 
kingdom  of  Greece  is  the  Isthmus  of 
Corinth,  which  until  now  has  separated  the 
waters  of  the  Gulf  of  Lepanto — or  the 
Gulf  of  Corinth,  as  it  is  also  called — from 
those  of  the  ^gean  Sea,  or  more  strictly 
speaking,  of  the  Saronic  Gulf. 

Eighteen  centuries  ago,  when  Corinth 
was  made  a  Soman  colony,  the  attempt 
was  made  to  cut  this  isthmus — an  attempt, 
as  Sir  Thomas  Browne  says,  repeated  by 
many  Emperors.  But  although  an  actual 
cutting  was  begun  in  the  first  cdntury  on 
almost  the  exact  line  of  the  canal  which 
has  just  been  completed,  the  first  design 
is  several  hundred  years  older.  Indeed,  it 
would  seem  that  six  hundred  years  before 


Christ,  Periander  entertained  the  idea, 
which  in  subsequent  centuries  found  favour 
in  turn  with  Julius  CsBsar,  Caligula,  Nero, 
Adrian,  and  other  Soman  Emperora 
Perianderi  sumamed  the  Tyrant,  was  one 
of  the  Seven  Wise  Men  of  Greece,  and  he 
was  wise  enough  to  see  the  advantage  that 
would  be  galn^  to  the  shipping  of  Corinth 
by  avoiding  the  long  detour  round  the 
peninsula.  How  far  he  tried  to  carry  his 
idea  into  practice  is  not  now  known ;  but 
three  centuries  later  Demetrius  Poliorcetes 
took  it  up — and  left  it. 

Then  when  Julius  CsBsarcameto  Greece, 
he  saw  both  the  strategical  and  commensal 
value  of  the  site  of  Corinth — as  a  naval  and 
military  station,  and  as  a  place  of  commerce. 
He  set  to  work  to  rebuild  the  city,  to 
restore  the  port^  and  to  form  a  colony.  He 
also  took  up  the  unfinished  work  of  De- 
metrius, and  had  he  lived  would  probably 
have  completed  the  Canal  The  project 
slumbered  after  his  death,  but  was  revived 
first  by  Caligula  and  then  by  Nero.  Indeed, 
it  has  sometimes,  though  inaccurately, 
been  said  that  the  first  really  practical 
attempt  by  the  Somans  to  cut  the  Isthmus 
was  under  Nero.  At  any  rate,  whatever 
was  begun  in  his  reign  was  soon  aban- 
doned. 

Thus  for  eighteen  hundred  years  the 
project  has  slept,  with  occasional  dreams  of 
renewing  the  attempt,  and  it  is  not  the 
least  interesting  incident  in  the  history  of 
the  Cinal  that  the  shafts  sunk  by  Noro 
so  long  ago  were  found  of  material  advan- 
tage in  disclosing  the  nature  of  the  strata  to 
the  workers  in  the  nineteenth  century.  We 
believe  that  some  of  these  shafts  have  been 
actually  utilised  during  the  progress  of  the 
work. 

The  modem  enterprise  is  credited  to 
the  Hungarian  General  Turr,  whose  name 
has  been  associated  with  many  large 
works,  including  the  first  project  of  the 
Panama  Canal,  and  in  1881  he  obtained 
from  the  Greek  Government  a  concession 
to  buUd  the  Canal,  and  Messrs.  Gerster 
and  Eander  undertook  the  engineering. 
They  calculated  that  some  ten  million 
cubic  metres  of  earth  would  have  to  be 
removed  and  deporfced,  and  on  this  baais 
they  estimated  the  entire  cost  at  thirty 
million  francs,  say  one  million  two  hundred 
thousand  pounds. 

The  patriotism  of  Greece  was  fired,  and 
the  capital  asked  for  was  subscribed  five 
times  over.  Bat  the  undertakfaig  was  not 
so  simple  as  a  casual  glance  at  the  map 
might  lead  one  to  suppose.    The  Isthmna, 
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it  is  true,  is  less  than  fooi  miles,  say  three 
and  three-quarter  miles,  in  width  at  the 
line  of  section,  and  it  is  tolerably  level  on 
each  shore.  Bat  it  rises  to  a  hump  some 
two  or  three  hundred  feet  high  in  the 
centres  and  this  hnmp  had  to  be  removed, 
while  also  a  port  and  harbour  had  to  be 
built  at  each  end. 

The  first  sod  was  cut  by  the  King  of 
Greece  in  April,  1882,  and  we  work  thus 
begun  was  expected  to  be  completed  with- 
in five  years.  Bat  in  the  beginning  of 
1888  the  thirty  million  francs  were  spent, 
and  the  Oanal  was  still  a  long  way  from 
being  finished.  Thereupon  afresh  issue  of 
capital  was  authorised  —  other  thirty 
mUlions  in  shares  of  five  hundred  francs 
each,  bearing  six  per  cent,  interest.  It 
seems  the  fate  of  all  canal  enterprises  to  be 
attacked  by  fioancial  embarrassments,  for 
somehow  everything  always  turns  out 
more  costly  than  the  promoters  anticipate. 
With  the  additional  capital  obtained  it 
was  decided  to  increase  the  width  of  the 
Canal,  and  to  make  some  further  altera- 
tions in  the  plans. 

The  work  for  a  time  went  steadily  on, 
with  only  the  occasional  interruption  of  a 
feast-day  or  an  earthquake.  Some  fifteen 
hundred  men  were  pretty  Hsonstantly 
employed,  and  the  Government,  after  an 
enquiry  into  the  difficulties  of  construction 
that  had  caused  the  delay,  extended  the 
time  of  the  concession  till  November,  1891. 

At  the  end  of  1888  all  seemed  to 
promise  well,  and  such  progress  was  being 
made  that  completion  within  the  stipulated 
period,  and  for  the  increased  capital  cost  of 
sixty  million  francs,  was  confidently  antici- 
pated. Bat  in  the  spring  of  1839  came 
financial  disaster.  The  work  of  construct- 
ing the  Oanal  had  bsen  allotted  by  the  con- 
cessionaires, the  Corinth  Oanal  Company, 
to  a  French  ''Soc!^:6  pour  la  Construction." 
The  Canal  Company  was  also  French,  and 
became  involved  in  the  general  financial 
wreckage  which  attended  the  crisis  in  Paris, 
when  the  Comptoir  d'Escompte  and  other 
financial  institutions  went  over  like  nine- 
pins. The  Canal  Company  could  not 
meet  its  obligations,  and  the  "  Soci6t6  pour 
la  Construction  "  seized  upon  the  property 
in  satisfaction  of  a  claim  for  one  million 
francs.  Thereupon  Work  was  suspended, 
and  the  next  act  of  the  drama  was  in  a 
Court  of  L'iw. 

The  law  moves  slowly,  and  it  was  not 
until  the  spring  of  1890  that  the  Civil 
Tribunal  of  Paris  finally  ordered  the  dis- 
solution, under  a  liquidator,  of  the  unfor- 


tunate Canal  Company.  Bat  in  the  mean- 
time diplomacy  had  been  at  work,  and 
M.  TricoupiSy  the  Greek  Premier,  succeeded 
in  carrying  through  an  agreement  between 
the  Greek  Government,  a  French  banker, 
and  an  engineer,  for  redeeming  the  Canal 
from  the  bankrupt  Company.  Thereafter 
a  Greek  Company  was  formed,  and  a  Bill 
was  passed  through  the  Greek  Chambers 
transferring  the  concessions  and  privileges 
to  the  new  Company,  with  a  share  capital 
of  five  million  francs  and  borrowing  powers 
for  fifteen  million ,  francs.  This  fresh 
capital  was  needed  for  the  completion  of 
the  works — ^an  extension  of  three  years 
being  also  granted  by  the  Chambers — and 
not  to  recompense  the  original  unfortunate 
adventurers,  whose  rights  were  declared 
forfeited  by  their  failure  to  fulfil  the  terms 
of  the  concession. 

The  new  Greek  Company  let  out  the 
work  to  French  and  Italian  contri^ctors. 
At  that  time  some  three  and  a  half  million 
cubic  metres  remained  to  be  excavated, 
and  engineers  expressed  doubts  of  the 
practicability  of  doing  it  within  the  stipu- 
lated time.  Bat  a  Greek  Company  had  a 
better  chance  of  consideration  in  this 
matter  than  a  foreign  Company,  and  at 
their  annual  meeting  in  September  last 
year,  held  in  Athens,  the  shareholders  were 
assured  that  if  the  Canal  was  not  open  by 
the  appointed  time,  the  twenty-second  of 
March,  1893^  it  would  certainly  be  open 
before  their  next  annual  meeting.  And, 
unlike  the  promises  of  the  directors  of  the 
Panama  Canal  Company,  this  promise 
has  been  fulfilled. 

The  Corinth  Carnal,  the  dream  of  cen- 
turies, became  an  accomplished  fact  on  the 
sixth  of  Aagast  last,  on  which  day  it  was 
formally  opened  by  the  King  and  Qaeen  of 
Greece,  with  great  ceremony  and  much 
rejoicing.  With  a  pair  of  golden  scissors 
the  Qaeen  cut  a  silken  cord  stretohed 
across  the  entrance,  and  then  the  fioyal 
yacht,  followed  by  a  flotilla  of  torpedo-boats 
commanded  by  Prince  George,  passed  into 
the  waterway.  The  procession  was  brought 
up  by  English,  Greek,  and  Bassian  men-of- 
war,  and  a  perfect  fleet  of  yachts  of  all 
nations,  and  steamers  with  excursion 
parties.  How  the  shades  of  the  old  Greek 
warriors  and  Eoman  colonists  must  have 
gasped  with  amazement ! 

Such  is  the  history  of  this  interesting 
enterprise,  for  the  completion  of  which  the 
credit  largely  belongs  to  M.  Matsas,  the 
Greek  engineer  for  the  Greek  Company. 
It  has  taken  rather  more  than  eleven  years 
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to  midfe^  inclading  the  stoppage  horn 
financial  caases.  The  following  are  its 
dimensions.  Length  of  catting,  tliree  and 
one- third  miles  ;  width  at  bottom,  seventy- 
two  feet;  depth,  twenty-seven  feet  j  -width 
at  Borface,  eighty-two  feet 

To  get  through  the  central  high  land  cut- 
ting had  to  be  made  through  rock  to  a 
depth  of  two  hundred  and  eighty  feet,  with 
immense  labour  and  eost  The  waterway 
itself  is  almost  straight,  running  in  a  north- 
westerly direction,  but  it  is  not  wide 
enough  for  vessels  of  any  size  to  pass  each 
other,  and  no  sidings  seem  to  have  been 
provided  as  in  the  Suez  Canal.  There  are 
no  locks,  and  the  sea  flows  through  at  the 
rate  of  two  or  three  miles  an  hour. 

At  the  Oorinth  entrance  are  two  moles, 
affording  protection  and  a  passage  about 
one  hundred  and  fifty  yards  wide,  and 
here  has  been  founded  the  new  town  of 
Poseidonla. 

At  the  other  end  the  entrance  is  pro- 
tected by  a  single  curved  breakwater,  and 
J  ere  has  been  founded  the  new  town  of 
Bthmia. 

For  about  three-fourths  of  its  length  the 
banks  of  the  Canal  are  faced  with  solid 
masonry,  with  a  road  along  each  bank. 
Throughout  its  length  are  placed  electric 
lamps  on  both  sides,  at  intervals  of  three 
hundred  yards. 

One  of  the  first  persons  to  use  the  Canal 
as  a  through-passage  was  the  Empress 
Frederick  of  Germany,  who,  in  returning 
from  a  visit  to  Athens,  came  through  the 
new  waterway  to  Trieste. 

What,  then,  of  the  future  of  this  under- 
taking) It  will  not  revolutionise  the 
trade  of  the  world  aR  the  Suez  Canal  did, 
and  as  the  Panama  Canal  was  expected  to 
do,  but  it  will  doubtless  give  a  tremendous 
impetus  to  the  trade  of  the  Levant.  Next 
to  Greece,  perhaps,  the  country  that  will 
derive  most  benefit  will  be  Austria,  but  all 
Europe  should  derive  some  advantage  from 
this  new  pathway  of  commerce.  It  will 
shorten  by  some  two  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  the  voyage  from  Malta,  Sicily,  and 
the  Adriatic  to  Constantinople  and  the 
Black  Sea,  and  it  will  enable  coasting- 
vessels  to  avoid  the  stormy  winter  passage 
round  Cape  Matapan. 

It  is  estimated  that  an  annual  traffic  of 
four  and  a  half  million  tons  of  goods  of 
all  kinds  may  be  expected,  and  the  rates 
are  discriminating.  Thus,  cargoes  to  and 
from  the  Adriatic  will  pay  from  fifty 
centimes  to  one  franc  per  ton,  according 
as    they    be    passenger  steamers,    cargo 


steamers,  or  sailing  ships ;  while  vessels  to 
and  from  other  parts  will  pay  from  forty 
to  fifty  centimes  per  ton.  There  is  also  a 
charge  of  one  franc  for  every  passenger 
carried  through  the  GanaL  Between  die 
Adriatic  ports  and  the  Piiaaus  the  Canal 
route  will  shorten  the  passage  by  about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  miles. 

When  the  Boyal  fleet  came  up  from  the 
Pliseas  to  open  the  Canal,  did  any  one 
recall  that  in  the  dim  and  distant  past  it 
was  Corinth  that  sent  ships  to  Athens) 
In  their  struggles  with  Egina  the  Athenians 
found  themselves  ill-prepared  with  ships, 
and  they  applied  to  the  Corinthians  for 
assistance.  The  Corinthians  sent  twenty 
triremes,  but  having  laws  against  lending, 
they  made  formal  sale  of  the  vessels  to  the 
Athenians  for  a  trifle  of  five  drachmas 
each. 

At  a  later  date  the  Athenians  accused 
the  Corinthians  of  cowardice  in  running 
away  before  the  battle  of  Salamis,  escaping 
in  a  strange  little  bark  assumed  to  have 
been  sent  by  the  gods.  The  Corinthians 
gave  a  different  version  of  the  story,  and 
claimed  to  be  the  saviours,  notthe betrayers, 
of  Greece. 

However  this  may  be,  the  old  Oortn- 
thians  were  great  in  commerce  and  navi- 
gation. The  situation  of  their  city  on  the 
Isthmus  made  it  the  entrepdt  of  trade 
between  Peloponesus  and  Livadia.  They 
seem  to  have  been  not  only  capital 
sailors  but  also  skilful  shipbuilderp,  for 
Thucydides  says  it  was  they  who  invented 
the  trireme.  They  were  the  founders  of 
Syracuse,  of  Corfu,  and  of  numerous  ports 
along  the  coast  of  Greece^  and  it  was  by  their 
maritime  pursuits  that  they  extended  their 
commerce  so  as  to  become  famous  for  their 
wealth.  It  may  be  that  their  ships 
were  of  small  account,  for  Plutarch  says 
that  only  five  persons  were  allowed  to  go  in 
each  coasting  -  vessel  j  but  some  of  the 
best  maritime  work  in  the  world  has  been 
done  with  diminutive  vessels. 

It  is  odd  now  to  eompaVe  the  modem 
war- ships  and  ocean-steamers,  such  as  the 
inhabitants  of  the  new  town  of  IsUimia 
will  see  passing  their  doors,  with  the  small 
galleys  of  Corinth  in  her  days  of  glory. 
On  this  little  Isthmus  the  old  world  and 
the  new  meet,  and  an  idea  which  has  taken 
two  thousand  years  to  germinate  has  finally 
been  carried  out  by  Grecian  hands, 
although  with  barbarian  money.  By  the 
side  of  the  ancient  wall  of  defence  is  now 
running  the  iron  horse  of  the  Peloponesns 
Railway,  and  for  several  years  past  the  iron 
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road  has  joined  the  Piiaeas  with  Athens. 
Is  it  possible  that  the  Hellenic  kingdom 
is  again  to  become  great  among  the 
nations  t 


ZENOBIA :  A  Goimonpuce  Gibl. 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 
CHAPTER  VIII. 

Mb.  Lovell's  fears  that^  he  had  spoilt 
Zenobia's  night  were  amply  justified  by 
the  result.  He  had  spoilt  it  most  eflfectaally ; 
and  she  spent  the  long  hoars  of  darkness 
in  anprofitable  retrospection,  going  over 
and  over  again  in  memory  each  word  that 
had  been  spoken  during  that  painful  meet- 
ing, and  each  look  that  had  accompanied 
it;  and  only  quitting  this  branch  of  the 
all-absorbing  subject  in  order  to  plunge 
into  yet  more  useless  speculations  as  to 
the  future.  These  midnight  musings 
brought  no  fresh  light  to  bear  upon  her 
father's  dark  accusations,  nor  did  they 
make  that  father  appear  one  whit  more 
trustworthy,  or  better  entitled  to  respect 
or  honour;  how  could  they,  when  their 
sole  result  was  to  convince  her  more  un- 
questionably of  Mr.  Devondale's  honour 
and  truth)  Her  father,  she  told  herself 
a  thousand  times,  must  bo  either  deceiving 
himself,  or  wilfully  deceiving  her :  there 
could  be  no  other  explanation  of  his 
conduct.  But  how  this  should  be,  she 
knew  not  If  he  were  deceiving  himself, 
his  story  was  most  strangely  borne  out 
by  circumstantial  evidence :  voice,  appear- 
ance, name,  all  appeared  to  decide,  beyond 
the  possibility  of  dispute,  the  question 
of  ttie  young  tutor's  identity  with  the 
objectionable  ;opera-singer  of  the  States. 
And  yet,  she  could  not  think  it :  though 
what  object  her  father  could  have  in 
wilfully  prejudicing  her  against  Mr.  Devon- 
dale,  if  he  really  were  all  that  she  believed 
him  to  be,  she  was  equally  at  a  loss  to 
guess.  His  manner  to  her  had  not  been 
unkind,  and  he  had  not  appeared  in  any 
way  to  resent  her  very  evident  lack  of 
affection  for  himself,  or  of  confidence  in  his 
word.  Bather  he  had  taken  both  states 
of  mind  for  granted,  regarding  them — as, 
indeed,  they  were — ^as  the  natural  result 
of  his  own  conduct.  A  reasonable  man, 
certainly,  so  far  as  his  daughter  was 
concerned;  but  was  he  reasonable  on 
other  points)  Was  it — could  it  be — 
possible  that  he  had  resented  some  ima- 
ginary injury  on  young  Devondale's  part, 


and  did  not  scruple  to  avenge  himself 
by  blackening  his  character)  Perhaps, 
even,  long  brooding  on  a  fancied  wrong 
had  resulted,  as  it  sometimes  will,  in 
monomania,  and  he  really  was  not  account- 
able for  the  dreadful  things  he  said  t 

Thus  one  theory  pursued  another  through 
the  girl's  weary  and  bewildered  bniin, 
and  she  found  neither  peace  nor  satisfac- 
tion in  any  of  them. 

One  decision,  and  one  alone,  had  she 
arrived  at,  when  the  tardy  dawn  at  length 
crept  into  the  room ;  but  that  one  was  of 
some  weight 

She  had  decided  that  should  a  suitable 
opportunity  occur  in  the  course  of  the  day, 
she  would  mention  her  father's  name  to 
Mr.  Devondale — not  that  she  credited  that 
father's  assertions  for  a  moment — ^no, 
indeed ! — but  merely  to  satisfy  her  own 
mind  as  to  whether  or  no  there  had  been 
anythbg  in  the  past  to  justify  Herbert 
Lovell's  claim  to  a  previous  knowledge  of 
him.  That  once  ascettained,  she  might 
perhaps  guess  a  little  more  of  her  father's 
probable  state  of  mind,  and  whether  it 
were  possible  that  the  whole  charge  was 
merely  a  monstrous  delusion  on  his  part. 
In  any  case,  she  would  be  able  to  feel  that 
she  was  thus  taking  a  step  herself — though 
but  a  very  small  one — towards  clearing  up 
the  mystery. 

That  morning  passed  very  slowly; 
creeping  by,  Zenobia  thought,  as  though 
each  moment  were  weighted  with  lead. 
Her  aunt  talked  even  more  garrulously 
than  usual,  and,  as  it  chanced,  Mr.  Devon- 
dale  was  frequently  the  subject  of  her  con- 
versation. *<  I  was  talking  to  Mr.  Priestley 
last  night — he  took  me  in  to  dinner — and 
he  was  speaking  very  highly  of  Mr. 
Devondale,  who,  he  says,  is  a  young  man 
of  very  superior  attainments.  He  thinks 
Mr.  Paxton  is  exceedingly  fortunate  to 
have  secured  him  for  Cecil,  and  it  is 
evident  he  Is  quite  easy  in  his  own  mind 
that  he  is  one  of  the  Devondales  of 
Dartmouth.  He  has  never  spoken  of  his 
family  to  you,  Zenobia,  I  suppose  t " 

"No,  never;  save  in  the  very  vaguest 
way." 

^'Ah,  well;  it  is  easy  to  see  he  is  of 
good  family :  and — like  all  who  are 
naturally  well-bom — ^he  is  so  accustomed 
to  the  idea  that  he  never  thinks  of  men- 
tioning it  It  is  only  vulgar  upstarts, 
like  Mrs.  Turnour-Smith,  who  think  it 
necessary  to  be  always  expatiating  on  their 
claims  to  genteel  extraction ;  the  true  lady 
or  gentleman  is  oontent  to  leave  you  to 
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take  it  for  granted.  Therefore,  never 
speak  mach  of  your  birth,  Zenobia ;  for  to 
do  80  would  look  as  thoagh  it  were  open 
to  question. " 

"  And  is  it  not  I "  the  girl  asked,  with 
some  bitterness. 

*<  My  dear !  And  yon  a  Brabonme  1 
Yoorande  would  not  like  to  hear  you 
question  it;  nor  do  I  either,  for  that 
matter.  I  wonder  what  form  the  Devon- 
dale  eccentricity  takes.  I  suppose  Mr. 
Def  ondale  has  never  alluded  to  the  subject 
to  you,  Zenobia  f " 

**  Never ;  he  was  little  likely  to  do  so." 

"  Why,  I  don't  know ;  there  are  eccen- 
tricities and  eccentricities,  and  the  eccen- 
tricity of  the  Ddvondales  of  Dartmouth 
need  not  necessarily  be  discreditable  to 
them.  Certainly,  I  remember  hearing  of 
one  ducal  house,  the  members  of  which 
always  insisted  on  wearing  out  their 
old  clothes;  but  then,  as  no  one  could 
imagine  they  did  it  from  lack  of  means 
to  replace  them,  this  little  eccentricity  did 
them  no  great  harm.  After  all,  it  is  all  a 
question  of  position.  Those  whose  social 
standing  is  well  assured  lose  nothing  by  a 
reputation  for  eccentricity,  even  if  they  do 
not  gain  some  little  distinction  by  it  j  but 
for  those  who  are  still  climbing  up  the 
social  ladder  it  is  a  terrible  liindrance,  if 
it  be  nothing  worse.  However,  I  should 
gather  from  Mr.  Priestiiey's  manner  that 
the  Devondales  of  Dartmouth  can  afiord  to 
be  a  little  eccentric  without  any  fear  of 
losing'caste." 

Thus  the  old  lady  talked  on,  and 
Zenobia  listened  to  her  mechanically, 
scarcely  hearing  a  word,  but  wishing — oh, 
how  earnestly ! — that  the  works  of  her 
eloquence  would  run  down,  and  the  in- 
cessant sound  cease. 

At  length. lunch  was  over,  and  the  hour 
had  arrived  for  her  to  go  to  the  Paztons. 

"  The  doctor  is  with  Mr.  GecU,  miss ;  so 
Mrs.  Paxton  says  would  you  kindly  wait  for 
a  few  minutes  in  the  little  drawing-room  f " 

Zenobia  followed  the  servant  to  the 
room  in(Ucated,  scarcely  knowing  whether 
she  felt  more  relieved  or  troubled  at  the 
delay.  She  was  anxious  to  meet  Mr. 
Devondale  again,  to  see  for  herself  how 
utterly  his  pleasant,  frank  face  and  open, 
manly  bearing  refuted  her  father's  charges ; 
but  she  distrusted  her  own  calmness  and 
self-control  after  the  wearing  anxieties  of 
that  long  and  sleepless  night,  and  she 
feared  that  such  kindly  friends  as  he  and 
Oeoil  could  not  fail  to  remark  her  wan  and 
weary  looks. 


The  little  drawing-room  was  a  bright 
and  cosy  room,  and  un  pleasanter  in  these 
dull  December  days  than  the  more  stately 
apartment  with  which  it  communicated  by 
means  of  folding-doors,  now  heavily  cur- 
tained off.  The  fire  burnt  cheerily,  and 
threw  a  genial  glow  over  the  warm  crimson 
hangings  and  luxurious  velvet  chairs ;  for 
li^.  Paxton  delighted  in  warmth  and 
colour,  and,  unlike  the  generality  of 
dwellers  in  dreary  Qaeen  Sbreet^  could 
never  have  enough  of  either.  Zenobia  sat 
down  and  tried  to  think  of  nothing  in 
particular,  but  without  much  success ; 
she  rose  and  moved  restlessly  about  the 
room,  seeking  to  find  some  distraction 
in  outward  objects  from  inward  trepida- 
tion, but  all  to  no  purpose.  The  view 
from  the  window  was  not  inspiriting,  and 
she  gazed  on  the  little  town  garden  for 
quite  five  minutes  without  deriving  any 
benefit  from  the  contemplation  of  its 
square  grass-plot,  with  four  carefully  cut- 
back trees  planted  with  mathematical  pre- 
cision at  the  four  comers.  Zenobia  walked 
back  to  the  fire  again,  and  sat  down.  The 
doctor's  visits  often  lasted  a  long  time,  and 
it  would  never  do  for  her  to  give  way  to 
nervousness  like  this,  or  she  would  be 
sure  to  make  a  fool  of  herself  somehow 
when  the  anxiously  desired  yet  dreaded 
moment  of  release  came.  She  took  up  a 
book  from  a  table  near  her,  and  tried  to 
read. 

A  loud  knock  at  the  hall-door  startled 
her,  and  she  laid  the  book  down  again 
and  listened — ^listened  intently,  and  with 
an  absorbed  interest,  though  frithout  the 
faintest  idea  of  what  she  expected  to  hear 
that  could  be  of  the  smallest  moment  to  her. 

The  door  was  opened,  and  a  subdued 
sound  of  voices  followed ;  then  some  One 
was  shown  into  the  drawing-room  beyond 
the  heavy  curtains,  and  the  servant  said 
civilly : 

"  ru  tell  Mr.  Devondale,  Ox.  He'll  be 
disengaged  in  a  few  minutes  now." 

She  went  out  and  closed  the  door;  and 
a  great  horror  seized  on  Zenobia,  for  might 
it  not  be  her  father  who  had  come,  despite 
his  promise  to  her,  to  insult  Mr.  Devon- 
dale  with  his  horrible  accusations!  If 
this  were  so,  she  reflected  with  a  shudder, 
he  must  at  least  be  himself  convinced  of 
their  truth.  It  was  with  a  sinking  heart, 
therefore,  that  she  waited  behind  the 
folding  -  doors,  which,  by  some  accident, 
were  not  so  fast  closed  as  usual,  to  hear 
what  would  follow  Mr.  Devondale's  en* 
trance. 
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She  had  not  to  wait  long. 
A  well-known  step  on  the  stair,  and 
Mr.  Devondale's  voice  speaking  to  the 
servant — **  In  the  drawing-room,  yon  say  1 
Tory  well  1 " — warned  her  of  his  approach. 
S\xe  heard  him  enter  the  adjoining  room, 
and    close   the    door    behind    him,   and 

then ^the  name  he  uttered  was  strange 

to  her ;  the  voice  that  replied  to  him  was  a 
stranger's  voice. 

Z'^nobia  clasped  her  hands  in  a  sadden 
passion  of  joy  and  relief ;  how  great  her 
fears  had  been  she  scarcely  realised  till  that 
moment.  Yet  even  then  she  hardly  knew 
what  it  was  she  feared ;  not  the  confirma- 
tion of  her  father's  words;  that  worst 
discovery  never  occurred  to  her  as  possible. 

The  two  men  were  talking  together  in 
subdued  tones,  so  that  it  woSd  have 
required  an  effort  on  the  part  of  any  one 
in  the  adjoining  room  to  follow  their  con- 
versation intelligently.  Zanobia,  it  is 
needless  to  say,  did  not  make  that  effort ; 
she  had  no  wish  to  listen  to  a  conversation 
that  did  not  in  any  way  concern  her,  and 
she  poked  the  fire  vigorously  as  a  gentle 
hint  to  the  speakers  that  they  might  chance 
to  be  overheard. 

That  hint  was  disregarded.  The  voices 
rose  presently  in  the  heat  of  argument  till 
words  and  phrases  began  to  force  them- 
selves upon  the  girl's  attention ;  she  strove 
not  to  hear  them,  not  to  attach  any  mean- 
ing to  them,  but  all  in  vain.  They  caught 
her  attention  despite  all  her  efforts,  and 
held  it  fast 

'<  Upon  my  word,  Devondale,  you'd 
better  reconsider  it  A  man  must  be  a 
fool  to  throw  over  such  a  chance  as  this. 
A  capital  company  for  the  provinces,  and 
the  certainty  of  a  London  engagement  to 
follow.  Even  with  your  voice  and  style 
it  will  be  long  before  you  have  such 
another  offer.  It's  a  very  different  thing 
from  that  scratch  company  you  went 
starring  with  before !  I  tell  you,  if  you 
take  it,  you're  a  made  man ! " 

,"It's  no  use/'  Mr.  Devondale  said 
quietly;  "I've  no  doubt  all  you  say  is 
right  enough,  but  I've  given  up  all  idea  of 
the  profession.  Why  don't  you  take  the 
opening  yourself.  Jack  t " 

**  Can't !  The  parts  wouldn't  suit  me  : 
they're  too  high  for  my  voice.  What's  the 
hitch,  Devondale  f  Family  reasons,  or  is 
there  a  lady  in  the  caset  Believe  me, 
neither  is  worth  chucking  the  profession 
ior  when  a  man  has  a  voice  like  yours." 

"  We'll  say — family  reasons,  Jack  !  My 
people  object." 


*'  Well,  let  them  I  Nobody's  the  worse 
for  that.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you'd 
sacrifice  your  career — and  after  such  a 
start  as  you  made,  too — for  your  people's 
sake  ?  Oh,  but  you  know  this  is  carrying 
a  joke  too  far  altogether  1  Devondale, 
you're  mad  f " 

'*  1  hope  not ! "  with  the  bright,  boyish 
laugh  Zenobia  knew  so  well.  With  what 
a  shock  it  fell  upon  her  ear  now  !  "  You 
see  there  are  reasons — family  reasons,  as 
you  say  —  why  my  people  should  feel 
strongly  about  it  They've  had  trouble 
enough  already  in  connection  with  operatic 
engagements,  and  I  don't  think  it  woidd 
be  fair  to  disregard  their  objections." 

''And  are  you  going  to  turn  parson  to 
oblige  them  f  The  intoning  will  ruin  your 
voice." 

*'  No,  I'm  not  going  into  the  Church." 

"You'll  be  tired  of  your  bear-leading 
business  in  another  month.  How  can  you 
exist  in  this  dull  little  provincial  town ; 
you,  who  are  accustomed  to  the  gay  and 
rollicking  life  of  Bohemia)  You'll  be 
cutting  your  own  throat,  or  your  bear's, 
if  you  go  on  with  this  sort  of  thing." 

*'0n  the  contrary,  I've  never  had  a 
better  time  in  my  life." 

'*  My  dear  fellow,  who  is  the  lady  t " 

''  Jack,  we've  been  good  friends  always ; 
and  I  don't  mind  telling  you  this  much, 
that  whereas  I  was  resolved  to  give  up  the 
profession  when  I  came  here,  I'm  doubly 
determined  on  it  now  I " 

'*  And  I  repeat — who  is  the  lady  I  " 

"Never  mind  at  present  But  please 
understand  that  my  decision  is  final." 

"Then  there's  no  more  to  be  said,  and 
I've  come  here  on  a  wild  goose  chase. 
Wild  goose  f  I  wrong  the  noble  bird  by 
the  comparison ;  the  tamest  of  barn-door 
fowls  rather.  Ta-ta,  Devondale  1  I  won't 
detain  you  from  your  gentle  bear  any 
longer.  You  a  tutor  1  How  some  of  the 
fellows  will  laugh  when  they  hear  it  I  A 
pretty  teacher  of  youth,  upon  my  honour ! " 

Fra^k  Devondale  joined  lightly  in  the 
other's  boisterous  laughter,  and  the  two 
young  men  left  the  room  together. 

Then  Zenobia  rose,  pale  as  death,  and 
paced  up  and  down  the  room  restlessly, 
clasping  and  unclasping  her  hands  in  a 
perfect  agony  of  doubt  and  fear. 

"That  scratch  company  you  went  starring 
with  before."  "  They've  had  trouble  enough 
idready  in  connection  with  operatic  engage- 
ments." "  The  gay  and  rollicking  life  of 
Bohemia."  "You  a  tutor!  A  pretty 
teacher  of  youth,  upon  my  honour ! " 
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These,  and  other  phrases,  still  rang  in 
her  ears,  filling  her  with  horror  and 
dismay  by  the  strong  confirmation  they 
seemed  to  give  to  her  father's  words.  What . 
did  it  all  mean)  she  asked  herself 
over  and  over  agaia  What  oonld  be 
the  possible  explanation  of  itt  No 
donbt  there  might  be  some  truth  in 
Herbert  LoveH's  Untsas  to  Mr.  Ddvondale's 
past  life,  and  yet  the  yonng  tutor  be  abso- 
lutely guiltless  of  the  sins  laid  to  his 
charge ;  but  Zenobia  had  so  fully  persuaded 
herself  that  the  whole  story  was  a  fraud  or 
a  delusion,  that  to  find  it  confirmed  in  even 
one  particular  gave  her  a  terrible  shock ; 
which,  taken  in  conjunction  with  the 
wearing  anxiety  and  trouble  of  her  long 
hours  of  sleeplessness,  deprived  her  for  the 
time  of  all  power  of  calm  and  dispassionate 
reasoning, 

"You  a  tutor!  A  pretty  teacher  of 
youth,  upon  my  honour  ! " 

They  were  the  very  words  her  father 
had  used,  and  that  had  so  haunted  her  ever 
since.  Zenobia  forgot  to  ask  herself 
whether  the  very  same  words  might  not  be 
used  with  a  difierence ;  and  whether  Mr. 
Devondale's  friend  meant  them  to  be  taken 
seriously.  She  forgot  everything,  in  short, 
but  the  fact  that  her  father  had  used 
them,  and  her  own  overwhelming  fear  lest 
any  part  of  his  accusation  should  prove 
tru& 

There  were  a  few  parting  words  at  the 
hall-door ;  then  it  was  closed  with  a  bang, 
and  Mr.  Devondale  crossed  the  hall  hastily 
to  the  little  drawing-room. 

**  Miss  Braboume," he  exclaimed ;  "have 

they    forgotten what    is  the  matter? 

Are  you  01 1 "  he  added  abruptly,  struck 


by  her  ghastly  pallor,  and  the  strange  gaze 
with  which  she  was  regarding  him. 

"  No,  no ;  but — I  have  been  here  all  the 
time.    I  couldn't  help  hearing " 

«  Nothing  to  make  you  so  pale,  surely  ! 
You  are  above  the  Slowton  prejudices,  are 
you  not,  and  won't  quite  cut  me  because 
I  was  once  an  opera-singer  f  Besides,  it  is 
all  over  and  done  with  now.  Tm  gobig  to 
be  quite  respectable  in  future."  Bat 
though  he  spoke  lightly,  there  was  a 
scarcely  veiled  anxiety  in  his  frank  blae 
eyes — for  how  could  he  tell  how  far  those 
terrible  Slowton  prejudices  might  have 
affected  her  t 

<'  No,  no  j  it  is  not  that ! "  she  faltered, 
grasping  the  back  of  a  chair  beside  her 
with  trembling  fingers ;  for  she  felt  faint 
and  dfzzy,  and  the  room  seemed  to  rock 
around  her.  <'  I  want  to  ask  you  a  ques- 
tion." 

**  As  many  as  you  please.    What  is  it  1 " 

'*Tell  me  what  you  know  of  Herbert 
Lovelir' 

*<  Herbert  Lovell  t "  he  repeated  blankly. 

"Yes.  You  know  himt"  How  far 
away  and  unreal  her  voice  sounded,  and 
what  a  strange,  fixed  look  had  come  into 
her  great  grey  eyes ! 

"  Know  him  1    II  " 

"  Yes,"  she  reiterated.    "  Tell  me." 

'*I— I  seem  to  have  heard  the  name,"  he 
said  thoughtfully :  then^  as  with  a  sadden 
flash  of  recollection,  "Yes;  I  know 
something  of  Herbert  LoveU,  but  assuredly 
I  shall  not  tell  you  what  I  know  of  him.'' 

Zenobia  uttered  a  stifled  cry,  and  fell 
prostrate  at  his  feet. 

The  strain  had  been  too  much  for  her 
and  she  had  fainted. 
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siDgs  80  nice  yon  know,  and  need  to  be 
so  very  pleased  when  Mr.  Drummer  told 
him  aboat  me — yes,  he  was— 'Lfza  said 


CHAPTER   XI.    "BID   ME  GOODBYE,   LOVE!" 

••There  was  a  lovely  tar-barrel,"  said 
Missy,  in  an  ecstasy;  "it  made  such  a 
beautiful  shining — like  heaven " 

The  violet  eyes  were  raised,  full  of  rapt 
delight;  the  hands  clasped  against  Missy 'd 
gown.  "Ob,  Mfssy,  you  didn't  see  it — 
how  can  you  tell?"  cried  everybody. 

There  was  a  lurking  twinkle  in  the  blue, 
a  little  conscious  happy  smile  on  Missy's 
lips. 

"  I  didn't  see  it ;  but  'Lfza  did — 3he  was 
out  for  a  walk  with  Mr.  Drummer,  she 
was  —  I  heard  her  say  so :  and  he 
didn't  like  the  tar-barrel,  and  called  it 
na^y  names.  There  will  be  one  every 
night  now ;  Mr.  Drummer  said  so.  I 
heard  him.  He  said,  '  drat  'em.'  Alison, 
dear— what  is  *drat  'em'f  Is  it  a  bad 
word?  Would  it  do  to  scold  Minnymin 
when  she's  tiresome,  do  you  think  f " 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Alison,  with 
decision, 

"Oh,  indeed,   then  there's  an  end  of 
that/'  said    the  mite;  "let  us    talk    of' 
something  else.    Do  you  know  that  one  of 
my  Sergeant  ofi'cers    going    to    another 
place  1" 

"Missy,  what  do  you  mean)  I  really 
must  ask  mother  to  stop  your  gossiping 
with  Eliza  in  the  way  you  do " 

It  was  beneath  Missy's  dignity  to  hear 
this  last  remark,  so  she  calmly  ignored  it. 

"It's  the  nice  ofi'cer  Sergeant  that's 
going,"  continued  the  child,  "the  one  that 


so." 

"  Where  is  he  going  f "  said  Elsie— then 
sbe  added  impatiently — "what  are  you 
talking  about.  Missy  f " 

"Things  I  know  'bout,"  replied  that 
young  lady,  with  an  unspeakable  air,  and 
one  white  shoulder  up  to  her  ear;  "I 
tell  you  he's  going  to  a  bee — u — ti — ful 
country  where  there  are  monkeys  in  every 
tree.  They  sit  still  and  don't  mind,  and 
you  pull  their  tails— at  least,  I  think  you 
do.  I  couldn't  sleep  at  night  for  thinking 
of  all  the  lovely  things  he'd  see.  Shall  you 
be  sorry  when  he's  gone,  Alison  1 " 

"  Very  sorry." 

"So  shall  I — it's  a  great  pity.  M^ 
Drummer  says  he's  as  fine  a  Sergeant 
as  stands  in  shoe-leather.  He's  really  very 
funny,  is  that  drummer — be  'muses  me 
a  great  deal,  I  often  smile  to  hear  him." 

"Ton  seem  to  hear  him  a  good  deal," 
said  Elsie. 

"Why,  you  see,  he's  'Liza's sweetheart — 
didn'c  you  know  that)  'Liza  says  it's 
spoken  of  in  the  regiment,  so  it's 
'stronary  you  didn't  know  'bout  it.  I 
shall  have  a  sweetheart  when  I'm  growed 
up  big  —  I  think  I  shall  have  little  ' 
Verrinder." 

"  Missy ! "  cried  both  the  girls  in  concert. 

"Is  it  rudetocaUhim'little Verrinder '1" 

"Very." 

"Well,  I  heard  Gtip'en  Lindsay  say 
it,  and  some  people  say  Chubby." 

''Tou  koow  that  Dad  would  be  angry 
if  he  heard  that,"  said  Elsie. 

*'  Yes,"  said  Missy  with  great  composure; 
"he'd  say  I  was  pretty  bad;  any  way 
I  do  like  Mis — ter  Verrinder;  he's  so 
dear  and  fond,  and  I  shall  have  him  for 
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a  sweetheart — at  leaat  I  think  I  shall — 
one  of  these  days." 

No  one  having  any  comment  to  make 
upon  this  annoancement,  little  Missy  went 
off  singing  to  her  own  happy  little  self^ 
and  the  two  girls  were  left  looking  into 
each  other's  face  rather  gravely.  ''It 
seems  like  a  stampede,"  said  Elsia  at 
last  j  "in  which  Hugh — Captain  Dennison 
has  set  the  example.  Tell  me,  Alison, 
is  it  quite,   quite  settled  that  he  must 

go *' 

"  Qaite." 

The  word  had  a  smothered  sound  as 
if  it  came  through  tears,  but  held  no  hint 
of  indecision. 

"Does  he  know  that  there  is  no  hope 
for  him  f " 

"  Yes." 

"  If  I  were  a  man  I  would  never  give 
up  hope — as  long,  as  there  wasn't  any 
one  else  in  the  way." 

"  Wouldn't  you  r' 

"No — no — no!"  This  with  passionate 
insistence;  then,  peering  into  Alison's 
face,  that  was  half  averted;  "and  as 
t^ere  can  be  no  one  else  in  your  case, 
I  think,  Hugh  is  cowardly  to  run  away." 

"  He  is  not  cowardly — he  is  brave  and 
good ;  and  oh,  Ehie,  I  wish  things  were 
different  from  what  they  are  1 " 

"  You  are  a  riddle  to  me,  Alison." 

"I  am  a  riddle  to  myself." 

After  a  silence,  they  drifted  on  to  other 
topics,  but  the  shadow  did  not  lift  from 
Alison's  fair  face.  It  seemed  to  her, 
indeed,  that  her  way  lay  among  the 
shadows  all  the  time,  that  her  feet  were 
set  in  stony  places  and  of  ctimes  stumbled. 
Something  was  gathering  about  her,  en- 
folding  her  in  intangible,  yet  irresistible 
bonds;  fettering  her  will  and  enslaving 
her  thoughts;  something  that  she  girded 
against,  yet  could  not  shake  off.  The 
spirit  of  restlessness  too  possessed  her, 
and  the  unruffled  calm  of  Mrs.  Henneker's 
content  was  stirred  by  a  floating  idea  that 
dear  Alison  was  not  well. 

At  this,  Elsie  hastened  to  avert  suspicion 
from  what  she  fancied  was  the  real  cause — 
namely,  the  trouble  about  Hagh  Dannison. 
"I  think,  mother,"  she  said  with  an 
engaging  candour,  "that  Alison  takes  too 
much  out  of  herself.  She  is  so  terribly 
iu  earnest  about  everything." 

"Ah,  my  dear,"  said  her  mother,  with 
a  sigh,  "it  is  in  the  blood.  Poor  Mary 
took  things  so  terribly  in  earnest  that 
she  died  of  her  sorrow?.  I  remembn  when 
first  she  wanted  to  marry  that  dreadful 


man,  Ellis  Drew.  I  never  saw  anything 
like  it  before  or  since.  Nothing  would 
turn  her  from  her  resolve  to  become  his 
wife;  and  we  know  what  it  came  to  in 
the  end." 

''Still,"  said  Elsie,  "it  was  a  beautiful 
thing." 

"  1  es,  but  such  natures  are  very  difficult 
to  deal  with.  Tbey  suffer  more  than 
others  do,  and,  in  a  way,  make  their  own 
pain.  I  wish  Alison  would  marry,  and 
marry  where  there  were  no  difficulties 
to  overcome.  EUie  dear,  a  nature  like 
hers  is  a  great  charge  for  a  man — and 
yet  I  think  I  know  one,  noble  and  true, 
who  would  look  upon  such  a  responsibility 
as  the  best  gift  of  Heaven.  Nay,  I  did 
not  mean  to  make  you  cry,  child — I  know 
you  could  not  bear  to^  part  with  Alison — 
indeed,  we  none  of  us  could;  and  perhaps 
it  may  be  my  fancy  altogether.  Time  will 
show."  But  a  tear  stole  down  Mra. 
Henneker's  cheek,  and  had  to  be  wiped 
away. 

Little  Mis9y  was  quite  right.  Every 
night  c&me  the  "beautiful shining " ;  every 
night  the  trees  showed  dark  against  the 
glow,  and  the  wild  rebel  songs  rang  up  to 
the  star-gemmed  sky. 

The  men  were  conflned  to  barracks  after 
sunset  until  further  orders,  since,  of  all 
things,  the  authorities  dreaded  a  distorb- 
ance  between  the  civil  and  military 
elements;  and  Drummer  Coghlan  kept 
unsleeping  vigil  over  Private  Deacon, 
suspecting — wrongfully,  as  we  know — ^his 
loyalty  and  truth.  The  Colonel  of  the 
One  Hundred  and  Ninety -Third  would 
have  scouted  the  idea  of  any  of  his  men 
being  disaffected ;  were  not  the  men  of  the 
regiment  a  proverb  f orfpluck,  courage,  and 
smartness  f 

Those  zealous  young  warriors,  Ensign 
Green  and  Lieutenants  Verrinder  and 
Blizzard,  held  a  sort  of  Informiil  council  of 
war  to  diacuss  the  probable  result  if  any 
single  soul  that  stood  the  Regiment  ishould 
be  even  suspected  of  treason.  "  The  Chief 
would  have  a  fit^  'pon  my  soul  he  would," 
said  Mr.  Green,  pulling  viciously  at  the 
sparse  hairs  on  either  corner  of  his  upper 
lip. 

*'I  could  fully  enter  into  his  feelings  if 
he  did;  the  blot  would  be  Ineffaceable," 
added  Chubby.  "The  stain  — Isn't  it 
Shakespeare  who  talks  about  all  the  waters 
of  the  ocean  not  being  able  to  wash — er — 
the——" 

"  Dear  me  I "  said  the  doctor,  enteruig 
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anannonnced,  ''are  you  rehearsing  for  the 
next  Soldiers'  Evening  already)  Upon 
my  word,  Verrinder,  you're  the  best  fellow 
on  the  face  o'  the  airth." 

"  My  dear  Maaters,"  said  Chabby,  with 
an  awe-inspiring  dignity,  ''  may  I  beg  of 
you  to  dose  the  door  i  Or  stay,  let  me 
do  it.  It  is  wen  to  avoid  apparent  haste 
— and — ^you  never  know.  There  was  a 
fellow  selling  something  here  to-day — I  can 
tell  yon  I  didn't  like  the  look  of  him— not 
half— I  mentioned  it  to  the  Chief  in  the 
ante-room,  bat  he  rather  pooh-poohed  the 
notion — I  must  say  I  felt  a  little  hart." 

"If  the  Chief  was  a  bit  short  with 
yon  this  morning,  Chabby,  don't  yoa  take 
it  to  heart,"  said  Blizzard,  removing  a 
pipe  from  his  month  to  make  the  obser- 
vation-;  '<  a  ramonr  reached  him,  I  know, 
that  rubbed  his  far  up  the  wrong  way. 
You  know  there  is  something  on  about 
Colour-Sergeant  Smith  leaving  the  regi- 
ment ;  I  have  been  told  he  is  to  apply  for 
a  transfer  to  India.  We  all  know  how  the 
Chief  hates  to  lose  a  good  non-com.,  and  by 
Jove,  it's  a  long  while  since  we'd  had  such 
a  splendid  specimen  of  the  kind  as  Smith, 
eh)  Even  the  name  doesn't  seem  to 
fit  him — not  good  enough.  It  will  take  us 
all  our  time  to  fill  his  place  if  he  goes!  I, 
for  my  part,  looked  upon  him  as  a  fixture, 
and  as  a  man  bound  to  get  his  commission 
sooner  or  later.  By  Jove,  he'd  fit  it  like 
a  glove,  ehl  They  don't  always,  you 
know."  This  with  a  sufficiently  droll 
grimace,  called  up  by  remembrances  of  a 
certain  Qiartermaster  who  had  shown  a 
disposition  to  slap  the  men,  to  whose  level 
he  was  .  jast  raised,  on  the  back,  and 
address  others  who  had  once  known  him 
as  a  highly  respectable  Corporal  by  their 
surnames  "  tout  court." 

''  Oh,  there  would  be  nothing  of  that 
sort  with  Colour-Sergeant  Smith,"  said  the 
doctor  confidently.  '*  He'd  glide  into  the 
position  as  if  he  were  born  to  it^— as  I've 
often  a  mind  to  think  he  was,  by  the  way. 
Many  a  man  who  gets  into  a  tight  place 
tries  to  pull  himself  straight  again — 
through  the  Eanks." 

''And  there's  many  a  worse  way,  mind 
you  that,"  put  in  Chubby,  with  the  air  of 
a  tried  General  of  many  campaigns; 
'*more  especially  in  a  regiment  like  this, 
where  the  Chief  thinks  more  of  an  Al  Ser- 
geant than  he  does  of  two  of  us." 

*'  The  Chiefs  right,  too,"  continued  the 
doctor.  "Tour  non-coms,  are  like  the 
prefects  in  a  school;  they  have  a  closer 
knowledge  of  the  body  from  which  they 


themselves  have  sprung  than  any  of  us  can 
ever  get  at." 

"  I  shouldn't  be  surprised,"  said  Blizzard, 
'4f  there's  a  worse  bit  of  news  in  store  for 
the  Chief  yet  We  all  know  what  he 
thinks  of  Dennison^  and  I  did  hear  a 
hint—" 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  Dennison's 
going  to  give  us  the  go-by,  tool"  said 
the  doctor;  "why,  the  old  corps  would 
hardly  be  like  itself  without  Dennison. 
God  bless  me  I  how  well  I  remember  him 
first  joining — a  boy  fresh  from  school, 
with  a  bright,  fearless  face,  and  such  genial 
ways  about  him,  delighted  with  everything, 
and  saying  how  lucky  he  was  that  his 
father,  General  Dennison,  had  purchased 
him  into  such  a  jolly  regiment!  I  was 
only  an  Assistant  Surgeon  then  myself, 
and  we  chummed  up  a  good  deal,  I  can 
tell  you,  though  I  was  much  the  older  of 
the  two,  of  course.  He  was  such  a  bright 
boy;  and  really  I  think  I  may  say  that 
from  that  day  to  this  I  never  heard  man 
or  woman  give  an  ill  word  to  Hugh 
Pennison." 

JSTo  one  had  noticed  that  Verrinder  had 
risen  to  his  feet  and  grown  pale  under  all 
his  sunburn,  but  every  man  noticed  a 
strangeness  in  his  voice  when  he  spoke. 

"Dennison,"  he  said,  "Dennison  going, 
Blizzard  !    Who  told  you  that  i " 

But  at  this  critical  junction  Blizzard's 
memory  failed  him.     It  was  a  way  it  had. 

Ensign  Green  put  on  a  face  of  extreme 
subtlety,  and  spoke  in  as  mysterious  a 
voice  as  though  he  were  discussing  the 
details  of  a  Fenian  rising. 

"The  all-important  question  is  this  — 
who  is  she  1 " 

Dead  silence  followed ;  and  Verrinder 
walked  to  the  window,  staring  fixedly  out 
at  the  prospect  afforded  by  the  barrack 
square. 

"We  have  not  far  to  look  for  an 
answer  to  that  question,"  said  Blizzard,  and 
Mr.  Green  blushed  up  to  the  tips  of  his 
somewhat  prominent  ears. 

Two  of  the  men  present  realised  that 
silent  reference  was  made  to  Alison  Drew. 
Only  Verrinder  and  Blfzzstrd  failed  to  catch 
the  truth. 

A  chivalrous  dislike  to  mentioning  a 
lady's  name  bad  caused  a  •turn  in  the 
conversation,  and  by  the  time  Verrinder 
looked  round  again  the  doctor  was  just 
leaving  the  room,  and  Ensign  Green  was 
hitching  up  his  sword — being  on  duty  that 
day,  he  was  in  the  usual  war-paint — and 
jerking  his  shako,  which  had  been  pushed 
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unbecomiDgly  far  back  on  his  head,  Into 
itB  pi^oper  position.  Then  he  settled  the 
deep  crimson  sash  more  neatly  across  the 
breast  of  his  tanic  and  prepared  to  depart, 
but  lingered,  waiting  the  chance  of  Ver- 
rinder  turning  his  back  once  more.  Then 
Mr.  Green  made  a  secret  and  significant  sign 
to  Blizzard,  as  who  should  say,  '*  the  even 
tenour  of  our  friend's  way  is  disturbed — 
mark  you  that,''  and  set  off  slowly  down 
the  long,  shallow  flight  of  stone  stairs  that 
led  to  the  square. 

He  sang  as  he  went.  It  was  all  very 
well  for  Mies  Drew  to  snub  him  at  choir 
practice,  but  there  were  times  and  seasons 
when  a  man  could  have  his  own  way  if  he 
chose.  And  it  was  Calour  Sergeant  Smith's 
song  that  he  sang,  with  its  refrain  of  "  Bid 
me  good-b;e,  good  bje,  love." 

'*He  doesn't  sing  it  a  patch  on  the 
Sergeant,  but  it's  a  good  old  sort  of  tune, 
eh.  Blizzard  t "  said  Verrinder,  as  the  song 
died  away  round  the  corner  of  the  stone 
passage,  and  one  little  echoing  « Good- 
bye "  was  all  that  was  left  of  it.  "  And 
somebody's  got  to  say  good-bye ;  but 
perhaps  it's  not  this  child  this  time.  Gad  1 
Blizzard,  I  feel  as  if  I  could  sit  down  and 
cry  like  a  woman." 

•<  Don't  do  that,  old  fellow,"  said  Bliz- 
zard,  alarmed,  but  Ohubby  reassured  him. 

«  Not  I !  StUl,  you  know,  I  feel  like  it. 
I'd  screwed  myself  up  to  it,  you  know — 
losing  her  I  mean,  you  kaow — anl  going 
out  to  the  first  brush  anywhere  abroad, 
and  getting  to  the  front,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  I  had  indeed :  and  now  to  feel 
there's  a  chance  for  me,  and  to  have  the 
gilt  taken  off  the  gingerbread  by  knowing 
that  Dennison — Heaven  bless  my  soul, 
Blizzard !  life's  a  stupendous  thing — it  is 
indeed,"  a  truth  that  other  people  besides 
Charles  Verrinder,  Lieutenant,  were  realis- 
ing JQst  then. 

Truly  did  life  seem,  not  only  a  stupen- 
dous thing,  but  a  very  bitter  thing  to  the 
Coloiur-Sergeant  of  number  one  company  in 
these  days.  He  was  not  unconscious  of  the 
favour  that  all  regarded  him  with  in  the 
regiment  in  which  he  had  taken  the 
Qieen'tf  shilling ;  he  was  conscious  of  the 
friendly  interest  of  his  Colonel,  of  the 
more  than  goodwill  of  the  Captain  of  his 
company,  of  Xhe  respect  and  affection  of 
the  men  under  his  authority ;  he  often 
eaid  to  himself  that  no  one  need  want  a 
better  regiment  to  serve  in  than  the  One 
Hundred  and  Ninety-Third,  and  yet,  in 
ppite  of  all,  he  must  go.  And  the  reason 
was  this — he  had  gone  mad. 


To  those  about  him  no  doubt  he  appeared 
sane  enough  and  just  like  other  men,  but 
in  his  own  heart  he  knew  the  bitter  truth. 
He  knew  that  a  power  stronger  than  him- 
self had  swept  him  off  his  mental  feet ; 
tbat  he  was  drifting  with  the  stream; 
that  in  nothing  short  of  flight  could  he 
find  safety.  A  desperate  disease  calls  for 
desperate  remedies — that  was  his  case. 
For  things  were  going  badly  with  him 
— very  badly  indeed.  A  real  passion  never 
stands  still ;  it  grows  and  grows.  He  had 
begun  to  feel  as  if  his  life  had  been  a  quest 
for  a  Holy  Grail  that  was  cow  for  the  first 
time  in  sight.  His  past  had  been  a  stormy 
one — not  a  black  one,  as  men  of  the  world 
counl  blackness ;  but,  nevertheless,  one  that 
had  caused  bitter  pain  to  those-who  loved 
him ;  a  past  that  he  had  set  himself  to  live 
down.  Now  he  said  to  himself  that  if  he 
had  known  Alison  Drew  sooner,  that 
wild  past  would  never  have  been.  Even 
in  thinking  of  her  like  this  the  red  blood 
would  rush  to  his  brow,  for  the  horrible 
incongruity  of  their  relative  positions  hit 
him  like  a  fl^il.  How  dare  he — how  dare 
he  whisper  her  name,  even  to  his  own 
heart  f  What  would  she  say — what  would 
she  feel,  if  she  knew  1  Brave  soldier,  brave 
man  as  he  was,  he  trembled  as  he  passed 
her,  if  he  met  her  by  chance.  He  dared 
not  even  salute  her  unless  the  Major  was 
with  her,  and  such  salute  became  a  duty. 

Then  the  gulf  between  them  yawned 
black  and  deep,  and  he  dared  not  try  to 
look  across  it;  the  gaping  void  drew 
and  held  his  eyes.  He  thought  he  knew 
the  feelings  of  some  guilty  creature  who, 
carrying  the  knowledge  of  a  crime  within 
his  heart,  yet  moved  among  his  innocent 
fellow-creatures  as  one  of  them.  He  had  a 
shrinking  fear  of  self-betrayal;  for  a 
regiment  is  at  all  times  a  glass  house.  The 
same  people  are  about  you,  the  same  things 
are  done,  day  after  day,  almost  hour  after 
hour.  It  is  not  like  any  thbg  else  on  eardi ; 
and  so  defined  and  clear  are  the  barriers 
between  class  and  class,  that  no  one  is  on 
the  defensive.  All  work  together  at  any- 
thing that  is  for  the  common  good,  and  no 
one  asserts  himself,  because  every  one's 
status  is  too  definite  to  need  boktering  up. 
It  appeared  to  Colour-Sergeant  Smith 
that  there  were  only  two  events  in  life — 
choir  practice,  and  the  fortoightly  Soldiers' 
Evenings.  Every  other  aspect  of  life  and 
duty  was  in  abeyance  to  these ;  and  yet 
he  knew  that  to  him  they  were  fatal  times 
indeed.  His  everyday  surroundings  took 
new  shape  and  form;  things  tlmt   had 
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been  as  matters  of  coarse,  now  hart  him. 
The  coarseness  of  many  of  those  who  ear- 
ronnded  him,  and  with  whom  he  was 
necessarily  brought  into  close  contact, 
grated  upon  him  craelly.  The  unsavoary 
word,  broad  j  ^st,  or  noisy  oath  seemed  an 
o£fence  against  her  perfect  purity  and 
exquisite  refinement. 

Ic  was  a  wretched  life  enough  the  man 
led,  conscious  of  his  own  madness  and 
folly,  yet  helpless  to  break  his  fetters; 
nay,  fully  realising  that  those  fetters  were 
closing  upon  him  day  by  day.  Ha  counted 
the  days,  he  counted  the  hours,  until  the 
one  that  should  brin^  him  into  her  pre- 
sencp.  That  hour  seemed  the  culmination 
of  his  life.  Yet  it  was  agony  to  see  the 
men  of  her  own  rank  paying  her  open 
deference — noble  seryice  of  gentle  courtesy 
— while  he  had  to  stand  by  dumb. 

One  precious  privilege  he  had  that  no 
one  could  take  from  him. 

He  could  listen. 

When  the  birds  siog  in  the  sunshine, 
the  humblest  of  G  >d's  creatures  may 
hearken  at  will,  and  take  the  joy  and  the 
ripple  of  the  music  into  their  own 
hearts  to  gladden  them  ;  and  when  Alison 
spoke  or  sang,  no  one  could  hinder  him 
from  drinking  in  the  sweetness  of  tone  or 
tune.  He  knew  that  every  time  his  eyes 
rested  on  her  sweet  face,  the  madness 
within  him  grew;  that  every  time  she 
spoke  a  casual  word  to  him,  her  power 
over  him  increased  a  hundred-fold.  He 
knew  that  if  by  chance  his  hand  touched 
hers,  as  he  moved  the  muaic  at  her 
bidding,  his  pulses  were  stirred  to  a  tumult 
of  joy.  He  knew  these  privileges  of  his, 
which  he  shared  with  every  creature  about 
her,  to  be  poor  things  indeed,  but  yet — as 
he  would  say  to  himself  with  a  passionate 
insistence — his  own.  His  kindness  to 
Drammer  Coghlan  fairly  puzzled  that 
astute  man,  who  straightway  gave  a  glow- 
ing description  of  the  Sergeant  to  'Liza 
and  little  Missy  was  not  behindhand  in 
chattering  to  Alison  and  Elsie  of  his 
manifold  perfections,  ending  up  by  solemnly 
announcing  that  she  hadn't  made  up  her 
mind  if  she  shouldn't  throw  over  "Mia — ter 
Verrinder  "  and  take  the  **  bee — oo — fitel " 
Sergeant  for  a  sweetheart.  When  it  was 
explained  to  her  that  ladies  didn't  take 
Sergeants  for  sweethearts,  she  evidently 
looked  npon  the  distinction  as  a  narrow 
and  invidious  one,  declaring  her  intention 
of  being  <*  trumphf ant "  and  pleasing  her 
own  self  when  she  was  "big  as  'L'Z9." 

The  fact  was,  that  the  S  rgeant,  made 


canning  by  that  astute  schoolmaster,  Love, 
managed  to  hear  something  of  Miss  Drew's 
movements  through  the  open-hearted 
drummer,  and  even  stooped  so  pitifully 
low  as  to  affect  an  unbounded  interest  in 
Shadracb,  Mesbach,  and  little  Abednego, 
and  to  have  those  worthies  brought  to  his 
bunk  for  exhibition.  So  it  came  about 
that  he  heard  about  little  Patsey,  and  his 
eyes  grew  quite  misty  as  he  thought  of  his 
Lady  going  on  her  mission  of  love  and 
comfort  to  the  suffering  child.  Her  kind- 
ness to  Nv>rah,  her  interest  in  Harry 
Deacon,  these  things  he  knew,  and  held 
sacred.  Had  he  not  proved  it  ?  Had  he 
not  been  **  falsely  true '' — of  '^  faith  un- 
faithful"—  because  of  themt  He  had 
thought  seriously,  several  times  since 
that  night,  of  Harry  Deacon ;  indeed,  he 
and  the  drummer  had  held  a  sort  of 
council  together  on  the  matter.  To  have 
stayed  out  without  pass  after  post,  be- 
cause of  ITjrah  (Tm  that  way  myself 
with  'Liz»,  when  she  gets  off  for  an  hour, 
an'  we're  after  taking  a  turn  by  the  river 
in  the  twilight,"  Coghlan  had  put  in  at 
this  stage  of  the  said  council)  that  was  a 
mere  nothing ;  to  get  a  trifle  too  much  on 
the  spree,  bad,  truly,  but  still  what  many 
a  good  soldier  falls  into  now  and  again. 
A  pity,  since  no  good-conduct  badge  can 
be  won  that  way,  and  the  record  sheet 
cannot  be  as  clean  as  might  be  wished, 
but  after  all,  not  an  unpardonable  sin, 
looked  at  from  a  soldier's  point  of  view. 

Bat  the  possibility 

Cogblan  winced  as  if  someone  had  stuck 
a  pin  into  him,  even  in  only  suggesting  it, 
and  the  Colour-Sergeant  looked  grave. 

"  I  don't  think  the  C  jlonel  could  stomach 
such  a  notion,  anyway,"  said  Coghlan. 
''He'd  be  after  losing  his  sinses  at  the 
mere  mintion  of  it ;  for  though  they  do  call 
him  the  soldier's  friend,  he  can  ba  stiff 
enough  when  needs  be — as  the  lot  of  us 
knows  well — an'  I'm  after  thinkin',  Ser- 
geant, ai  the  Adjitant  suspects  Harry,  an' 
sets  a  little  he-dlvel  by  the  name  o'  Tim,  a 
flittin'  shadder  of  an  unbaptised  spalpeen 
as  lives  up  the  valley  way,  to  spoy  on  him 
besoides.  Not  a  worred  o'  this  to  ony 
livin'  sowl,  Sergeant,  beyond  you  an'  me. 
I'm  terrified  to  say  the  ghost  of  a  worred, 
even  to  *Uz\,  for  if  mischief  came  to  Harry 
Deacon,  Norah  would  break  her  blessed 
heart,  an'  Miss  Alison— the  saints  make 
her  bed  in  her  sickness  when  her  own 
time  comes ! — she's  that  pitiful  and  tinder- 
hearted,  she'd  cry  her  sweet  eyes  out  to 
keep  her  company." 
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To  all  this  the  Sergeant  agreed  most 
cordially;  and  they  reiolved  to  keep  a 
sharp  eye  on  Private  Deacon.  .  Bat  every- 
thing, before  a  week  had  passed  away, 
was  forgotten  in  the -stir  and  tnrmoil  that 
gathered  round,  darkening  the  air. 

These  tar-barrels,  that*  Missy  loved  so 
well,  were,  it  appeared,  bat  a  sort  of  over- 
tare  or  introduction  to  worse  things  to 
come. 

The  anniversary  of  the  death  of  certain 
men  whom  the  popular  voice  had  canonised 
as  martyrs  to  a  holy  cause  was  at  hand. 
Kamour  ran  wild,  telling  of  the  mighty 
things  that  were  to  come  to  pass  that  night 
of  nights.  Curiosity  and  interest  were 
raised  to  Che  highest  pitch  among  the  men 
of  the  One  Handredand  ITinety-Tbird,and 
their  officers  and  non-coms,  were  all  on 
the  alert. 

The  Chief  was  stern  and  inscrutable, 
saying  little ;  but  it  came  to  be  fully  under- 
stood that  any  man  absenting  himself  after 
a  certain  hour  and  reported  out  of  barracks, 
would  be  dealt  by  with  the  utmost  rfgour 
of  the  military  law. 

"  We'd  be  cut  in  little  ribbings,  an'  'ang 
up  on  blooming  'ooks,''  said  the  smallest 
band-boy  but  one,  to  the  smallest  on 
reeord,  "if  we  was  found  out  all  a-walkin', 
ever  so  hinnercent.  You  look  to  yersel', 
my  fine  fellow" — and  with  this  grim 
warning  departed. 

DIVIDEND  DAY. 


There  is  no  very  perceptible  increase  in 
the  crowds  that  swarm  about  the  great 
centre  of  the  City,  countless  as  the 
motes  in  a  sunbeam,  or  as  ants  in  the 
midst  of  an  ant-hill,  yet  they  are  there,  and 
form  a  distinct  element  in  the  throng — 
the  anxious  if  presumably  happy  people 
who  have  dividends  to  draw,  and  who  have 
come  to  draw  them.  Even  in  the  omnibuses 
they  are  recognisable,  if  only  by  the  nervous 
way  in  which  they  look  around,  and  their 
cautious  avoidance  of  the  word  "  Bank." 
'<  Conductor,  how  near  do  you  go  to  the 
Boyal  Exchange  ) "  asks  a  plump  dame  ia 
black  satin.  ''Bank,  lady,"  replies  the 
conductor  stolidly.  <*  Oh,  I  don't  want  to 
go  there,"  murmurs  the  other,  with  an 
uneasy  glance  at  a  man  sitting  near  her, 
who  certainly  has  a  furtive  look  about  him. 
And  when  madame  cautiously  alights  at 
the  Bank  corner,  she  sees  with  alarm  that 
the  fartive  man  has  alighted  too,  and  is 
dogging  her  footsteps.  It  is  astonishing,  too, 


to  see  how  many  young  women  are  trotting 
along  towards  the  Bank,  to  disappear 
swiftly  round  the  comer.  One  does  not 
associate  youth  and  beauty  with  the  sweet 
simplicity  of  the  three  per  cents. — no  longer 
three,  alas  1  or  so  sweetly  simple  as  of  old 
— ^but  here  they  are,  nevertheless,  and 
dving  the  asthmatic  old  annuitant  the  go- 
by in  the  race  for  the  Bank  counters. 
Lady  Lackpenny  was  a  little  surprised 
when  her  pretty  housemaid  asked  for  a 
morning's  leave  to  go  and  "draw  her  divi- 
dends," but  she  acceded  with  gracious 
alacrity.  And  the  governess  element  ia 
well  represented,  pale  faces  growing  paler 
and  more  faded  year  by  year,  bat 
brightening  up  in  the  reflection  of  the  pink 
dividend  warrant. 

Not  many  carriages  drive  up  to  the 
Bank  nowadays.  Bich  people  draw  their 
dividends  through  their  bankers,  and  City 
people  say  that  dividend  day  is  not  what 
it  need  to  be  before  dividend  warrants 
could  be  sent  by  post  and  cashed  through 
bankers.  For  in  the  old  days  it  was 
necessary  to  appear  "personally  or  by 
attorney,"  and  it  was  the  case  that  very 
large  sums  would  be  drawn  over  the 
counter  by  people  who  had  an  objection  to 
signing  'powers  of  attorney."  But  not 
long  ago  a  handsome  carriage  and  pair 
might,  on  dividend  days,  be  seen  waiting  in 
Grpfiham  Street  while  its  mistress,  with  the 
greatest  precautions  to  avoid  being  seen, 
made  her  way  to  the  B»nk  to  draw  a 
quarter's  annuity,  amounting,  perhaps,  to 
some  thirty  pounds.  She  was  rich,  with 
many  thousands  a  year,  but  this  little 
hoard  that  nobody  knew  about  she  prized 
more  than  all  the  rest  of  her  possessions. 
Annuitants  generally  come  on  foot,  and 
mostly  have  a  hale  and  hearty  appearance, 
considering  their  years,  for  young  annui- 
tants are  rare ;  and  when  they  have  drawn 
their  money,  they  button  it  up  tightly  and 
walk  away  with  an  air  of  determination 
that  seems  to  say  that  this  particular  divi- 
dend is  not  adapted  for  further  division. 

The  white-headed  old  gentleman  who 
hobbles  along  so  gaily,  and  who  has  a  word 
for  the  policeman  at  the  corner  as  well  as 
for  the  porter  within  the  gateway,  can  he 
possibly  be  a  survivor  from  the  old 
brigade  who,  when  the  century  was  young, 
anyhow  in  the  thirties  or  early  forties, 
bought  annuities  from  a  Government  that 
had  planned  them  on  a  too  liberal  scale  1 
The  State  accountants  had  calculated  their 
rates  on  tables  of  the  average  duration  of 
life,  which  hardly  allotted  to  the  average 
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man  or  woman  his  or  her  due  length  of 
days ;  a  fault  which  worked  exceedingly  to 
the  advantage  of  life  insnrancer  companies, 
for  whom  the  tables  were  compiled,  bat 
which  proved  very  mnch  otherwise  to  the 
granters  of  annuities.  It  was  especially  in 
the  more  advanced  ages  that  the  due 
**  expectation  of  life/'  had  been  understated, 
and  speculators  and  stockbrokers  soon 
found  out  the  weak  points  of  the  scheme^ 
and  rushed  in  with  customary  enthusiasm. 

Then  came  a  good  time  for  many  of  the 
aged  poor,  especially  in  the  Highlands  of 
Scotland,  where  hale  and  hearty  shepherds, 
gillies,  fishermen  and  others  of  an  advanced 
age  were  in  great  demand.  At  ninety 
years  of  age  the  sum  of  a  hundred  pounds 
bought  an  annuity  of  sixty-five  pounds  a 
year.  And  as  many  of  these  hearty  old 
fellows  lived  on  to  ninety-seven  or  eight, 
it  may  be  imagined  what  a  profit  accrued 
to  outsiders  who  had  bought  annuities  on 
their  lives.  Tae  benefit  to  the  old  people 
was  indirect,  for  those  who  were  thus 
pecuniarily  interested  in  their  welfare 
would  take  care  they  did  not  die  from 
hardship  or  want.  It  is  said  that  the 
Marquis  of  Hertford,  whose  eccentricities 
were  the  talk  of  Paris  at  the  period  in 
question,  increased  his  enormous  fortune  by 
speculating  heavily  on  the  lives  of  his 
tenants.  This  chase  for  hale  old  men 
lasted  for  some  years,  but  although  no 
harm  could  accrue  to  the  old  people  from 
the  use  to  which  they  were  turned,  yet 
there  were  many  who  h&d  a  sturdy 
objection  to  be  made  the  subjects  of 
speculation.  The  consent,  indeed,  of  the 
subject  was  not  indispensable,  but  it  was 
necessary  to  prove  his  age,  for  which 
purpose  certificates  of  birth  or  baptism 
were  required,  and  these  were  often  diffi- 
cult to  obtain  where  the  obstinate  veterin 
refused  information. 

One  of  these  veterans,  a  fisherman  strong 
and  hearty,  in  his  ninetieth  year,  had  often 
been  stalked  by  annuity  hunters,  but  could 
not  be  had  by  any  of  them.  Nobody  knew 
the  place  of  his  birth,  and  Donald  was 
inaccessible  to  all  offers,  A  spirited  stock- 
broker who  was  also  a  good  fisherman 
undertook  to  bring  Donald  to  bay,  for  a 
thumping  wager  as  well  as  the  chances  of 
profit.  With  rod  and  creel  he  threw  him- 
self in  Donald's  way,. took  the  old  man's 
fancy  by  his  enthusiasm  for  the  craft,  and 
soon  became  his  Intimate  friend  and  com- 
panion. They  slept  in  the  same  shieling, 
shared  each  other's  panitch  and  brose,  told 
to  one  another  many  incidents  of  their 


lives,  as  they  met  at  the  end  of  the  day's 
fishing.  Afcer  Eome  months  of  this  work 
the  wily  one  ventured  to  put  the  question 
carelessly : 

^'  D jnald,  lad,  where  was  you  born  f  " 

Donald  turned  on  his  questioner  a  keen 
and  icy  glance. 

<'  Eh  I  the  ways  of  the  world  1 "  he  cried, 
and  with  that  he  strode  out  of  the  wigwam 
and  was  no  more  seen. 

If  our  venerable  annuitant  remembers 
something  of  those  days,  he  may  also  have 
something  to  say  as  to  the  altered  aspect 
of  affairs  at  the  Bank.  You  don't  go  in  by 
the  front  door  to  get  your  dividends ;  that 
way  leads  to  the  issue  department^  and  the 
Ionic  portico,  under  which  you  pass  to 
change  notes  for  gold  or  vice  ver»4.  is  the 
handsomest  and  oldest  part  of  the  Biuk, 
and  once  was  the  site  of  the  house  and 
gardens  of  the  governor  of  the  Bink.  This 
was  completed  in  1734,  and  fifty  years 
after  the  wings  were  built,  while  further 
alterations  were  carried  out  early  in  the 
present  century  by  Sir  John  Soane,  the 
founder  of  the  museum  in  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields,  and  quite  at  home  in  anything 
squat  and  sombre.  But  the  building 
appeals  to  the  imagination  as  the  repository 
of  so  much  solid  wealth,  and  probably  none 
of  the  dividend  crowd  give  it  a  second 
glance,  but  make  straight  for  their  own 
especial  portal^  which  is  at  the  side  just 
opposite  the  Stock  Exchange;  which, 
indeed,  was  planted  where  h  stands  in 
order  to  be  handy  to  the  Bank. 

Ascending  the  steps  and  coming  to  a 
glazed  screen,  where  a  messenger  in  livery 
takes  a  general  view  of.  things  going  on, 
you  are  carried  along  with  a  stream  of 
people  all  intent  on  their  own  affairs — 
brokers  with  clients ;  smart  jobbers  in  the 
shiniest  of  hats,  and  brokers'  clerks  with- 
out any  at  all ;  women  of  all  ages  and  of 
every  variety  of  costume,  except  perhaps 
the  ultra-fashionable ;  fresh-coloured  faces 
from  the  country,  dim  yellow  visages  of 
London  anchorites.  Here  is  one,  a 
gentleman  of  ancient  lineage  and  once 
high  fortunes,  now  a  denizen  of  one  of  the 
lowest  slums.  His  way  of  living  is  a 
mystery  to  all  about  him.  If  it  were 
known  that  he  drew  his  dividends  every 
quarter,  the  day  would  be  one  of  peril  for 
bis  life.  Another  man,  it  is  said,  discharges 
himself  from  the  workhouse  before  the 
dividends  are  paid.  He  has  a  respectable 
suit  of  clothes  in  pawn,  and  with  his 
dividends  he  dashes  about  in  fall  enjoy- 
ment of  his  temporary  wealth,  and  when 
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it  u  all  gone  he  goes  back  to  the  work- 
house again.  It  is  quite  possible,  indeed, 
that  the  master  thief  himself  and  many  of 
his  apprentices  may  be  among  the  crowd, 
not  on  predatory  business  bent,  but  a  little 
anxious  as  to  the  security  of  their  own 
particular  dividends. 

For  the  Bridsh  funds  are  the  only  kind 
of  security  in  the  civilised  world  to  which 
a  man's  or  woman's  face  is  the  only  title- 
deed.  A  man  may  possess  OonsolB — the 
name  will  survive  in  literature  although 
on  the  Stock  Exchange  it  may  become 
obsolete  —  to  any  amount  without  the 
existence  of  a  scrap  of  paper  or  a  line  of 
writing  to  betray  the  fact.  And  all  this 
throng  of  people,  who  flock  in  all  day 
long,  are  regarded  by  the  Bank  as  so  many 
accounts,  with  balances  due  to  be  paid  on 
demsnd. 

Bat  now  you  find  yourself  in  a  hand- 
some room  or  hall  that  reminds  one  of  the 
old  Irish  Commons  House,  now  the  Back 
of  Ireland,  for  it  is  a  lofty  rotunda  with  a 
circular  counter  in  the  middle,  with  ever 
so  many  glazed  pens  for  the  paying  clerks, 
all  of  whom  are  busy  enough  weighing 
gold  or  counting  over  note?,  or  clashing 
bags  of  silver  on  the  polished  surface.  Ic 
is  a  silent  scene,  too,  and  the  stillness  is 
only  broken  by  the  jingle  of  coin  and  the 
ring  of  copper  shovels  and  scales.  It  was 
quite  otherwise  once  upon  a  time  in  this 
rotunda,  which  was  formerly  a  place  of 
meeting  for  brokers  and  others,  a  kind  of 
succnrsal  to  the  Stock  Exchange,  where 
much  of  the  business  in  Government 
securities  was  conducted.  When  the 
stockbrokers  were.at  last  shut  out  in  order 
to  extend  the  business  part  of  the  Bank, 
they  resented  the  exclusion  which  was 
carried  out  with  some  brusqueness ;  and  it 
is  said  that  the  relations  between  the  ''old 
lady"  of  Threadneedle  S:reet  and  the 
S&ock  Exchange  have  never  since  been 
marked  by  the  cordiality  that  formerly 
prevailed.  Anyhow,  when  the  then 
governor  of  the  Baiik  became  subsequently 
bankrupt,  it  is  said  that  the"  announce- 
ment was  greeted  with  three  cheers  on  the 
Stock  Exchange. 

Agovernor  of  the  Bank  is  no  more  exempt 
from  liability  to  fatare  misfortune  than 
any  other  human  creature.  Bat  for  a 
governor  to  fail  daring  his.  term  of  office, 
as  did  Mr.  B  M.  Baikes  in  1834/ was  an 
affair  which  agitated  the  public  mind  a 
good  deal.  It  was  jast  half  a  century 
ago,  and  the  autumn  dividends  were 
coming  due,  and  never  was  seen  such  a 


rush  to  be  paid.  People  fought  and 
scrambled  for  their  places  at  the  desks, 
and  at  the  least  accidental  delay  in  pay- 
ment the  report  went  round  that  the  Bank 
was  going  to  "  bust."  At  that  time,  how- 
ever, there  was  a  good  deal  more  fanction 
and  trouble  in  paying  dividends  than  now, 
the  whole  process  of  accounts  having  been 
much  simplified  in  1842  by  a  young 
official,  Mr.  William  Bay  Smee. 

There  is  no  statue  or  bust  of  Mr.  Smee, 
as  far  as  we  know,  in  any  part  of  the  Bank 
of  England,  and  yet  here  in  the  rotunda,  in 
the  midst  of  all  this  order  and  smoothness 
of  detail,  his  statue  should  represent  the 
presiding  genius  of  the  place. 

In  the  great  room  beyond  the  ro- 
tunda is  a  sight  that  must  awake  every- 
body's interest  There  on  the  shelves 
above  the  heads  of  the  officials  are  the 
parchment-bound  volumes,  which  form  the 
Golden  Book  of  the  British  nation.  To 
have  your  name  well  inscribed  between 
these  covers  is  to  have  all  the  good  things 
of  life  at  your  disposal :  wealth  without 
care,  honour  without  effort,  while  at  any 
moment  your  possessions  may  be  turned 
into  current  coin  by  a  mere  stroke  of  the 
pen.  But  in  the  departmental  eye  you  are 
of  equal  importance,  whether  you  hold  stock 
to  the  amount  of  a  pound  or  a  million. 
There  are  accounts,  indeed,  as  small  as 
a  penny,  while  the  highest  individual 
score  amounted  some  time  ago  to  five  and 
tbree-quarter  millions.  As  to  the  number 
of  accounts,  which  means  the  number  of 
dividend  drawers,  they  were  estimated  in 
1842  at  half  a  million,  but  the  number  has 
probably  decreased  very  much  since  then, 
and  at  the  date  of  the  conversion  effected 
by  Mr.  Goschen  a  few  years  ago,  the  three 
principal  stocks  showed  only  about  a  hun- 
dred and  seventy  thousand  accounts. 

In  these  parchment-covered  volumes  the 
Smiths,  as  might  be  expected,  hold  the 
place  of  honour.  In  the  year  of  the 
conversion  there  were  nearly  five  thousand 
five  hundred  Smiths  in  the  books,  over 
five  hundred  of  whom  bore  the  name  of 
John.  The  Browns  were  nearly  half  as 
numerous,  and  the  Joneses  ran  them  dose 
— of  a  frugal  race  is  Shenkin — and  these 
three  only  are  placed,  other  surnames  being 
hopelessly  distanced.  As  to  how  the  army 
of  dividend  drawers  are  identified,  that  is 
the  secret  of  the  Bank,  but  it  is  very  rarely 
that  personation  is  attempted,  and  still 
more  rarely  with  success.  The  few  success- 
ful frauds  that  have  come  to  light  have, 
for    the  most    part,   been  suggested  by 
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corrupt  officials,  and  carried  out  by  accom-   Slack  came  as  asaal  to  dravr  her  dividends 


plices  onteide. 

A  cnrions  care  occurred  in  the  forties, 
the  instigator'  of  which  was  a  clerk  in 
charge  of  *'  unclaimed  stock."  This  last  is 
an  item  which  excites  everybody's  curiosity 
and  iLterest.  Is  it  possible  that  there 
is  a  large  sum  actually  going  begging, 
dividends  accumulating  to  the  amount  of 
mQlIons,  which  might  lawfully  belong  to 
you  or  me  if  we  were  duly  advised  of  our 
rights  1  It  is  possible,  though  far  from 
probable,  as  the  case  in  question  will  show. 
Here  was  an  account  in  the  name  of  Ann 
Slack,  (spinster,  who  held  a  sum  of  six 
thousand  six  hundred  Consols  and  three 
thousand  five  hundred  Reduced.  On  the 
former  she  had  drawn  her  dividends  regu- 
larly, of  the  latter  she  knew  nothiog,  as  it 
had  been  invested  for  her  by  her  trustee, 
who  died  suddenly  without  fully  informing 
her  as  to  her  affairs.  For  ten  years  the 
unclaimed  dividends  were  brought  forward 
to  next  account;  at  the  end  of  that  time,  in 
compliance  with  the  directions  of  an  Act 
of  Barliamenty  the  whole  amount  was 
transferred  to  the  Commissioners  of  the 
National  Debt.  And  unclaimed  the 
three  thousand  five  hundred  pounds 
would  probably  have  remained  till  the 
end  of  time,  but  for  the  fraudulent 
clerk  above  mentioned.  This  person  com- 
municated to  an  equally  unscrupulous 
friend  the  secret  of  the  unclaimed  stock. 
The  first  thing  that  suggested  iteelf  was  to 
find  out  the  right  owner,  which  was  easy 
enough,  for  her  address  was  known  at  the 
Bank,  and  obtain  from  her  a  handsome 
sum  for  the  information.  Bat  it  was  found 
easier  to  invent  another  Ann  Slack,  to 
imagine  her  death,  and  have  it  registered 
as  a  fact ;  to  fabricate  the  will  of  the  fabulous 
Ann ;  and  to  get  one  Emmf»,  a  pretty  mil- 
liner at  Bristol,  to  personate  her  nfece  and 
sole  legatee.  All  worked  admirably.  The 
stock  was  retransf erred  and  sold,  the  broker 
who  carried  out  the  transaction  identified 
Emma  Slack  as  a  pure  formality,  and  the 
money  was  drawn  and  divided.  Emma 
got  a  thousand  pound  note  as  her  share, 
and  carried  it  off  to  Bristol,  where  it  was 
publicly  exhibited  as  the  result  of  a 
charming  freak  of  fortune.  Detection 
seemed  impossible,  for  nobody  was  the 
wiser  or  the  poorer  for  the  whole  trane- 
action.  Detection  resulted,  nevertheless, 
from  a  very  simple  circumstance.  Ann 
Slack's  death,  of  which  the  certificate  was 
filed  at  the  Bank,  was  noted  in  the  books 
against    both    accountSi   and  when  Miss 


she  was  informed  that  she  was  dead,  and 
could  not  have  them.  Hence  came  enquiry 
and  exposure,  resulting  in  the  punishment 
of  the  lawyer, who,  as  an  alleged  accomplice, 
had  tdiken  part  in  the  transaction,  the 
other  culprits  giving  evidence  against  him. 
Emma  had  to  give  up  her  thousand 
pound  note,  while  Ann,  the  genuine  Ann, 
came  to  her  own  again.  Thus  it  is  easy  to 
see  how  unclaimed  dividends  accumulate. 
It  happens  not  unfrequently  that  people 
who  have  investments  here  and  there  are 
reticent  about  them  even  with  their  nearest 
friendc.  Death  comes  unexpectedly,  and 
there  is  nothing  to  show  for  the  little 
hoard  in  the  public  funds,  which  conse- 
quently goes  in  the  end  to  reduce  the 
public  burdens.  Sometimes,  too,  it  may 
be  suspected,  the  proceeds  of  robberies  or 
successful  frauds  find  their  way  into  the 
three  per  cents.;  the  investor  is  '*put 
away,"  and  does  not  survive  his^  term  of 
imprisonment,  and  so  the  public  is  the 
gainer. 

But  such  secretive  persons  are  the  ex- 
ception. Most  people  are  rather  proud  of 
having  dividends  to  draw,  and  make  no 
secret  of  their  quarterly  excursions  to  the 
Bank.  And  the  conversion  of  1889 — 
Redemption  Day  was  the  sixth  of  July  in 
that  year,  when  everything  was  changed — 
has  had  the  result  of  rather  increasing  the 
autumnal  throng,  for  all  State  dividends 
are  now  paid  quarterly,  while  most  of  the 
old  stocks  were  paid  half-yearly,  Consols, 
which  formed  by  far  the  largest  *'  market," 
having  been  payable  January  and  July. 
And  now  the  bustle  of  one  dividend  day 
is  very  much  like  that  of  another.  In  one 
way^or  another  about  five  millions  of  money 
are  thus  distributed,  much  of  it  transferred 
by  the  stroke  of  a  pen  to  the  impersonal 
holders  of  huge  blocks  of  stock,  such  as 
public  institutions,  the  Law  Courts,  Savings 
Bank  Commissioners,  and  others  of  the  sort. 
Bankers,  too,  carry  off  their  share  quietly 
enough,  and  the  Stock  Exchange  takes  a 
huge  cantle  without  making  a  fuss  over  it, 
although  for  some  little  time  after,  the 
discount  markets  are  said  to  be  "  flooded  " 
with  dividend  money. 


THE  CANDID   FRIEND. 


There  are  few  people  who  do  not,  at 
some  period  of  their  lives,  suffer  from  the 
nuisance  known  as  a  csndid  friend.  Few 
people,  that  Is,  excepting  those  who  are 
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80  Ylolent-tempered  and  oyerbearing — and 
who,  by  the  way,  are  generally  candid 
frienda  themaelveB — that  even  a  person 
burdened  with  more  than  a  nsual  amount 
of  anpeifiuoas  candour,  daree  not  beatow 
any  of  it  upon  them. 

A  candid  friend  ia  a  peat  to  society 
at  large,  and  the  harm  it  doea  by  its 
ravages  will  never  be  known  until  the 
aecreta  of  all  hearts  are  revealed.  Unless 
a  few  of  them  are  murdered  by  way  of 
encouragement  to  others  to  hold  their 
peace,  there  appears  to  be  no  way  of 
checking  the  evil  Failing  this  stringent 
measure,  nothing  remains  but  to  diagnose 
their  characteristics  and  to  point  out  a  few 
of  the  moat  palpable  evils  of  which  over- 
much candour  is  the  cause,  in  the  hope 
Uiat  by  so  doing  some  may  recognise 
candid  friendship  at  its  first  approach,  and 
flee  what  they  are  powerless  to  resist. 

First,  then,  there  is  the  candid  friend 
direct,  and  the  candid  friend  circumlocutory, 
between  which  lies  this  difiference,  that 
the  former  takes  your  head  cfif  brutally 
with  an  axe,  and  the  latter  performs  the 
same  operation  with  the  mechanical  pre- 
cision of  the  guillotine.  In  either  case 
you  are  headless;  the  means  employed 
are  merely  a  matter  of  taste  and  breeding. 
The  candid  friend  is  alvrays  thoroughly 
imbued  with  a  sense  of  rectitude,  duty, 
sincerity,  truthfulness,  and  honesty  of 
purpose,  combined  with  a  conviction  of 
his  fitness  for  the  post  of  judge,  teacher, 
guide,  and  reformer.  The  mainspring  of 
the  candid  friend's  course  of  conduct  is 
''swagger,"  a  cocksureness  of  his  powers 
of  insight  and  intuition  accompanied  with 
a  more  or  less  conscious  pleasure  in  giving 
pain.  I  say  more  or  less  conscious,  because 
sometimes  the  candid  friend  would  feel 
justly  indignant  at  the  accusation ;  never- 
theless the  coarse  relish  for  cruelty  is 
there,  though  unsuspected,  and  there  is  a 
pleasure  felt  in  the  power  to  harass  and 
annoy  even  the  people  for  whom  the 
candid  friend  may  have  a  strong  affection 
and  respect. 

'*  Would  you  have  me  say  what  is 
untrue  t  *'  asks  a  candid  friend,  with 
a  fine  show  of  indignation  when 
remonstrated  with.  •  My  candid  friend, 
calm  yourself,  this  virtuous  outburst  is 
unnecessary.  There  is  an  old  proverb  to 
the  effect  that  one  should  always  speak 
the  truth,  but  that  the  truth  should  not 
always  be  spokerL  But  here  is  the  rock 
on  which  our  candid  friend  splits.  So 
great  is  his  passion  for  truth  that  he  must 


proclaim  it  aloud  at  all  times  and  in  all 
places.  He  knows  all  your  weaknesses 
and  peculiarities  of  character  and  temper, 
and  tells  vou  of  them. 

Tour  nose  has  a  slight  inclination 
towards  one  cheek,  or  yon  have  a  trifling 
cast  in  one  eye;  your  looking-glass  tells 
you  this  twice  a  day  at  the  least,  but  the 
candid  friend  is  not  satisfied  till  he  has 
told  you  also.  ''Why  shouldn't  IV*  he 
asks.  "It  ia  the  truth."  Your  hair  is 
becoming  brindled ;  you  broke  a  tooth 
the  other  day ;  your  waistcoat  is  growing 
a  little  tight  about  the  lower  buttons ;  you 
feel  an  increasing  inclination  to  lose  a 
train  rather  than  run  for  it;  you  are 
perfectly  conscious  of  these  trifles,  they 
annoy  you,  and  yon  are  glad  to  think  of 
them  as  little  as  possible;  but  unfortunately 
your  candid  friend  knows  them  too,  and 
he  lets  you  know  that  he  knows  them. 
If  he  is  a  direct  candid  friend  he  will  tell 
you  bluntly  what  he  has  observed,  as 
though  he  were  under  the  impression  that 
it  might  have  escaped  your  notice ;  but^if 
he  is  of  the  drcumlocntory  sort,  l^e  will 
either  congratulate  you  on  not  being  such 
a  fool  as  to  dye  your  hair,  although  it  will 
soon  be  white,  or  he  will  recommend  you 
somebody's  patent  wash  or  restorer,  and 
at  the  same  time  give  you  the  address  of 
his  own  particular  dentist.  You  smile 
amiably  at  him  as  you  shake  hands  in 
farewell,  but  if  you  did  just  what  inclina- 
tion prompts  you  to  do,  you  would  seize 
him  by  the  throat  and  knock  his  head 
against  the  first  convenient  waU.  Only  a 
small  wound  to  your  vanity  after  all. 
Granted,  my  candid  friend,  but  is  it 
necessary  to  go  through  the  world  sticking 
pins  into  people,  be  those  pins  ever  so 
tiny  and  the  tissue  into  which  you  insert 
them  ever  so  adipose ) 

Your  coat  is  cut  on  a  new  pattern,  or 
your  last  bonnet  is  a  fresh  departure ;  but 
unless  they  suit  you  down  to  the  ground, 
do  not  hope  to  escape  your  candid  friend's 
criticism.  You  rather  fancied  yourself 
before :  but,  having  received  it,  you  are  a 
limp  creature  indeed.  Yon  cannot  afford 
to  give  the  coat  away,  and  you  must 
wear  it  on^  and  knowing  thio,  it  was 
a  piece  of  gratuitous  spite  on  the  part  of 
the  candid  friend  to  make  you  feel  you 
had  to  go  about  for  six  months  looking; 
like  a  Bank  Holiday  'Arry. 

But  these  things,  unpleasant  and  annoy- 
ing as  they  are,  are  nothing  when  com- 
pared with  the  higher  branches  of  the 
candid  friend's  work.     Where  before  he 
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has  but  oatraged  your  selfreBpeet,  and 
torn  in  shreds  the  cobvreb  of  yoar  vanity, 
now,  nnless  yon  chance  to  be  very  strong 
indeed,  he  lays  waste  the  garden  of  all 
your  fairest  hopes  and  ambitloDs. 

Are  yon  in  business)  Ah,  well,  he 
soon  lets  yon  know  that  he  has  a  very  poor 
opinion  of  your  powers,  and  by  dis- 
heartening and  frightening' yon  he  does 
his  best  to  he]p  you  aloog  the  road  to  that 
Bankruptcy  Court  which  he  is  sure  is  your 
inevitable  bourne.  If  you  have  taken 
orders,  he  knows  all  about  your  nervous- 
ness in  the  pulpit,  your  toDgue-tiedness  in 
face  of  distress,  and  hastens  to  assure  you 
with  all  the  earnestness  of  a  true  friend 
that  you  had  much  better  have  been 
apprenticed  to  a  decent  trade,  for  a  curate 
at  about  eighty  pounds  a  year  you  will 
most  certainly  remain  all  your  life.  Are 
you  a  barrister  t  WeH,  he  gives  you  credit 
for  hard  work,  but  he  knows — bless  you, 
what  is  there  the  candid  friend  does  not 
know  t — that  you  have  no  special  gifts,  and 
will,  in  all  probability,  remain  briefless  till 
the  end  of  time,  unless  you  are  fortunate 
enough  to  marry  "a  rich  solicitor's 
daughter,"  when,  as  he  tells  you  with  a 
grin,  you  may  be  shoved  into  good  things, 
which  will  be  a  bad  look-out  for  the  client?. 

Do  yoir write)  Oh,  how  your  candid 
friend  shakes  his  head  over  your  last  novel 
or  play,  or  whatever  it  is  1  Yon  are  not 
doing  nearly  such  good  work  as  you  did 
two  years  ago,  and  he  mutters  about 
deeaying  powers  and  writing  yourself  out, 
till,  like  Henry  the  Seoond,  you  groan, 
«  Who  will  rid  me  of  this  man  %  '*  Perhaps 
you  fancy  yon  can  paint,  in  which  case 
hanging  committees,  bnyerF,  critics,  and 
dealers  are  not  the  most  savage  lions  in 
your  path  if  you  happen  to  be  blessed  with 
a  candid  friend.  The  worst  of  it  is,  the 
man  is  a  friend,  and  will  do  you  a  good 
turn  if  he  can — of  course  without  much 
trouble  to  himself — also  to  a  certain  extent 
he  knows  what  he  is  talking  about,  so  that 
you  are  bound  to  have  some  respect  for  his 
opinion.  He  begins  by  gently  prancing 
ronnd  your  work,  rather  in  the  manner  of 
the  commencement  of  a  Sioux  war  dance. 
You  grow  anxious,  and,  losing  your  head, 
in  a  moment  of  temporary  aberration  you 
ask  his  opinion.  Whoop !  You've  got  it. 
Yoar  shadows  are  opaque  and  your  lights 
pasty  ;  your  drawing  is  weak  and  your 
technique  bad ;  your  colour  is  crude,  and 
the  whole  thing  out  of  tone,  and  at  the  end 
the  sum  and  substance  of  it  all  is  that  if  he 
— ^the  candid  friend— painted  as  badly  as 


you  do,  he  would  never  touch  a  biush 
again  as  long  as  he  lived. 

"  Hope  I  have  not  hurt  you,  old  fellow, 
but  you  would  ask  my  candid  opinion,  so 
I  was  bound  to  give  it,"  he  sayp. 

The  giving  up  of  this  writing,  or  com- 
posing, or  painting,  or  whatever  it  is,  may 
mean  a  great  deal  to  you.  Probably  you 
are  not  a  eenius,  for  geniuees  are  scarce, 
but  probably  also  the  desire  and  inclination 
which  have  led  you  in  a  certain  direction 
imply  a  certain  capacity,  which  the  candid 
friend  by  his  liberal  supply  of  cold  water 
has  done  his  best  to  dull  and  deaden. 
With  equal  truth  he  might  jast  as  easily 
have  pointed  out  some  of  your  worst  facdts, 
while  at  the  same  time,  by  the  bestowal  of 
a  little  jadicious  praise  of  the  better 
qualities  in  your  work,  he  would  have 
heartened  you  for  attacking  the  difGlculties. 
He  would  have  left  you  strengthened, 
braced ;  by  the  very  faith  which  your  friend 
appeared  to  have  in  you,  you  would  be  led 
on  to  do  better  and  stronger  work;  you 
would  feel  that  you  owed  it  to  yourself  to 
j  Qstify  his  opinion.  You  do  not  teach  a  child 
to  walk  by  first  breaking  its  leg?.  Very 
strong  men  and  women  can  fling  aside 
all  the  adverse  criticism  the  most  candid 
friend  can  give,  and  fight  their  way  in  the 
teeth  of  opposition,  but  we  are  not  all 
strong — very  few  of  us  are,  indeed,  and 
the  majority  want  helping  and  cheering 
along  the  uphill  road.  The  world  outside 
is  too  busy  and  hurried  to  heed  our 
individual  concerns,  and  if  we  cannot  rely 
upon  our  friends  for  the  meat  of  encourage- 
ment, and  for  the  oil  and  wine  of  sympathy, 
we  are  in  hard  case  indeed. 

How  many  little  wayside  flowers  of 
refined  thought  and  graceful  idea,  of 
dainty  sketch  and  lilting  air,  which  would 
have  given  pleasure  to  the  creator  and 
recipient  alike,  have  been  trampled  under 
the  iron  heel  of  the  candid  fi  iend,  itis^ 
out  of  our  power  to  count. 

But  oh,  candid  friend,  think  before  you 
speak — for  who  made  you  a  last  appeal  in 
matters  great  and  small  f  Be  more  humble, 
and  remember  yon  are  neither  the 
<'  Athenaeam"  nor  the  "Saturday  Beview." 
Also  hunt  up  your  neglected  Le  Sage, 
and  read  therein  of  a  certain  scene  between 
one  Gil  Bias  and  a  Bishop  whose  work  he 
presumed  to  criticise.  Take  to  heart  the 
punishment  bestowed  upon  the  tactless  fool, 
whose  want  of  wit  led  him  to  translate  too 
literally  the  request  for  a  candid  opinion, 
and  then,  like  Nathan  of  old,  say  to 
thyself,  "  Thou  art  the  man." 
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FINIS. 

The  end  draws  near.    By  Fates  uneeen  directed 

Our  paths  diverging  tend. 
To  lives  monotonous  the  Unexpected 

Gomes  as  a  friend, 
While  for  a  moment  joyous  smiles  of  meeting 

The  gathering  shades  dispel. 
"  Ave  et  Vale !  "    Lo !  the  ancient  greeting, 

Hail,  and  Farewell  I 

A  moment  more  !    And  sadness  follows  after, 

In  bursts  of  keen  regret 
That  put  to  silence  all  the  happy  laughter 

Wherewith  we  met. 
The  past  is  dead,  the  present  swiftly  fading, 

And  in  the  future  dwell 
Hopes  faint  and  few,  our  longing  glance  evading. 

Mail,  and  Farewell  1    * 

The  time  has  come  1    Mid  alien  scenes  and  faces 

Our  lessening  lives  must  lie, 
And  pass  henceforth  through  solitary  places 

Beneath  a  stormy  sky. 
Clasp  hands,   old   friend !    Against    our    be^t 
endeavour 

The  tides  of  Memory  swell. 
Part  we  as  those  who  part  indeed  for  ever. 

Hail,  and  Farewell ! 


A  STUDY  lif  CHARAOrER. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

It  was  towards  the  begianing  of  Jaly, 
1891,  that  I  was  foiled  for  the  fonrbh  time 
in  my  search  for  the  ideal.     The  ideal 
anything  Is  difficult  enough  to  attain  to ; 
bat  if  yon  happen  to  be  looking  for  the 
ideal  woman,  you  have  got  all  your  work 
cut  out  for  yoa,  and  I  happened  to  be  look- 
ing for  the  ideal  woman.     In  other  words, 
I  was  seeking  a  suitable  wife,  and  had  been 
rej — disappointed  on  four  occasions.     No 
doubt  my  standard  is  a  high  one,  and 
pexhaps  it  is  owing  to  that  fact  that  I  am 
still    unmarried,    though    I    have    made 
several  additional  attempts  since  the  time 
of  which  I  am  now  writing.     Somehow  all 
the  women  I  have  met  have  fallen  lament- 
ably short  of  the  excellence  my  perhaps 
fastidious  taste  imperatively  demands  ;  but 
I  must  confess  that  it  was  not  until  I  had 
actually  proposed  to  some  of  them  that  I 
discovered  how  utterly  unworthy  of  me 
they  really  were.    And  here  let  me  dispose, 
once    and    for    all,  of    the  baseless  and 
malicious  fabrications  so  freely  put  about 
to  my  disparagement  by  certain  of  my 
friends,  who  venture  to  insinuate  that  my 
pursuit  of  the  ideal  woman  is  nothing  more 
or  less  than  a  mercenary  search  for  an 
heiress  who  '*  will  have  me '' — such  is  their 
horrible  expression.     Taey  make  a  great 
deal  of  capital  out  of  the  fact  that  all  the 
ladies  in  whom  I  have  fancied  for  a  few 
fleeting  weeks  that  I  recognised  the  glorious 
ideal  which  I  have  so  long  puraued,  have 
without  exception  been  remarkably  well- 


off.  I  have  no  patience  with  such  malig- 
nant cackle.  The  idol  I  have  set  up  in 
my  own  mind  possesses  a  thousand  and 
one  perfections  such  as  these  ribald  knaves 
have  never  even  dreamt  of,  although  I  will 
frankly  admit  that  of  those  perfections 
money  is  emphatically  one.  The  ideal 
woman  should  certainly  possess  a  comfort- 
able fortune  of  her  own;  but  quite  as 
certainly  she  ought  to  be  endowed  with 
many  less  material  gifts  as  well. 

Take  Miss  Blades,  for  « instance.     She 
was  young,   pretty,  passably  clever,  and 
very  rich,  but  her  deplorable  lack  of  taste 
was  sufficient  to  spoil  everything.     This 
defect,  which  I  discovered  in  tbe  conserva- 
tory at  the  Warringtons'  ball,  upset  me 
very  much.    It  opened  my  eyes  to  the  fact 
that  I  had  been  pursuing  a  will-of-the-wisp, 
and  had  made  my  fourth  mistake  in  my 
quest  of  the  ideal  woman.     The  consequent 
disappointment  gave  me  a  great  longing 
for  change  of  air.    I  would  leave  London 
for  a  time  and  lead  a  pure  and  simple  life, 
"far  from -the  maddiog  crowd's  ignoble 
strife,"  which  in  my  heart  I  have  Always 
thoroughly  despised.     Indeed^  I  have  per- 
haps despised  it  too  thoroughly,  and  have 
been  led  thereby  to  neglect  the  practical 
through  over-much  interest  in  the  ideal 
When  one  has  one's  eyes  perpetually  fixed 
on  the  stars,  he  may  chance  to  wander  into 
d^  bog ;  and,  just  at  that  time-,  I  discovered 
that  I  had  without  doubt  strained  Into 
something  very  like  a  morass.     My  income 
is  not  a  large  one,  and  though  I  spend 
every  penny  of  it  on  myself,  I  can  never 
quite  make  both  ends  meet.     My  tastes 
are  expensive,  but  of  course  that  is   the 
fault  of  the  artistic  temperament  which  I 
possess  in  a  very  marked  degree.     I  like 
everything  around  me  to  be  beautiful,  and 
I  have  a  poet's  dislike — and,  were  it  not 
for  the  editors,  I  too  would  be  a  poet — ^for 
the  bad  and  worthless  in  any  form,  but 
more  especially  in  the  form  of  wine  or 
cigars.     Nature    made  only  one  mistake 
when  she  modelled  me :  she  ought  to  have 
made  me  heir  to  at  least  five  thousand 
pounds  a  year.    Unfortunately  my  income 
only  numbers  as  many  hundreds,  and  m  I 
have  never  stinted  myself — I  hate  your 
mean  men — I  have  sometimes  found  my- 
self   financially    embarrassed.      On    aach 
occasions  I  find  the  country  air  very  bene- 
ficial and  retire  to  economise  at  a  favourite 
resort  of  mine,  an  old-fashioned  little  town 
in  the  Midlands,  Beardingham  by  name. 

So  when  I  had  had  my  fourth  illusion 
shattered,  and  simultaneously  discovered 
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that  certain  rude  and  gra^pirg  tradesmen 
had  begun  to  convert  my  stairs  and  door- 
step into  a  kind  of  morning  lounge,  I 
thought  it  high  time  to  adopt  my  usual 
remedy,  and  start  off  to  Beard^ngham  in 
search  of  sioDplicity.  And  thas,  one  day 
in  the  middle  of  Jaly,  I  fonnd  myself 
alighting  at  the  "George  Hotel,"  in  the 
queer,  straggling  old  High  Street,  while 
twenty-four  hoars  later  I  was  comfortably 
established  in  the  really  excellent  lodgings 
which  I  had  always  occupied  during  my 
previous  visits. 

My  nfxt  step  was  to  look  up  some  of 
my  old  friends,  for  I  had  made  a  good 
many  in  the  course  of  those  former  visits 
of  mine.      It  is  true  that  they  were  not 
exactly  the  kind  of  people  one  would  care 
to  know  in  town,  but  in  the  country  it 
does  not  do  to  be  too  particular.     You 
would  not  like  to  appear  in  the  Park  In  the 
rough  tweed  suit  and  deerstalker  which 
are  quite   good  enough  for  the  country 
lanes  ;  and  similarly  you  would — at  least, 
I  know  I  would — decline  to  walk  down 
Piccadilly  with  a  man  who  might  be  your 
bosom  friend  at  a  place  like  Beardingham. 
But  the  noble  savage  is  always  tolerable  in 
his  native  wUds.     At  all  events,  I  have 
always  thought  so,  for  I  am  singularly  free 
from  all  prejudices.    If  a  man  will  welcome 
me  cordially,  and  offer  me  his  rough  but 
ready  hospitality,  I  am  always  willing  to 
accept  it,  even  though  the  man  himself  be 
a  barbarian.     In  fact,  I  very  rarely  refuse 
anything  that  is  offered  me ;  I  hate  hurting 
people's  feelings — in  that  way.     I  am  a 
sociable  man,  too,  and  always  eager  to  be 
amused,  therefore  the  Beardingham  enter- 
tainments were  welcome  to  me,  for  if  I 
could  not  always  laugh  with  my  hosts,  I 
could  alvrays  laugh  at  them.  And  so  I  had 
allowed  myself  to  drift  into  intimacy  with 
a  good  many  of  the  local  yokels. 

Perhaps  the  people  I  knew  best  of  all 
were  the  Swoggses — there's  a  name  for 
you ! — who  lived  in  a  pretentious  villa  a 
mile  or  two  out  of  the  town.  Mr.  Swoggs 
was  a  brewer,  and  was  understood  to  be  a 
"  warm  man " ;  Mrs.  Swoggs  was  a  stout, 
i  bustling,  fforid-faced  lady,  who  always  gave 
one  the  impression  that  she  was  a  very 
warm  woman;  their  two  daughters  were 
remarkable  for  nothing  save  their  plainness. 
{  Mr.  Swoggs  went  in  strongly  for  the  genial 
line  of  business — ^no  doubt  as  a  brewer 
this  was  expected  of  him — and,  as  Mrs. 
Stroggs  liked  to  be  a  leader  of  society, 
they  gave  frequent  parties  to  the  chosen 
of  Beardingham,    She  had  soon  heard  of 


my  arrival  in  the  town,  as  she  heard  of 
everything,  and  the  very  next  morning  I 
received  a  note,  enclosing  a  card  for  one  of 
these  "  functions,"  which  was  to  take  place 
the  same  evening,  and  begging  me  to  waive 
ceremony  and  accept  the  invitatioa  And 
I  complied  without  hesitation,  for  I  knew 
that  it  would  give  me  a  capital  chance  of 
renewing  relations  with  most  of  my  former 
friends  in  a  bunch,  and  obviate  the  necee- 
sity  of  hunting  them  up  in  detail. 

About  ten  o'clock  that  night,  therefore, 
I  arrived  at  "Branksmere,"  as  the  Swoggses 
called  their  house,  and  was  tffasively 
welcomed  by  its  mistress.  She  pinned  me 
up  in  a  corner  and  overwhelmed  me  with 
a  torrent  of  talk  as  weak  and  washy  as  her 
hu&band'd  beer;  but  as  she  was  quite 
satisfied  with  an  occasional  ''yes"  or 
*'no,"  or  a  murmur  that  might  mean  either 
or  nothing  at  all,  'I  had  plenty  of  leisure  to 
scan  the  company.  It  was  of  the  usual 
class,  and  I  recognised  many  a  familiar 
face;  but  suddenly  I  started  as  my  eyes 
fell  on  a  slim  figure  in  white  standing  in 
the  far  comer.  It  was  only  a  girl — but  such 
a  girl  1  I  had  never  expected  to  see  any- 
thing like  her  at  Mrs.  Swoggs's,  and  my 
astonishment  was  so  great  that  even  that 
good  lady  noticed  it. 

<*  Ah|  Mr.  Scroyle,"  she  cried,  smacking 
me  on  the  arm  with  her  fan  in  the 
elephantine  way  she  considers  playful, 
*'you  are  looking  at  Maud  Hatherly,  I 
know  !     Isn't  she  pretty  f  " 

Pretty  I  She  was  charming ;  though  I 
don't  think  I  could  say  exactly  where  the 
charm  lay,  and  in  fact  I  don'c  intend  to 
try.  It  is  absurd  to  dissect  beauty,  and  to 
enumerate  each  feature,  like  an  auctioneer 
deecribing  an  eligible  villa  residence. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  though  everybody 
has  his  own  private  standard,  there  are 
some  few  girls  whom  all — all  men,  at 
least — admit  to  be  beautiful,  and  that  Miss 
Hatherly  was  one  of  these  few.  I  kno<^ 
that  I  had  never  seen  any  one  who  struck 
me  more,  and  for  one  brief  moment  I 
thought  that  I  bad  at  last  found  the 
paragon  I  had  so  long  pursued.  Was  it 
possible  that,  after  I  had  searched  London 
for  the  ideal  woman  in  vain,  I  had 
actually  found  her,  by  accident,  as  it  were, 
in  quiet  little  Beardingham  ?  But  alas  I 
Mr'.  Swoggs's  very  next  words  dispelled 
this  fond — and  fifth — illusion. 

*'She  Is  staying  with  us  for  a  short 
holiday,"  she  said. 

A  holiday  I-  that  meant  that  she  woiked ; 
that  she  had  no  money  of  her  own,  or  only 
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very  little.  Evidently  she  was  not  the 
ideal  woman ;  for  I  ha?e  already  explained 
that,  to  my  mind,  any  rough  contact  with 
the  real  is  bound  to  rob  the  ideal  of  some 
of  its  best  features,  and  that  the  perfect 
woman  should  always  have  enough  to 
keep  herself  in  comfort — and  her  husband. 

"Her  holiday  I ''  I  said  to  Mrs.  Swoggs. 
"  Why,  at  her  age  her  whole  life  should  be 
one  long  holiday  1 " 

"Ah,  that's  all  very  well  when  you 
happen  to  be  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in 
your  mouth,"  replied  Mrs.  Swogg«»,  with  a 
broad  smile  which  showed  that,  if  she  had 
been  so  favoured  by  fortune,  she  had 
started  in  life  with  quite  a  respectable 
capital  in  silver ;  *'  but  some  of  us  are  born 
to  labour." 

*'  Labour,  ugh !  I  hate  the  mere  sound 
of  the  ugly  word  in  connection  with  any 
one  like  Miss  HatheHy,)'  I  added  hastily. 

"  Well,  she  isn't  of  your  opinion,  I  can 
tell  you.  She  is  very  independent,  and 
talks  very  nicely  about  the  Dignity  of 
Work." 

Now,  I  hate  girls  to  be  independent — 
save  by  inheiitance — and  the  Dignity  of 
Wotk  is  simply  bosh.  Where's  the 
dignity  of  doing  what  one's  compelled  to 
do  t  You  might  as  well  ta)k  of  the  dignity 
of  taking  medicine ;  indeed,  work  is  a  kind 
of  medicine— -to  be  taken  daily  before  you 
can  have  your  meals.  However,  I  only 
said : 

'*  Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  introduce 
mel" 

"  Certainly,  Mr.  Scroyle,"  she  answered 
promptly ;  "  indeed,  I  hope  you  will  see  a 
good  deal  of  her  and  of  us,  during  the  next 
three  weeks.  She  will  be  with  us  about 
that  time,  I  thick,  and  I'm  sure  we'll  all 
be  very  sorry  to  lose  her.  She  was  Nellie's 
great  friend  at  school,  but  this  is  only  her 
first  vioit  here^  I  hope  well  often  have 
her  in  future." 

In  a  minute  or  two  more,  the  ceremony 
had  been  performed  and  I  was  chatting 
briskly  with  Miss  Hatherly,  quite  at  my 
ease.  She  talked  well,  and  we  seemed  to 
have  many  things  in  common ;  even  our 
'*  steps  "  agreed.  I  had  one  waltz  with  her 
then  and  another  later  in  the  evening,  by 
which  time  our  intimacy  had  advanced  sd 
considerably  that  she  consented  to  "sit 
out "  a  third.  It  was  during  the  conversa- 
tion that  ensued  ^  that  I  ascertained — 
though,  alasl  nothing  forewarned  me  of 
the  terrible  significance  of  the  discovery — 
that,  in  addition  to  her  other  work,  whlch^ 
as  I  afterwards  heard,  was  the  fascinating 


occupation  of  "a  companion,"  she  had 
literary  aspirations  and  had  dabbled  in 
ink.  It  came  about  through  my  quoting 
some  of  my  poetry  to  her,  for  I  always 
make  a  point  of  quoting  my  best  lines  to 
my  acquaintances.  For  one  thing,  it  saves 
me  the  trouble  of  keeping  a  lot  of  other 
people's  stuff  in  my  head ;  for  another,  it 
is  the  only  way  I  can  see  of  giving  my 
work  to  the  world  under  the  present 
disgraceful  system  under  which  oar 
magazines  and  periodicals  are  conducted. 
There  is,  I  may  say,  an  organised  con- 
spiracy against  me,  though  I  gave  Miss 
Hatherly  to  understand  that  I  had  "pab- 
lished."  I  find  people  sceptical — at  first, 
at  all  events — about  that  conepiracy.  Then 
she  admitted  that  she,  too,  had  done  some 
literary  work,  though  exclueively  in  the 
prose  department. 

"I  have  sent  several  spies  into  the 
Promised  Land,"  she  remarked,  **  but  an- 
luckily,  the  majority  of  thefai  have  come 
back.  They  report  that  the  way  to  the 
kingdom  is  beset  by  a  very  fierce  tribe 
called  Editors.  Sach  captives  as  they 
make  are  doomed  to  an  ignominious  end, 
unless  they  pay  ransom — in  stamps — ^when 
they  are  'allowed  to  return  whence  they 
came.  Such,  however,  as  are  clever  enoagh 
to  ingratiate  themselves  with  the  savages 
are  allovrod  to  pass;  and  one  or  two  of 
mine,  having  been  lucky  enough  to  do  so, 
have  sent  back  messages  which  show 
there  is  milk  and  honey  in  the  country — 
when  you  get  there." 

''They  are  terrible  people,  though,  the 
Editors  1 "  I  said  with  feeling. 

'*  Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  suppose  they  act 
as  a  kind  of  Immigration  Board.  They 
let  the  healthy  pass  into  the  country ;  it  is 
only  the  weak  and  sickly  they  keep  out.'' 

''  But  they  sometimes  make  mistakes," 
I  retorted  bitterly,  as  I  thought  of  a  well- 
stocked  box  in  my  London  rooms;  **I 
think  they  make  a  great  many  mistake?/' 
Why,  in  xhy  case  alone,  they  have  made 
exactly  sixty-two ! 

And  then  we  began  to  talk  about  some- 
thing a  great  deal  more  interesting  than 
editors.  In  short,  we  got  on  capitally 
together,  and  I  could  see  that  I*  had  im- 
pressed her  favourably.  As  for  me,  I*  felt, 
as  I  went  home  in  the  early  morning,  that 
if  Miss  Hatherly  had  only  had  money  I 
would  never  have  thought  of  looking  else- 
where for  a  wife.  As  it  was,  though 
nothing  could  ever  come  of  it,  I  could  not 
think  of  giving  up  her  society  in  such  a 
dull  little  place  as  Beardingham.     On  the 
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contrary,  I  determined  to  see  as  much  of 
her  as  possible  daring  her  stay ;  and, 
though  I  did  reflect  with  some  compunc- 
tion that  it  might  endanger  her  peace  of 
mind  to  meet  me  too  often,  I  could  not 
deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  seeing  more 
of  hen  It  would  be  sbfGlcIent,  I  thought, 
to  drop  a  few  hints,  which  would  show 
that^  though  I  admired  her  greatly,  cir- 
cumstances forbade  me  to  marry  anybody 
without  money.  It  might  be  natural  for 
her  to  think  of  love;  but,  if  she  dearly 
understood  that  notUng  serious  was  pos- 
sible, she  would  not  be  likely  to  allow  her 
feelings  to  get  beyond  her  conivo].  Such 
were  my  reflections,  and  I  take  some 
credit  to  myself  for  thinking  of  such  a 
thing  at  all.  There  are  some  men  who 
would  think  nothing  of  playing  with  a 
girl's  heatt  and  wantonly  wrecking  her 
happiness;  but,  thank  Heaven  1  I  am  not 
such  a  .  scoundrel.  To  my  mind  such 
conduct  is  worse  than  disgraceful,  it  is 
criminal;  but  I  am  sure  that  every  one 
will  agree  with  me  that  I  acted  rightly  in 
adopting  the  course  I  chose.  It  was  only 
fair  to  Miss  fiatherly  to  let  her  know  that 
I  could  not  bflord  to  marry  her.  Bread 
and  cheese  is  too  coarse  a  diet  to  be  as- 
sociated with  such  ethereal  fare  as  kisses ; 
they  should  be  coupled  with  chicken  and 
champsgne,  at  the  very  least.  Now,  I  am 
quite  willing  to  provide  any  amount  of 
kisses;  but,  unfortunately,  I  am  compelled 
to  look  to  my  wife  for  the  chidLcn  and 
champagne.  lb  was  my  obvious  duty  to 
let  Miss  Hatherly  know  that. 

Let  me  condense  into  a  few  lines  the 
events  of  the  next  three  weeks.  Of 
course  I  met  Miss  Hathexly  constantly, 
and,  equally  of  course,  I  found  it  impos- 
sible to  confine  our  intercourse  within  the 
lines  prudence  had  originally  laid  down. 
At  one  time,  ir. deed,  matters  took  a  really 
serious  turn.  I  assure  you  that  one  even- 
ing I  caught  myself  drivelling  about  "  the 
world  well  lost  for  love,"  <4o?e  in  a  cot- 
tage," and  similar  twaddle,  only  restoring 
myself  to  sanity  by  a  careful  study  of  all  my 
unpaid  bills.  And  if  I  was  so  affected, 
what  was  likely  to  be  the  condition  of  a 
warmhearted,  impulsive  girl)  Alas!  my 
mind  misgave  me.  For  some  time  past  I 
had  noticed  that  she  appeared  to  hang 
upon  my  words,  and  to  follow  me  with  her 
eyes  when  I  was  engaged  with  others. 
We  had  been  playing  with  fire  too  long ; 
it  .was  time  to  put  an  end  to  the  game 
before  we  burnt  our  fingers  too  badly.  Sin- 
cerely did  I  hope  it  might  not  be  too  late. 


I  would  go  away  at  once,  I  said  to  my- 
self resolutely.  I  would  feign  a  call  to 
London  on  important  business  and  quit 
Beardingham  for  a  week.  Ere  I  returned 
Miss  Hatherly's  holiday  would  have  come 
to  an  end,  and  she  would  have  depwted. 
In  all  probability  we  would  never  meet 
again.  It  was  a  sad  thought,  it  pained 
me  excessively,  yet  it  did  not  make  me 
hesitate.  The  very  next  morning  I  walked 
over  to  '' Branksmere"  to  announce  my 
departure  and  take  my  leave. 

I  found  her  near  the  tennis-lawn,  where 
the  Misses  Swoggs  were  playing  a  noisy 
game  with  two  gallants  from  the  town. 
Seated  on  the  bank  beside  her,  I  spoke 
those  last  words  which  are  always  hard  to 
say,  but  doubly  so  when  one's  real  meaning 
can  only  be  hinted  at.  Yet  I  managed  to 
talk  fluently  enough,  and  she  lUtened 
attentively,  though  silently,  while  below 
us  the  Misses  Swoggs  bounded  about  the 
lawn,  knocking  the  balls  about  and  bandy- 
ing idiotic  jokes,  but  luckily  not  paying 
the  least  attention  to  us.  I  need  not  repeat 
what  I  said ;  the  words  in  themselves  were 
poor  and  meaningless,  but  I  think  I  made, 
them  sound  full  of  sincerity  and  signi- 
ficance. Of  course  I  reviled  fate,  talked 
darkly  of  destiny,  and  hinted  that  in  all  I 
did  I  was  actuated  by  a  desire  for  her  real 
happLiess  and  impelled  by  a  high  sense  of 
duty.  Then  I  said  good-bye  in  a  few 
simple  wordir,  and  she  replied  in  a  voice 
trembling  with  emotion.  I  think  she  was 
going  to  speak  very  plainly  to  me — her 
manner  somehow  gave  me  that  impression 
— but  the  tennis  game  had  been  lost;  and 
won  by  this  time,  and  the  perspiring 
players  were  upon  us  before  she  had  time 
to  say  more  than  a  few  words.  I  had  no 
other  chance  of  speaking  privately  with 
her,  and  had  to  include  her  In  the  general 
farewell  when  I  took  my  leave  half  an  hour 
later.  I  left  her  looking  pale,  but  so  com- 
posed that  no  one  who  did  not  know  her 
secret  would  have  guessed  what  a  tumult 
doubtless  raged  below  that  calm  exterior. 

As  I  waUied  home  along  the  white,  dusty 
road ;  and  later  on,  as  I  sat  before  the 
empty  grate  in  my  sitting-room,  staring 
fixedly  at  the  hideous  pink  roses  with 
which  it  was  embellished;  I  pondered, 
sorrowfully  enough,  all  the  unhappy  love- 
stories  I  had  ever  heard  of,  from  '*  Lance- 
lot and  Elaine "  down  to  the  latest  thing 
in  three  volumes,  and  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  ours  was  the  unhappiest  of  the 
lot.  I  could  not  help  wondering  whether 
Maud  was  of  the  stuff  of  which  Elaines  were 
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made.  Certainly  she  seemed  to  be  one 
of  those  women  who  ]ove  deeply  or  not  at 
all,  and  I  feared  that  more  harm  might 
come  of  onr  Ill-starred  romance  than  I  had 
ever  anticipated.  Still,  she  was  too  sensible 
to  pine  away  like  the  lovesick  Maid  of 
Astolat,  and,  in  addition,  she  tad  her  work 
to  engross  her  attention.  She  wonld  ronse 
herself;  she  would  strive  to  forget  her 
sorrows  in  constant  occupation;  and  in 
time,  perhaps,  she  might  bo  able  to  look 
back  with  regret  but  no  longer  with  pain  to 
the  three  golden  weeks  we  spent  together 
at  Beardingham.  Of  myself  I  will  say  no- 
thing, though  I  would  not  have  you  think 
I  suffered  nothing.  I  do  not  with  to  make 
myself  out  a  hero,  and  therefore  I  will  not 
tell  how  much  it  cost  me  to  cut  myself 
adrift.  That  it  cost  me  much  I  will  freely 
admit,  though  at  the  time  I  was  hardly 
aware  how  much,  for — with  tbe^unselfish- 
ness  of  love — I  was  really  thiLking  more 
about  the  pain  the  poor  girl  was  suffering 
than  of  the  wound  I  had  myself  received. 
Why,  oh  why,  was  she  not  a  heiress  f 

It  was  in  the  middle  of  last  summer  that 
I  lost  another  illusion — my  tenth — and 
decided  to  work  off  my  disappointment  in 
travel.  I  chose  Switzerland  for  my  trip, 
and  one  evening  in  early  autumn  found  me 
comfortably  seated  in  the  verandah  of  an 
Interlaken  hotel,  smoking  and  building 
castles  in  the  air — a  favourite  after-dinner 
amusement  of  mine.  It  was  a  beautiful 
evening,  so  cool  and  pleasant  that  cigar 
after  cfgar  was  smoked  otit,  and  still  I  sat 
on  j  when  suddenly  I  started  up  in  my  chair 
and  pricked  up  my  ears,  for  I  had  heard  a 
well-remembered  voice  which  could  still, 
apparently,  make  my  pulses  bound.  I 
looked  round  hastily  to  see  whence  it  came, 
and  then  I  perceived  that  a  French  window 
a  little  to  my  left  had  been  swung  back, 
and  that  some  ladies,  from  whom  it 
screened  me,  for  it  opened  outwards,  were 
looking  out  on  the  night.  Was  it  possible  1 
Surely  I  could  not  be  mistaken  in  the 
voice  1  1^0 ;  it  was  Maud  Hatherly's,  and 
therefore  Maud  Hatherly  was  here — here 
at  Interlaken,  only  divided  from  me  by  a 
pane  of  glass  and  a  fiimBy  curtain.  Gome ! 
she  had  not  died  of  her  love  after  all,  then ! 
Upon  my  word,  I  was  really  glad  that  she 
had  not  carried  her  constancy  so  far. 

Still,  I  must  confess  that  it  gave  me  a 
distinct  shock  when  I  heard  her  voice  agafn, 
making  some  light  remark  which  ended  in 
a  ringing  laugh.  To  die  would,  perhaps, 
have  been  going  too  far  in  one  direction. 


but  I  began  to  fear  that  she  had  erred  in 
the  other.  Of  course  I  had  always  hoped 
that  she  would  get  over  her  disappointment 
some  day ;  wounds  that  are  not  mortal  are 
bound  to  close  in  time.  But  I  really  did 
thibk  that  she  might  have  remembered  me 
a  little  longer.     It  is  trUe  that 

Each  day  brings  its  petty  dust 
Our  soon-choked  souls  to  fill ; 

And  we  forget  because  we  must, 
And  not  because  we  will. 

But  her  soul  appeared  to  have  got  choked 
very  quickly.  It  all  happened  little  more 
than  two  years  ago.  Birely  two  years 
ago  1    And  she  could  laugh  I 

'*  Really,  Maud,"  prattled  a  voice,  which 
somehow  seemed  to  me  to  belong  to  the  type 
of  woman  always  called  **  motherly,"  "it  is 
quite  a  surprise  to  come  across  yoa  here ! 
And  travelling  with  friendsfor  pleaBQre,too! 
See  what  it  is  to  be  a  succeesfnl  aathor. 
And  that  reminds  me  to  congratulate  yoa 
on  your  book.  I  assure  you  we  all  read 
*  Gartshoyne  '—isn't  that  the  name  ?— with 
the  greatest -interest." 

"  Gartshoyne  1 "  That  was  the  name  of 
a  novel  by  an  anonymous  author  that  I 
had  read  in  the  Tauchnitz  edition  only 
the  week  before.  It  had  met  with  a  good 
deal  of  success  in  the  preceding  season, 
and  had  received  very  favourable  treat- 
ment from  the  critics.  Moreover,  the  book 
had  pleased  me.  Though  I  felt  that  if  I 
cared  to  exert  my  powers  to  their  foil 
extent  I  could  do  better  myself  there  were 
some  parts  of  it  which  I  foond  really 
amusing.  And  Maud  Hatherly  was  tbe 
author  !    It;  quite  took  my  breath  away. 

**  I  don't  know  hDw  you  thiok  of  all 
these  things,  I'm  sure  I "  the  voice  went  on 
cheerfully;  ''audit's  really  very  clever.  A 
letter's  as  much  as  I  can  manage,  I  assare 
you.  But  Mr.  Dobson  really  enjoyed  yoor 
book  immensely.  He  says  that  that  B^p^'^ 
Chilblain " 

"  Childane,  ma,"  snapped  a  short,  sharp 
little  voice. 

*'  I  said  Childane,"  retorted  the  other 
voice — perhaps  not  quite  so  "motherly 
on  this  occasion — with  a  fihameless  disre- 
gard of  truth.  "  Mr.  Dobson  says,  oj 
dear  Maud,  that  that  Rapert  Chiibl- 
Childane  is  a  most  amusing  character. 
Vm  sure  I  don't  know  when  he  laughed  so 
mncb." 

Miss  Hatherly  murmured  some  words 
which  I  could  not  catch. 

''  Oh,  but  he  was  perfectly  outrsgeons,  1 
assure  you.  You  should  have  heard  hiifl 
laughing.    Now  where  did  you  gst  yow 
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idea  of  such  a  man  as  that )    AH  out  of 
your  owQ  head  1 '' 

The  worthy  lady  was  evidontly  one  of 
those  individaals  who,  in  girlhoodi  open 
their  dolls  to  see  What  is  inside  of  them, 
and  subsequently  walk  through  life  asking 
information  at  every  step,  and  about 
everything  they  chance  to  see. 

"Well,  not  entirely,"  Miss  Hatherly 
replied.  **  Indeed,  I  may  say  I  drew  him 
from  the  life." 

"  Now,  that's  very  interesting  ! "  babbled 
the  voice.  "  From  the  life,  you  say  9  But 
dear  me,  where  could  you  meet  a  man  like 
that,  if  I  may  aek  t  " 

**  Ob,  at  a  place  called  Beardiogham.  I 
don'6  suppose  youVe  ever  been  there, 
though." 

At  Beardiogham  1  I  knew  most  of 
the  people  there,  and  I  wondered  whom 
she  had  selected  for  her  model.  Rapert 
Ohildane,  I  may  explain,  is  a  ridiculous 
fool,  a  selfifih,  horribly  conceited,  idiotic 
little  man,  who  is  always  fancying  that 
every  girl  he  meets  is  in  love  with  him. 
He  is  a  ludicrous  little  knave,  though  not 
entirely  untrue  to  life,  for  I  believe  there 
are  such  people  in  the  worlds  though  I 
have  never  met  any.  Certainly  I  could 
not  remember  any  one  at  Beardingham 
who  resembled  the  picture.  Yet  stop ! 
By  Jove,  I  have  it !  Of  course,  there  were 
those  two  sons  of  old  Ellis  Dee,  the  banker. 
They  were  always  up  at  <<  Brank&mere " 
playing  tennis,  and  in  some  respects  might 
have  served  Mies  Hatberly  a9  models. 
She  might  have  taken  hints  from  one,  or 
both,  of  them. 

'*  At  Beardingham  ! "  said  the  voice  at 
this  juncture.  '*  Well,  no,  I  cannot  say 
that  IVe  ever  been  there.  But,"  with 
an  accent  of  triumph,  ^Tve  been  at 
Norwich " 

"  Goodness,  ma,"  broke  in  the  sharp 
little  voice,  '*  what  has  Norwich  got  to  do 
with  itt  I  want  to  hear  about  Bupert 
He  didn't  seem  like  a  country  type  of  man 
to  me,  Maud." 

"He  wasn't  a  country  type,"  replied 
Miss  Hatherly,  somewhat  wearily,  I  fancied. 
"  I  think  he  came  from  London." 

'*  From  London  1 "  echoed  the  voice. 
"  Dear  me,  that's  very  odd.  Lottie,  I 
wonder  if  your  father  knows  him  1 '' 

'  I  don't  expect  he  does,"  said  Miss 
Hatherly;  ''he  was  quite  a  young  man. 
I  think  it  was  my  good  genius  sent  him 
down  to  Beardingham.  I  was  staying 
with  a  school  friend  there,  and  the  gentle- 
man in  question  came  frequently  to  the 


house.  He  arrived  very  opportunely,  too, 
for  I'd  just  started  my  book,  and  I  didn't 
know  where  to  find  the  sort  of  man  I 
wanted  Ghildane  to  be.  But  the  very 
moment  I  met  my  model  for  the  first  time 
I  thought^ '  that's  the  very  man.'  And  so. 
he  was,  only  ever  so  much  better  than  I 
expected.  He  used  to  talk  to  me  j  ist  as 
I've  tried  to  make  him  do  in  the  book, 
until  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep  from 
laughing  outright.  Oh^  dear,  if  you'd  only 
heard  hfm.  And  I'm  afraid  I  used  to 
encourage  him  I  He  was  such  a  splendid 
character  study,  and  so  exactly  like  the 
thing  I  wanted  that  I  could  not  refrain 
from  drawing  him  out,  just  to  see  how  far 
he  would  go.  I  think  in  the  end  he  went 
too  far ;  at  least^  I  got  quite  angry  with 
him,  I  remember,  the  last  time  I  saw  him, 
but  luckily  the  othtrs,  who  had  been 
plajicg  tennip,  came  up  before  I  had  time 
to  say  anything." 

Could  I  believe  my  ears)  A  London 
man,  not  a  Beardingham  one  ! — tennis  ! — 

the  last  time  she  saw Why,  good 

Heavens  !  the  girl  was  actually  talking  of 
— me ! 

'  I  wonder  if  we  ever  have  met  him," 
said  the  voice,  not  nearly  satisfied  yet. 
''  What  was  his  namel " 

*'nis  name? — ob,  Legion,"  responded 
Miss  Hatherly,  and  I  drew  a  long  breath. 

''  Ob,  I  know ;  but  what's  his  other  one?" 

"  Well,  it  wouldn't  be  quite  fair  to  say, 
would  it  ?  But  in  any  case,  I  have  forgotten 
it." 

« Forgotten  it,  Maud,"  grumbled  the 
voice;  ''and  yet  you  remember  so  well 
all  he  said  and  did  1 " 

"Ob,  one  remembers  the  antics  of  the 
monkeys  at  thci  Zoo,  but  one  doesn't 
bother  one's  head  about  the  correct  classifi- 
cation of  the  various  species." 

This  was  too  much !  I  would  rush  in, 
confront  her,  and  overwhelm  her  with 
my  scorn!  That  she  should  wantonly 
have  played  with  my  tenderest  feelings 
for  weeks  was  little,  but  that  she  should 
have  set  herself  deliberately  to  caricature 
me,  to  misrepresent  my  words  and  actions, 
and  gibbet  me  before  the  world — that 
was  insupportable !  To  think  that  even 
in  her  own  mind  she  had  dared  to 
associate  me  with  a  contemptible  little 
sneak  like  Childane.  And  then  to  pre- 
tend to  forget  my  very  name,  and  excuse 
herself  by  comparing  me  to  the  monkeys 
at  the  Zoo.  Ob,  indeed,  indeed  it  was 
too  much ! 

I  had  moved  forward  a  step  or  two 
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to  meet  her  face  to  face,  when  eome  nobler 
iiutinot  bade  me  paase.  After  all,  8hock- 
ingly  as  ehe  had  treated  me,  I  had  once 
loved  this  girl — unworthy  of  it  as  she 
had  proved,  I  had  once  loved  her.  Some- 
thing wae  surely  due  to  the  memory  of 
that  past  love.  I  could  not  lower  myself 
in  my  own  estimation  by  wrangling  fiercely 
with  one  I  had  once  adored,  and  I  must 
own  "that  I  was  still  loth  to  cause  her 
pain.  I  must  have  loved  her  more  than 
I  thought,  for  the  old  feeling  was  not 
dead  yet.  What  a  dreadful  blow  to  her 
ife  would  be  to  know  that  I  had  discovered 
her  treachery  1  How  terribly  It  would  pain 
her  to  meet  me  after  the  wrong  she  had 
done  me  1  Even  if  I  uttered  no  reproach,  her 
conscience  would  cry  out  against  her  every 
time  her  eye  met  mine.  Could  I  inflict 
such  a  punishment  on  her  ?  No !  I  would 
forego  my  revenge.  Nay,  I  would  even 
hasten  away  from  Interlaken  by  the  first 
^  train  in  the  morning,  spending  the  time 
till  then  shut,  up  in  my  room  in  order 
to  avoid  all  possibility  of  an  accidental 
meeting.  Such  is  the  power  of  true  love  1 
My  feelings  are  too  much  for  me,  and 
I  can  write  no  more.  Suffice  it  to  say 
that  I  succeeded  in.  leaving  Interlaken 
without  looking  on  the  face  of  my  false 
love.  And  I  am  compelled  to  add  the 
fervent  wish — alas,  that  it  should  be  my 
fate  to  utter  such  a  wish  and  utter  it 
sincerely  1 — that  we  may  never  meet  again. 


NORWEGIAN  FOLK-LORE. 


Strange  and  unexpected  are  the 
sources  of  folk-lore.  The  ardent  collector 
spreads  his  net  in  all  waters,  and  often 
lands  but  little  where  most  was  hoped  for. 
The  lonely  village,  the  isolated  cottage, 
the  cluster  of  huts  that  deface  the  ruins 
of  some  old  abbey,  would  appear  likely 
spots  to  gather  up  the  lingering. legends  of 
bygone  days ;  but  uuioaaginatfve  common- 
placeis  apt  to  disappoint  the  curious  seeker 
after  superstition  by  the  dull  response : 
"  Ob,  we  take  no  notice  of  such  nonsense; 
we  have  no  time  for  old  wives'  fables  here." 
And  the  higher  education  is  rapidly  making 
even  country  children  ashamed  of  the  folk- 
lore of  their  forefathers. 

"In  my  young  days,"  said  an  old 
woman  of  ninety,  whose  home  was  in  the 
romantic  -  looking  village  of  Beaulieu, 
"every  cross-road  had  its  ghost,  and  so 
had  every  dark  corner  in  the  Abbey  ruins; 
but  the  young  folk  have  too  much  book- 


Idarning  to  believe  in  them  now."  Still« 
ere  they  are  quite  forgotten,  a  few  talea 
can  yet  be  taken  down  from  aged  lips 
here  and  there,  and  how  far  preferable 
they  are  to  the  eut-and-dry  catalogues 
preserved  in  print,  only  those  who  have 
heard  them  in  the  vernacular  can  say. 

The  present  collector  has  been  succesaf  ol 
in  amassing  an  extensive  and  pecaliar 
assortment  of  legends  from  peasants  in  all 
parts  of  the  kingdom,  but  never  found 
any  one  person  in  possession  of  so  many 
startling  and  quaint  survivals  of  mediae  val 
superstitions  as  was  a  certain  neat  and 
finished  young  housemaid,  whose  home 
was  in  Kutlandshire,  and  whose  situation 
was  in  an  uninspiring  Bayswater  fiat 

The  last  **find"  of  any  novelty  was 
made  in  the  unpromising  regions  of  the 
coal  -  cellar.  A  good  -  tempered  and 
variously  talented  young  Norwegian,  who 
had  given  up  the  sea  for  a  small  ooal 
business,  and  mastered  enough  of  English 
to  express  himself  clearly,  if  somewhat 
scripturally,  was  the  teller  of  the  tales 
here  recorded,  tales  which  are  eloquent  of 
the  keen  Northern  air,  the  dark  and 
lonely  Northern  winter,  and  the  somewhat 
austere  and  puritanic  spirit  of  the 
Northmen. 

The  woods,  he  says,  are  haunted  by 
strange  and  terrifying  shapes  even  by  day. 
A  horse  with  a  fiaming  head  rushed  last 
year  across  the  path  of  a  young  man  who 
was  carrying  brandy  against  his  will  to  a 
relation.  The  creaturd  pawed  the  ground, 
and  rolled  its  blazing  eyes  on  the  wretched 
man,  tiil,  dropping  the  brandy  and 
falling  on  his  knees,  he  vowed  never  again 
to  carry  ''the  evil  thing,"  when  the 
monster  left  him,  more  dead  than  alive,  to 
crawl  to  his  lonely  home  and  tell  what  he 
had  seen.  "  Ah,  thou  hast  seen  it,  then  t " 
said  the  old  grandmother.  "Many  a  one 
has  never  spoken  more  in  this  world  who 
met  the  horse  of  the  fiery  head." 

This  horse  is  not  unknown  in  other 
lands.  On  the  bleak  Ulster  bogs  he  rides 
at  dawn ;  in  some  of  the  grey  fields  by  tiie 
sea  he  may  be  seen  rolling  in  agony ;  and 
there  are  places  where,  unseen  by  men, 
he  is  plainly  visible  to  the  eyes  of  the 
frightened  horses,  whom  no  amount  of 
punishment  will  induce  to  pass  the  dreaded 
spot.  *'  A  condemned  soul,"  is  the  simple 
explanation  of  the  Ulster  speywife;  how 
the  Norwegians  account  for  the  same  ap- 
parition is  not  known. 

The  black  dog  of  vast  size  and  ferocious 
aspect  who  figures  so  often  in  Irish  folk- 
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lore  as  a  death-warniog,  is  often  to  be  seen 
in  the  Norwegian  pine-woods.  In  Ireland, 
like  the  Banshee,  he  is  attached  to  families, 
and  appears  at  intervals ;  in  Norway  he  is 
merely  a  common  object  of  the  country 
who  frightens  children  into  fits,  and  leaves 
yonng  girls  fainting  with  fear,  while  men 
who  try  to  follow  him  find  that  he 
vanishes  close  to  some  dangerous  spot, 
which  they  barely  escape.  Stoat-hearted 
indeed  most  the  Norwegian  wayfarer  be, 
even  in  the  open,  for  here  again  the  fiery 
horse  will  gallop  ahead  of  him  in  lonely 
roadsi  and  the  spirits  of  the  streams 
try  to  trick  him  into  the  water  by  the 
way. 

And  terrors  attend  even  the  harmless 
duties  of  the  farmer.  Carses  may  be  laid 
on  his  cattle,  and  they  pine  and  dwindle; 
carses  on  his  house,  and  it  knows  no  luck ; 
or  curses  on  himself,  and  diseases  and  acci- 
dents are  his  portion.  It  is  hard  to  picture 
what  the  fate  of  the  poor  carae-ridden 
peasant  proprietor  would  bp,  were  it  not 
that  there  are  in  every  locality  *'  wise 
women/'  who — like  the  white  witclies  of 
Norfolk  —  are  skilled  in  the  mysterious 
arts  by  which  the  spells  of  unfriendly 
spirits  can  be  rendered  harmless.  To 
these  powerful  neighbours  the  victims  of 
misfortune  betake  themselves,  and  learn  of 
tbem  how  to  foil  their  ill-wisher's  schemes 
A  man  who  has  been  robbed  has  but  to 
consult  one  of  these  wise  women,  and  the 
thief  will  infallibly  be  discovered.  She 
has  but  to  draw  from  her  well  a  glass  of 
pure  clear  water,  and,  on  lookiog  fixedly 
into  it,  the  man  who  has  been  lobbed  will 
p^amly  see  the  face  and  form  of  the  robber 
so  distinctly  that  no  doubt  can  remain  as 
to  the  guilty  person. 

Men  as  well  as  women  have  this  inherited 
power  of  detecting  evil-doers.  A  man  in 
a  lonely  country  place  had  but  one  neigh- 
bour, who  regarded  him  as  malevolently  as 
Hudden  and  Dadden,  in  the  Celtic  fairy 
tale,  regarded  poor  Tim  O^Leary.  And, 
as  in  th%t  tale,  it  was  on  the  cows  that 
his  envy  and  malice  were  wreaked. 

The  milk  of  twelve  fine  cows  suddenly 
dried  up,  and  the  poor  man  whose  sole 
wealth  they  were  could  not  obtain  a  siogle 
drop.  To  crown  *  his  misfortunes  the 
favourite  cow,  which  was  the  most  valuable 
of  all,  fell  dangerously  il),  and,  in  despair, 
the  owner  betook  himself  to  the  distant 
parish  where  "  a  very  wise  man  "  li^ed,  and 
told  his  tale. 

"They  have  been  laid  \inder  a  curse  by 
some  ill-minded  person,"  was  the  prompt 


reply.  '*  Bring  me  a  gun  and  let  us  set 
off  for  your  farm." 

Arrived  there  the  wise  man  went  to 
where  the  favourite  cow  lay  in  agony,  had 
her  propped  up,  and  aimed  steadily  over 
her  head  and  fired  between  her  horns. 
« There,"  said  he  when  the  smoke  had 
cleared  away,  <'  the  enemy  is  shot,  and  the 
curse  is  off."  And  that  evening  each  one 
of  those  bewitched  cows  gave  her  usual 
quantity  of  milk,  and — strange  coincidence 
— news  was  brought  to  the  farmer  that  his 
neighbour* ''  of  the  begrudging  heart "  was 
sorely  wounded  and  lamed  for  life. 

These  wise  folks  are  great  also  at  the  cure 
of  diseases,  and  even  attempt  the  difficult 
task  of  restoring  reason  to  the  insane.    ^ 

"My  cousin,"  saya  my  Norwegian 
friend,  "was  raving  mad  for  seven  long 
years,  and  his  father  and  mother  would 
have  given  their  lives  to  get  him  cured. 
After  trying  spells  and  charms  of  ^very 
sort  they  heard  of  a  wi^e  man  in  a  far 
village  who  had  great  skill  in  that  way, 
and  they  begged  of  him  to  come  and  cure 
their  son,  for  he  was  their  only  one  and 
they  were  bound  up  in  him>  At  last  the 
wise  man  came  and  looked  at  the  lad. 

"  '  There  is  hope,'  said  he,  and  he  took 
the  father  with  him  into  the  field,  strictly 
charging  the  mother  not  to  open  the  door 
while  they  were  away,  come  who  might 
In  the  field  the  wise  man  made  a  great 
fire,  and  taking  a  steel  knife  waved  the 
blade  rapidly  about  in  the  air,  making 
certain  signs  with  it ;  but  the  fire,  which 
was  low  at  first,  suddenly  sprang  up  and 
flamed  in  his  face  as  he  bent  over  it. 

" '  Now  that  is  your  wife's  fault,'  said 
the  wise  man  indignantly.  *Her  son 
must  go  uncured,  and  all  because  she  has 
opened  the  door  for  some  one.  Let  us  go 
back.'  So  they  returned  from  the  field, 
and  asked  the  mother  why  she  had  dis- 
obeyed the  strict  orders  that  were  given. 

"  'I  could  not  help  it,  indeed,''  she  said; 
<  a  very  poor  woman  came  a-begging.' 

"  'Very  well,'  said  the  wise  man,  '  as  it 
was  for  charity's  sake  you  broke  the  spell, 
we  will  try  again.'  They  went  to  the 
field,  made  the  fire  up  again,  and  finished 
all  the  signs  with  the  steel  knife.  They 
had  left  the  son  a  raving  lunatic,  and  on 
their  return  they  foutid  him  by  the  fireside 
sitting  quietly  eating  his  food,  sane  and 
well,  and  no  return  of  his  lunacy  has  since 
disturbed  that  home." 

The  ill  results  that  follow  the  opening 
of  a  shut  door  are  a  familiar  feature  of  the 
folk-lore  of  many  lands. 
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Fire  appears  again  as  a  cure  in  another 
CABP,  where  a  child,  afflicted  with  some 
skin  complaint,  was  cured  by  the  mother 
taking  a  shovelful  of  live  coals  from  the 
fire,  and  walking  three  times  ronnd  the 
boy  as  the  snn  was  setting,  then  opening 
the  door  of  the  honse  and  fl'nging  the 
embers  as  far  to  the  westward  as  possible. 

This  happened  to  my  informant  in 
infancy,  and  from  his  acconnt  one  might 
gather  that  the  services  of  a  doctor  were 
but  little  needed  in  the  lonely  farm  by 
the  fiord  where  his  home  was.  His 
father,  walking  home  late  from  work  on 
an  upland  field,  trod  in  the  dark  on  some 
evU  and  unknown  thing,  soft  as  a  pillow, 
but  of  most  deadly  power,  for  his  foot 
swelled  to  an  enormous  size,  and  the  fever 
ran  all  over  his  body.  The  local  wise 
man,  however,  was  equal  to  the  emergency. 
"Get  three  stones,"  said  he.  **Ooe  that 
has  been  long  lying  under  some  flowing 
brook,  one  that  has  lain  long  in  darkness 
under  ground,  and  one  that  h^  been 
undisturbed  for  a  length  of  days  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth.  Boil  them  all  for 
seven  hours,  and  then  bring  them  to  me." 
The  three  stones  were  sought  and  found, 
and  when  well  boiled  were  taken  to  the 
sage,  when  he  held  them  to  his  ear. 
"  That  one,''  said  he,  laying  down  the  first, 
"is  the  stone  the  brook  ran  over;  that 
one  is  the  stone  that  lay  loDg  under  the 
ground ;  but  this  one  is  the  stone  that  lay 
in  the  light  and  air.  Listen  well,  and 
you  will  hear  the  sounds  inside  it"  But 
the  ear  of  the  anxious  wife  was  dull  of 
hearing  though  her  faith  was  great,  and  to 
her  the  healing  stone  was  mute.  *'It 
does  not  matter,"  said  the  wise  man. 
"It  is  given  to  but  few  to  see  the  unseen, 
and  to  hear  the  inner  voice  of  things ;  but 
take  the  stone,  boil  it  again  for  one  quarter 
of  an  hour,  let  your  husband  drink  of  the 
water  it  was  boiled  in,  and  the  core  will 
be  perfect." 

And  so  it  was. 

The  simple  faith  of  the  Norwegian 
peasants  is  that  the  seeing  or  not  seeing 
of  beings  of  the  other  world  is  a  mere 
question  of  strong  or  weak  nerves.  Ooly, 
reversing  the  generally  accepted  belief, 
it  is  the  Northman  of  strong  nerves  who 
has  power  to  see  the  unseen.  And  he 
who  sees  it  fears  it  not.  "  If  you  have 
the  gift,"  says  my  informant,  "you  may 
see  dozdns  and  scores  of  forms  pass  your 
door,  but  you  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel 
alarm." 

"  There's  a  ghost  on  every  ship,''  says 


the  same  authority.  "My  own  UDcle^ 
who  saw  the  unseen  plain  from  his  child- 
hood, was  married  to  a  woman  who  coald 
not  believe  in  spirits.  He  had  a  fishing- 
smack  of  his  own,  and  saw  strange  things 
of  nights.  One  night  he  asked  her  to  go 
out  with  him,  and  she  went.  'If  I 
see  anything  I  will  call  for  yon,' 
he  said,  and  she  agreed  to  it.  Iq 
the  dark  middle  of  the  night  he  conld 
see  three  men  come  walking  on  the  waters 
towards  the  little  vessel.  He  went  and 
called  his  wife,  saying : 

"  •  Look  out  now;  do  you'see  nothing T 

"  •  No,'  said  the  wife.  *  I  see  nothing 
but  the  water  and  the  darkness.' 

<'  *  Well,'  said  he,  <  there  are  three  men 
there,  plain  to  be  seen,  and  now  I'll  go 
and  get  up  the  nets,  for  a  storm  is  sarely 
coming.' 

"  Two  o'clock  was  the  wonted  hour  for 
getting  up  the  nets,  but  wait  he  would  not, 
in  spite  of  all  that  his  wife  could  say  to 
him. 

"  When  two  o'clock  came  the  nets  of  all 
the  other  fishermen  were  lost,  and  their  boats 
neatly  wrecked  in  a  sadden  great  storm 
that  rose,  but  my  uncle  was  well  out  of  iti 
and  anchored  in  safety,  bacause  he  could 
read  the  signs  they  were  all  blind  to." 

And  love  can  give  the  power  of  second 
sight.  A  mother  can  follow  her  distant 
children's  doings,  see  their  dangers,  and 
hear  their  ciies  for  help.  Mioy  a  time 
has  my  Norwegian  friend  returned  from 
sea,  all  unexpected,  to  his  mother's  lonely 
farm,  and  found  his  bed  ready,  his  snppar 
warm  and  waiting,  and  has  felt  no  wonder, 
for  "every  one  surely  knows  that  a  mother  s 
heart  can  travel  with  her  son." 

In  Norway  the  "personal  devil"  ramps 
and  roars  through  the  folklore  of  the 
peasantry  in  a  way  that  is  nowadays  un- 
known in  other  lands.  He  is  busy  m 
divers  forms ;  he  is  a  very  present  poMl* 
b'lity,  a  commonplace  of  the  haunted  wood 
to  Jthe  tempted  heart.  The  fear  of  hi0 
and  the  dread  of  him  give  a  grim  earnest- 
ness to  the  wrestlings  with  sin  and  the 
fieebgs  from  temptation  which  play  ^o 
important  a  part  in  the  daily  life  and  con- 
versation  of  the  serious  son  of  the  KortD. 
In  the  form  of  a  great  dog  he  bars  the 
path  of  the  backslider  with  the  growl,  ^ 
have  you  at  last."  As  a  simple  country- 
man ho  tempts  the  listener  with  tales  o 
buried  and  forgotten  treasure  which  may 
be  had  for  the  taking,  and  at  tiojes  w 
allures  and  repels  like  the  terrible  demon 
of    the  Scotch  billad  "The  Ship  o  the 
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Fiend,"  or  takes  the  form  of  a  fascinating 
lost  soul  My  last  atory  shows  us  the 
enemy  of  man  in  an  aspect  that  gives 
one  a  sense  of-  shnddering  horror  like 
some  of  the  mediaeval  legends. 

'*  Not  many  miles  from  my  own  home," 
says  my  Norwegian  friend — and  strange 
the  tale  soands  from  the  lips  of  so  practical 
and  shrewd  a  person^—*'  there  stands  a  fine 
old  honse  in  a  wood  where  lived  a  lady 
and  gentleman  who  were  bad  and  worldly, 
bat  were  very  great  people  in  the  sight  of 
men.  To  their  door  one  day  came  the 
most  beautiful  carriage  they  had  ever 
seen,  and  in  it  sat  a  gentleman,  very 
handsome,  and  like  a  courtier  in  manner, 
most  splendidly  dressed,  who  begged  them 
to  step  into  hits  carriage  and  go  with  him 
to  a  magnificent  dance  which  was  to  be 
given  at  an  old  castle  some  miles  away. 
The  lady,  who  loved  dancing  with  all  her 
soiU,  only  stopped  to  bid  her  maid  bring 
all  her  jewels  with  her,  and  as  the  splendid 
gentleman  was  in  haste,  she  put  them  on 
in  the  carriage  as  they  drove  along,  her 
maid  fastening  them  on  her  neck  and  in 
her  beautiful  hair,  and  feeling  verj  proud 
of  the  figure  her  mistress  made  in  them, 
for  she  was  devoted  to  the  lady  and  saw 
no  sin  in  her  worldly  pleasures. 

*•  When  they  reached  the  castle  the  ball 
had  begun,  and  many  handsome  women 
we  e  there,  but  all  turned  to  look  at  the 
lady  from  far  away,  for  she  dazzled  their 
eyes.  All  wanted  to  dance  with  her,  for 
she  seemed  to  float  on  air,  but  none  of 
them  dared  to  do  so,  for  the  splendid 
gentleman  would  not  suffer  any  one  else  to 
come  near  her.  She  longed  to  begin,  and 
told  the  maid  to  stand  near  her,  behind  the 
hangings,  so  that  she  could  call  upon  her 
if  she  needed  her.  *  The  maid  never  took 
away  her  eyes  from  the  lady's  face,  for  her 
beauty  seemed  fated  that  night,  and  she 
looked  like  one  under  a  spel).  At  last 
the  strange  man  came  up  and  seemed  to 
compel  her  to  dance  with  him  instead  of 
asking  it  as  a  favour.  The  lady  looked 
alarmed,  and  turning  to  the  maid  she  hur- 
liedly  took  off  her  neck  her  chain  of  precious 
stones,  and  gave  it  to  her,  eajing :  *  Take 
care  of  it,  for  I  shall  never  want  it  more.' 

*  The  maid  was  glad  to  see  her  return 
from  that  dance,  but  she  did  not  speak  or 
move  till  >he  stranger  came  again  to  make 
her  go  with  him.  This  time  she  was  loth 
to  go,  but  his  burning  eyes  compelled  her 
to  do  his  will,  and  he  only  gave  her  time 
to  turn  to  the  maid  and  hand  her  the 
ivory  fan  she  carried  and  the  rose  from  her 


breast,  which  was  fading  fast,  as  if  it  was 
being  scorched  up.  '  Take  care  of  them, 
I  shall  never  want  them  more,'  she  said  as 
he  dragged  her  off,  but  the  maid  saw  that 
her  eyes  were  wild  with  fright. 

"  When  she  returned  from  that  dance  her 
strength  seemed  spent,  but  she  seemed  not 
to  dare  to  speak  to  the  maid,  who  asked 
her  to  try  and  escape  from  the  place.  As 
she  opened  her  mouth  to  try  and  answer 
her,  the  stranger  once  more  came  to  drag 
her  away.  She  resisted  hard,  and  even 
held  by  the  hangings  till  she  dragged  them 
from  the  wall.  As  he  carried  her  off  she 
managed  to  tear  the  pearl  comb  from  her 
hair,  and  all  her  pretty  hair  fell  on  her 
shoulders.  She  threw  it  towards  the  poor, 
faithful  maid,  who  could  not  even  catch 
her  hand,  and  she  said  in  a  dreadful  voice  : 
*  Take  care  of  it,  I  shall  never  want  it  more.' 

"As  she  began  to  spin  round  to  the 
music  the  girl  saw  that  her  fair  hair  seemed 
on  fire,  and  that  her  feet  began  to  smoulder, 
while  her  satin  shoes  fell  off,  shrivelled  by 
the  heat.  B  >und  and  sround  they  went, 
and  faster  and  faster,  till  the  devil  whirled 
the  lady  out  of  the  room,  and  the  maid,  i 
rushing  after  her,  saw  her  vanish  alive  into 
darkness,  she  all  burniog  in  blue  fire. 

*'  A  voice  in  the  darkness  warned  the 
maid  to  turn,  and  neither  to  linger  nor  look 
back ;  but  she  loved  her  mistress  too  much 
to  obey.  As  a  punishment  she  wandered 
lost  and  helpless  in  that  wood  for  nine 
days,  and  when  she  made  her  way  out  of 
it  to  my  mother's  house  she  could  speak,  it 
is  true,  but  no  one  knew  the  meaning  of 
the  sounds  she  made,  for  her  wits  were 
nearly  gone  through  the  fear  of  what  she 
had  seen.  And  my  mother  had  the  tale 
from  her  when  her  speech  came  back  again. 
And  all  my  mother's  tales  are  true." 


ZENOBIA:  A  Gouompuge  Girl. 

A  STORY  IN  NINE  CHAPTERS. 
CHAPTER  IX. 

ZENOBIA  never  had  any  very  clear  recollec- 
tion of  what  passed  during  the  rest  of 
that  afternoon,  till  she  found  herself  lylpg 
on  the  sofa  in  her  aunt's  drawing-room ; 
listening  dreamily  to  the  subdued  tones  of 
that  lady's  voice  as  she  talked  incessantly 
to  Herbert  Lovell,  who  sat  opposite  to 
her  in  the  glimmering  firelight,  looking 
somewhat  bored,  but  more  amused  by 
her  monotonous  conversation.  How  he 
had  got  there,  and  how  Mrs.  Brabourne 
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came  to  be  conversing  with  him  on 
apparently  friendly  terms,  the  girl  did 
not  very  well  know;  bat  there  he  was, 
and  that  fact  was  amply  sufficient  for  her. 

Zsnobia,  watching  him  with  weary  but 
observant  eyes,  was  surprised  to  see  a 
great  change  for  the  better  in  his  appear- 
ance. He  was  shabby  no  longer.  On  the 
contrary,  he  was  absolately  well-dressed; 
his  collar  was  dean,  and  beautifally  got  up, 
and  altogether  he  looked,  if  not  actually 
up  to  the  Slowton  standard  of  leBpectabillty, 
yet  very  much  more  In  conformity  with 
the  Brabourne  traditions  than  the  girl 
could  have  believed  p9SBible  -from  her 
former  impressions  of  him.  He  had  lost 
his  shifty  look,  too,  to  a  great  extent  in 
this  new  air  of  prosperity;  and  Zenobia 
observed  that  her  aunt,  far  from  regarding 
htm  with  severe  eyes  of  disapproval, 
seemed  a  little  in  awe  of  him.  The  girl 
could  not  understand  it,  but  then  she  had 
not  been  present  when  her  father  and  aunt 
first  met  after  the  former's  eighteen  years* 
absence,  nor  had  she  heard  his  account  of 
how  he  had  prospered  in  the  interval.  That 
explanation  would  have  at  once  enabled 
her  to  comprehend  her  aunt's  friendly 
attitude. 

''Yes^  Herbert,  we  have  taken  every 
care  of  your  daughter,  and  her  education 
has  been  all  that  you  could  wish.  She  has 
learnt  all  that  a  young  lady  could  reasonably 
be  expected  to  know.'' 

*'  And  has  been  brought  up  in  ignorance 
of  her  own  father's  name/'  he  said  drily. 

Mrs.  Brabourne  looked  slightly  discon- 
certed for  a  moment. 

"There  were  circumstances,  you  must 
allow,  painful  circumstances,  that  jastified 
us  in  bringing  Zdnobia  up  in  ignorance  of 
her  true  parentage.  My  husband's  brother, 
Martin  Brabourne,  died  in  London  just 
after  we  heard  the  rumours  of  your  sudden 
decease  on  the  American  continent,  and  it 
seemed  our  duty  not  to  let  slip  so  excellent 
an  opportunity  of  securing  a  good  and 
honourable  name  for  our  niece.  We  acted 
entirely  in  her  Interest." 

Mr.  Lovell  laughed;  but  though  his 
laugh  was  loud,  it  was  scarcely  natural. 

*  Upon  my  soul,  Martha,  you  flatter 
me,"  ho  said.  <*  Had  I  realised  how  the 
mere  shadow  of  my  name  would  blight 
that  unhappy  child's  prospects  of  future 
respectability,  I'd  have  kept  out  of  her 
way  now.     Honour  bright,  I  would." 

"You mistake, Herbert,"  withdignity.  "I 
was  speaking  of  the  past,  of  that  miserable 
time  when  you  left  England  under "     | 


"  A  cloud  ? "  he  suggested.    "  Exactly." 

'*  Peculiarly  distressing  clreamstancefl," 
she  corrected  him.  "Bat  your  return 
to-day  atones  for  that  somewhat  honied 
departure  a  hundredfold.  In  welcoming 
the  American  merchant  prince  we  would 
wish  to  forget  the — the " 

<' Absconding  Eogliah  swindler  1  That 
was  what  you  called  me  at  the  time,  I 
remember,  though,  after  all,  I  was  scarcely 
so  bad  as  that.  But  I  find,  Martha,  yon 
are  far  more  liberal-minded  in  Slowton 
than  you  used  to  be.  What  do  you  know 
of  this  young  tutor,  for  instance,  to  whom 
you  have  entrusted  the  finishing  touches  of 
my  daughter's  education  ? " 

'*Mr.  Devondale)  Oh,  he  is  a  most 
gentlemanlike  young  man  I  He  is  of  good 
family,  too,  for "  —  and  the  old  lady 
lowered  her  voice  mjsteriously— "I  have 
reason  to  believe  he  is  one  of  the  Devon- 
dales  of  Dartmouth ! " 

"  Oh,  he  is,  Is  he )  And  what  of  thatl" 

''Of  course,  It  is  a  recommendation  to 
belong  to  a  well-established  familyt  and 
Mr.  Priestley  tells  me  that  this  young 
man ''  . 

"Is  an  opera-singer,  a  gambler,  and  a 
scoundrell  If  he  tells  you  this,  he  tells 
you  the  truth." 

"You    don't    say    so! 
you- 


Zenobia,   do 


)i 


"Hush!"  emphatically.  "Zenobia  is 
asleep ;  don't  disturb  her.  Yes,  that's  the 
true  character  of  your  '  most  gentleman- 
like young  man.'    How  do  you  like  it  1 " 

"  But  It  is  shameful  1  abominable  1  An 
opera-singer  1  And  he  sang  in  my  drawing- 
room  !  Oh,  I  never  heard  of  such  im- 
pertinence !  I  always  thought  there  was 
something  forward  in  his  manner;  some- 
thing not  quite " 

There  was  a  heavy  step  on  the  landing, 
and  Mr.  Br.abourne  opened  the  door  and 
looked  with  puzzled  eyes  at  the  man 
sitting,  with  so  familiar  an  air  of  being 
very  much  at  home,  at  his  own  fireside. 

"Martha,  who  is  thisl"  he  asked,  his 
formal  manner  stirred  by  unwonted  agitSr 
tion.     "  Surely  It  cannot  be ** 

"  Your  brother-in-law.  Herbert  Lovellj 
Yes,  Brabourne,  it  Is  I,"  and  he  rose  and 
advanced  to  meet  him.  But  Mr.  Brabourne 
looked  at  his  brother-in-law  with  no  very 
pleased  expression,  and  without  ofiermg 
him  his  hand. 

"  It  is  Herbert,  James,  and  he  has  come 
back  quite  a  wealthy  man.  Quite  a 
merchant  prince,  as  I  tell  him.  So  we 
will  let  bygones  be  bygones,  and " 
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"No,  Martha.  When  Herbert  Lovell 
went  away  I  ref ased  to  ahake  hands  with 
him,  not  because  he  was^a  poor  man,  but 
because,  according  to  my  old-fashioned 
notions,  he  was  a  dishonest  one.  I'm  not 
going  to  give  him  my  hand  now  because 
his  dishonest  practices  have  prospered, 
and  he  has  come  back  wealthy." 

Mr.  Brabourne  spoke  with  evident  sin- 
cerity, despite  his  pomposity  of  manner; 
and  his  brother-in-law  said  gravely : 

"  Brabourne,  you're  an  honest  man,  and 
I  hope  you'll  do  me  the  jastice  to  own 
before  long  that  I'm  one  too,  now.  Make 
what  enquiries  you  please,  you'll  find  I'veno 
reason  to  be  ashamed  of  my  wealth ;  but, 
in  the  meantime,  will  you  take  my  word 
for  it  for  a  few  hours  1  Martha  has  asked 
me  to  dine  with  you,  and " 

"  You  are  welcome,  then<  Is  Zanobia 
better  1 " 

"  Yes ;  but  don't  disturb  her.  She  has 
fallen  asleep  during  our  conversation,  and 
had  better  rest." 

Bat  Zenobia  was  not  asleep,  though  well 
pleased  that  they  should  think  her  so. 
Her  father's  words  had  brought  all  her 
troubles  and  doubts  too  vividly  before  her 
for  further  rest  to  be  possible;  and  she 
was  thankful  when  at  length  they  went 
down  to  dinner,  and  she  was  left  alone. 

She  sat  up,  and  pushed  back  the  dark, 
disordered  hair  from  her  forehead.  Oh,  if 
only  she  had  not  lost  consciousness  just  at 
that  moment;  if  only  she  had  kept  her 
wits  about  her  a  little  longer ;  how  different 
all  might  have  been  1  Mr.  Davondale 
might — no  doubt  he  could — have  explained 
his  knowledge  of  her  -father  qaite  satis- 
factorily, and  in  a  way  to  make  her 
ashamed  of  even  her  momentary  fears ;  but 
now  the  opportunity  for  explanation  was 
gone,  and  who  could  tell  whether  another 
would  ever  be  granted  her )  Zanobia's 
faith  had  only  been  disturbed  for  a  moment, 
not  seriously  shaken;  yet  as  she  listened 
to  .her  aunt's  sudden  change  of  tone,  and 
marked  how  readily  she  acquiesced  in  his 
condemnation,  the  poor  girl  felt  that  she, 
too,  had  doubted  him  on  almost  as  slfght 
grounds,  and  with  a  far  better  knowledge 
of  hu  character.  Bat  this  conviction  of 
her  own  weakness,  humiliating  though  it 
was,  was  powerless  to  help  her  to  undo 
the  past,  or  even  to  teach  her  how  to  make 
amends  for  it,  and  for  the  wrong  that  she 
had  done  him.  No ;  she  had  lost  the  oppor- 
tunity of  explanation,  and  now 

A  sound  of  approaching  footsteps  roused 
her.    She  raised  her  head,  and  listened. 


Surely,  Jane  was  not  bringing  anybody 
up  here  jast  now ;  when  she  must  know 
she  could  sbo  no  one ! 

Was  it  poBsIble — could  it  be 1 

''  Mr.  Devondale  to  see  you,  miss.  May 
he  come  in ) " 

'*  Yes ;  oh,  yes  ! " 

And  he  came  in  quickly,  as  Jane  dis- 
creetly withdrew. 

•'  You  ard  better  1 "  he  said  eagerly.  **  I 
couldn't  wait  any  longer  for  news  of  you, 
BO  I  came  over  to  ask,  though  I  hardly 
hoped — »-" 

"I  am  gliid,  very  glad,  to  see  you.  I 
was  wishing  it  very  much." 

"Then  Fm  glad  I  came;"  and  he  sat 
down  near  her,  talking  more  quickly  than 
usual  "The  Paxtons  have  gone  out  to 
dinner,  and  Cecil  and  I  have  been  bother- 
ing all  the  afternoon  as  to  how  you  were. 
You've  got  your  colour  back,  I  can  tell 
him,  so  I  hope " 

"  I  want  to  ask  you  something." 

"  Don't  you  think  we've  had  enough  of 
asking  questions  to-day  9 "  interrupting  her 
hastily.  *'  I  don't  fancy  you  ought  to  talk 
about  anything  that  worries  you  just  yet." 

"And  I  know  that  I  shall  worry  till  I 
do  talk  about  it.  There  are  charges—^ 
things  have  been  said — and  I  want  to  be 
able  to  deny  them  once  for  all.  That  is, 
I  want  you  to  know,  that  you  may  do  it." 

He  looked  at  her  as  she  sat  there,  clasp- 
ipg  and  unclasping  her  slender  white 
fingets  nervously,  and  a  sudden  light  broke 
in  on  him. 

"  Things  said  1  About  whom  1 "  he  asked. 

"  You ; "  she  flashed  painfully  as  she 
spoke.  "Shameful  things;  but  I  don't 
believe  them,  indeed.  Nobody  could  who 
knows  you." 

"Thank  you;"  and  he  took  her  hand 
and  kissed  it  reverently,  tenderly.  "  There 
is  no  need  for  you  to  believe  them,  Zenobia. 
Whoever  says  them  they  are  false,  utterly 
false.    Will  that  deaiil  satisfy  you  1 " 

"  Me  1  Ob,  yes  1  Bat  will  you  tell  him, 
too  1 " 

"Himi"  and  he  looked  questioningly 
into  the  dark  eyes  raised  so  frankly  to  his 
with  such  utter  trust. 

"Yes;  Herbert  Lovell." 

He  started,  and  dropped  the  hand  he 
was  still  holding  in  his. 

"  Herbert  Lovell  1  Do  you  know  him  1 " 

"Yes;  he  is  my  father." 

"Your  father  1  Good  Heavens  1  And 
that    is    the    man  whose   past    life    has 

been I  cannot  discuss  him  with  you, 

Zmobia ;  less  than  ever  now." 
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The  door  was  opened  euddenlfyand  Her- 
bert Lovell  hiuuielf  stood  on  the  threshold. 

"Sorry  to  interrapt  yon,  Devondale," 
he  said,  with  the  sardonic  laugh  zlenobia 
knew  so  well;  *'bat  I  cannot  allo.w  my 

daughter — ^why '*  he  broke  off  abruptly, 

and  stared  first  at  the  young  tutor  and 
then  at  Zenobia. 

<<  What's  the  meaning  of  thisT'  he 
asked  hoarsely.  "Toey  told  me  Frank 
Devondale  was  here." 

'*  Yes ;  I  am  he." 

."Youl    You  have  hU  voice;  but 

Zanobia,  is  this  the  Frank  Devondale  you 
have  spoken  of  1 " 

**  Ybb"  she  replied.  "  I  know  no  other.'' 

''Then  there's  some  misunderstanding. 
I  never  saw  this  gentleman  before,  and  I 
know  nothing  against  him.  The  Devon- 
dale  I  knew  in  the  S^^ates " 

<'  Was  my  cousin,  Mr.  Lovell.  I  have 
heard  your  name  in  connection  with  him 
often,"  Mr.  Ddvondale  said  quietly.  *'  He 
was  shot  in  some  gambliog  row  in  Cali- 
fornia last  year ;  so  I  trust  there  will  be 
no  further  confusion  between  us." 

''  Shot,  was  he )  I've  no  doubt  Be 
richly  deserved  his  fate.  I'm  glad  you're 
not  the  man  I  took  you  for,  upon  my 
soul,  I  am;  and  I'll  just  go  down  and 
tell  the  Brabournes  it's  all  a  mistake." 

The  door  closed  behind  him;  he  went 
slowly  downstairs,  and  paused  for  a  moment 
in  the  hall. 

**  No,  I  won't  tell  them,  I'll  write,"  he  said 
thoughtfully.  "  My  visit  home  has  been  a 
failure,  and  the  sooner  I  end  it,  the  better." 

He  pat  on  his  coat,   took    down   hfs 


hat,  and  noiselessly  let  himself  oat  of 
the  house ;  nor  did  he  ever  enter  it  again. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Devondale,  can  you  ever  forgive 
mel"  Ziuebia  exclaimed  impulsively,  as 
her  father  left  the  room. 

"  Forgive  you »    For  what  ? " 

"For  having  doubted  you  even  for  a 
moment)  Ob,  it  was  terrible!  Bat  he 
seemed  so  certain,  and  then  what  I *' 

*'  Don't  talk  of  it  any  more,  it's  over  now, 
and  done  with,"  he  said  earnestly.  "And 
you  really  oared  so  much  about  it  as  this  f 
Ztfuobia,  you  give  me  courage  to  speak, 
though  I  had  not  meant  to  tell  you  of  my 
love  lor  a  long  time  yet.  Oh,  my  darling, 
will  you  listen  to  me)  Will  you  make 
me  the  happiest  man  in  the  world  by 
owning  that  you  do  care  for  me  a  little  1' 

He  was  kneeling  beside  her,  her  hands 
in  his,  but  Zmobia  drew  them  away 
hastily,  and  started  up. 

"My  father  1"  she  said,  blushing  hotly. 
*'  I  am  ashamed  to " 

"The  past  is  done  with,  dearest;  we 
have  only  to  think  of  the  present  and 
the  future.  Your  father)  He  is  your 
father,  and  as  such  I  shall  always  regard 
him.     You  will  not " 

"  Mr.  Devondale  i "  and  Mrs.  Braboarne 
threw  open  the  door,  and  stood  before 
them.  "I  find  you  are  not  a  suitable 
person  to  address  my  niece.  I  must  trouble 
you  to  leave  the  house  immediately." 

"  You  speak  under  a  delusion,  Mrs. 
Brabourne,  which  can  soon  be  explained. 
For  your  nie.ce,  she  can  answer  for  herself. 
Zenobia,  do  you  send  me  away,  too ) " 

.  And  Z^nobia  answered  :  *'  No." 
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CHAPTER   XII, 
THE  WEAItING  OF  THE  GEBEN. 

Tbe  cord — luch  a  Blender  cord  t — wai 
aboDt  to  be  looiened ;  the  bowl — inch  k 
little,  little  bowl  1 — wu  abont  to  be  broken 
at  the  foantaln,  .  ,  We  know  that  Pateey 
had  many  times  and  oft  bad  "  trimblements 
In  hli  intoide";  had  been  V  taken  wid  a 
kind  of  a  wakenen";  bad  infFeTBd  long 
and  BOrely,  had  inffered  in  man;  wa;a ; 
bat  the  aufTaiing  that  had  come  to  him  now 
had  come  with  a  differenea 

We  may — thou  of  ns  who  are  keeping 
vigil  by  a  Biek-btd — mUtake  aore  ilckneu 
for  approaching  death;  we  can  never 
make  any  mistake  when  death  really  blows 
with  his  cold  breath  npon  the  deai  white 
face.  Even  the  veriest  tyro  in  Durslng 
will  recognise  the  dread  visitant  when 
he  really  comes;  and  now,  those  who 
watched  by  Patea^'a  bed  knew  that  the 
story  of  the  little  soSeiing  life  was  neatly 
told. 

Fattey  is  no  phantom  of  my  brain.  I 
am  writing  what  I  remember,  not  what  I 
fancy.  It  is  all  tme  about  this  little 
shrivelled  atomy,  with  the  quick  intelli- 
gence of  a  man,  the  heart  of  an  angel,  and 
the  gentleness  of  a  dove ;  the  child  of 
poor  Irish  peasant  parents,  and  yet  a  little 
vivid  personality  to  be  remembered  through 
the  paadng  of  the  years.  Very  tender  ia 
my  memory  of  him  as  I  weave  Urn  into 
the  meshes  of  my  stoty — a  living,  breath- 
amid  »        "    "'    -^    ■      • 


log   thing 


,  world  of  phantuyl 


Anodiet  ghost  too,  rises,  aa  I  look  into  the 
put — a  little  Sassenach  child  with  great 
brown  eyea  and  golden  hair,  who  bends 
over  little  Putsey  and  kisses  him,  pattbg 
bim  g«ntlr  wiUi  his  blessed  hand  and 
saying,  "Poort  poor  I"  bat  not  nnder^ 
standing  In  what  Patiey'a  poorness  con- 
sists, nor  yet  towards  what  dark  portal 
he  is  diifcicg — he,  too,  is  gone  into  the 
land  of  ahadotrs,  and  the  tvro  tittle  figorea, 
BO  piteously  grouped  together,  come  to  me 
aa  one  unbroken  memory. 

It  was  one  of  those  nights  all  shadows 
and  soft  puffing  wind  that  smites  yon  like 
a  baby's  palm ;  with  dark  magaei  of  cloud 
scudding  across  a  pale  sky,  and  the  hash 
of  the  atar-shine  beyond.  With  a  fnll 
heart  Alison  had  hastened  down  the  nar- 
row, dropping  street  at  Tim'a  breathlesa 
bidding — Tim,  who  seemed  but  as  one  of 
the  shadows  themselves,  so  noiaeleasly  did 
he  flit  from  side  to  side,  or  italk  back- 
wards in  the  middle  of  the  road,  the 
better  to  face  the  lady  and  tell  all  hia 
little  tale  of  woe.  Then,  at  the  door  of 
the  house  they  stopped,  Tim  falling  on 
his  ragged  knees  and  crossing  hia  ragged 
breast,  for  they  coald  hear  the  qoiet  voice 
of  the  priesL 

They  waited  a  while,  Aliaon,  dutifnlly 
followed  by  Tim,  taking  a  few  steps  on- 
wards. She  was  struck  with  the  stillness 
everywhere.  Next  to  a  funeral,  poor  folk 
love  a  death-bed ;  bat  no  one  seemed  to 
be  troubling  about  little  Patsey — indeed, 
there  seemed  to  be  no  one  to  trouble. 
Hardly  a  light  twinkled  in  the  low  bits  of 
windows,  hardly  a  dooratep  had  an  occupant, 

"Whwe  are  the  people  gone  to-night, 
Ximt"  said  Alison. 

"Share  an'  I'm  tbinkin'  it's  biackbenyio' 
they  are,  over  on  the  hillside,"  and  he 
pointed  into  space  generally. 
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'*BlackbezryiDff  at  this  time  of  night) 
Oh^Timl" 

*'It's  qntre  ways  they  have  hereabouts, 
the  craythars!"  said  Tim;  then,  seeing 
the  dark  figure  of  the  priest  passing  out^ 
pulled  his  shaggy  forelock  in  lieu  of  dofi^g 
the  eap  that  wasn't  there. 

<*I  could  not  come  sooner/'  she  said 
to  the  poor  sorrowing  mother;  *' Major 
Hennek«r  Is  away,  and  his  wife  Is  ill.  I 
had  to  wait  until  my  cousin  came  in,  to 
be  with  her ;  but  now  I  shall  not  leave 
Patsey  any  more." 

And  the  child's  feeble  voice  echoed  her 
words :  ''not  leave  Patsey  any  more." 

Alison  thought  within  herself  that  it  was 
Patsey  who  would  leave  her,  this  time ;  and 
she  realised  how  the  tiny  creature  had 
twined  about  her  heart,  and  how  empty 
one  little  niche  of  her  life  would  be  when 
he  was  gone. 

But  she  had  not  much  time  to  think 
about  herself.  The  Irishwoman's  love  for 
her  children  is  a  passion ;  even  the  idiot 
child  Is  cherished  with  a  tenderness  touch- 
ing to  see,  and  that  Patsey  was  not  like 
other  children  had  only  made  him  the 
more  precious.  Nay,  there  had  been  a 
feeling  in  the  family  that  there  was  a 
certain  distinction  in  such  a  possession; 
that  any  one  could  have  a  whole  brood  of 
ordinary  children ;  but  that  Patsey  was — 
Patsey,  and  no  other.  Then  all  his  little 
winning  wajs;  his  gentle  patience,  his 
grave  eyes  watching  them  all  day  long, 
the  cuteness  of  him  in  amusing  the  baby 
when  that  potentate  was  tied  securely  in 
a  small  chair  and  set  beside  the  box  bed. 

When  he  was  gone  it  would  seem  as  if 
music  had  ceased  to  sound.  Those  simple 
souls  who  loved  him  could  not  put  it  in 
those  words,  but  that  was  what  they  felt; 
and  now  Patsey's  mother,  overborne  by 
the  shadow  of  a  desolation  to  come,  stood 
sorely  in  need  of  comfort. 

*<  Is  it  me  that's  to  be  left  behind  widout 
ye,  Patsey  t "  she  cried,  rooking  herself  to 
and  fro,  with  all  the  demonstrative  passion 
of  her  race;  '*shure  an'  it's  the  owld  tree 
should  be  cut  down,  an'  not  the  young 
sapling.  Oh,  my  bouchal  1  *  my  bouchal  1 
must  ye  be  lavin'  me  1  An'  what  will  I  be 
after  doin'  widout  ye  through  tibe  long 
days  an'  the  winter  nights !  What  will  I 
be  after  doin'  wid  no  Patsey  to  smoile  at 
me  sweet  as  the  angels  of  heaven  9 ''  Then, 
turning  to  Alison :  '*  Take  some  pity,  my 
lady,  on  a  poor  disthractid  mother." 

♦  Boy. 


"I  do — I  do,"  said  Alison,  a  tender 
hand  on  the  woman's  shoulder,  a  pitying 
face  bendfasg  over  her,  "  but  when  yon  cry 
so  loud  he  hears  you — see,  he  is  stirring." 

''  Daddy,  daddy,"  said  Patsey  In  a  small, 
weary  voice;  and  Alison  looked  quickly 
round  the  room,  noting  for  the  first  time 
the  father's  absence — the  poor  father, 
shaggy  yet  loving,  rough  at  times,  yet 
tetider  at  the  core,  as  well  she  knew. 

"Bad  eoBf  to  the  lot  of  'em,"  sobbed 
the  woman ;  but  Tim,  who  had  been  stand- 
ing on  one  leg  in  the  shadow,  like  a  stork 
in  a  garden,  made  a  frantic  gesture,  and 
she  smothered  the  rest  of  her  sentence  in 
the  baby's  neck. 

Then  the  chimes  fell  softly  from  the 
church  tower — the  soft  sweet  chimes  of 
Shandon — and  Patsey  smiled,  raising  his 
dim  eyes  a  moment;  while  Alison,  bending 
over  him,  heard  him  whisper  to  himself : 

''Pretty  bells,  Patsey's  dear  pretty 
bells." 

They  had  chimed  the  hour,  and  Tim 
seemed  in  great  perturbation  of  spirit. 
He  was  a  very  restless,  agitated  stork  now, 
standing  first  on  one  leg,  then  on  the  other, 
and  finally  with  a  sort  of  screwing  move- 
ment of  despair,  casting  himself  down  on 
his  knees  by  Patsey's  bed. 

"  Is  It  after  going  to  leave  me  ye  are, 
Patsey ! "  he  cried,  sobbing  out  the  words ; 
'*  will  ye  widt  awhile,  darlint,  till  I  come 
back  to  ye!  Patsey,  are  ye  listenin'  to 
mel   Tell  me  now— will  ye  wait  S " 

But  Patsey  shook  his  weary  head.  '*  I 
can't  wait  for  anybody,"  he  said  sadly. 

The  bright,  smooth  waves  were  under 
him;  the  river  was  hastening  on  to  the 
sea. 

"  WeU,  kiss  me  then,  darlint,  for  I've 
got  to  go,"  said  Tim,  weeping;  and  then 
the  door  opened  and  shut,  and  he  was 
gone,  a  shadow  among  the  shadows  of  the 
night. 

"Is  he  gone  to  fetch  your  husband t 
Does  he  know  where  be  Is ! "  said  Aliaon, 
for  that  little  cry  of  "Daddy  "  lingered  in 
her  mind,  and  she  had  the  natural  shrink- 
ing which  we  all  have  from  the  Idea  of  the 
dying  being  denied  anything  they  crave  for. 

"The  holy  saints  preserve  us  this 
night,"  replied  the  woman,  "  bad  cesa  to 
them  as " 

But  she  got  no  further. 

One  of  &ose  cruel  spasms  of  pain  took 
Patsey,  crumpling  him  up  as  though  a 
tangible  hand  had  grasped  him.  He  fought 
the  air  with  his  stiffened  fingers,  crying 
out  yet  seeming  to  strangle  as  he  cried. 
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In  a  moment  Alison  had  her  aim  under- 
neath him,  and  bis  head  held  firm  against 
her  breast.  It  is^  perhaps,  one  of  the 
lessons  of  bitter  sofferbg  that  it  makes 
OS  brave  for  always. 

It  seemed  strange  indeed  that  such  a 
feeble  little  life  as  Patsey's  should  take  so 
much  undoing.  One  would  have  thought 
that  such  a  tiny  flame  would  have  flickered 
and  gone  out  so  easily;  but  after  living 
hard — very  hard  indeed,  it  may  be  said — 
it  was  destined  that  Fatsey  should  die 
hard,  too.  With  the  same  gentle  endurance 
with  which  he  had  met  the  on6  he  met 
the  other,  evidently  looking  upon  it  as  a 
straggle  that  had  to  be  got  through,  a  fight 
that  had  to  be  fought,  and  sadly  resigning 
himself  to  the  ine^table^  Besides,  it  was 
evident  that  be  felt  surrounded  by  things 
that  called  for  gratitude  on  his  part,  and 
this  helped  him.  Some  soft  ripe  fvoAt  idth 
which  his  dear  lady  moistened  his  parched 
mouth,  some  rose-red  wine  that  seemed  to 
ease  the  aching  and  dryness  in  his  throat, 
some  beautiful  scent  with  which  she 
bathed  his  brow,  and  then  the  soft  swirl 
of  a  great  feather  fan,  that  made  breath- 
ing a  far  more  easy  thing  than  it  had  been 
these  two  days  past — all  these  things  were 
wonderful  and  beautiful  to  Fatsey,  and  in 
his  intervals  of  quiet  and  freedom  from 
pain  he  took  in  all  their  delight  Besides, 
she  had  come  to  see  him  very,  very  often ; 
oh,  far  more  times  than  Fatsev  could  count 
even  on  both  fingers,  and  beginning  all, 
over  again  when  you'd  got  through  the 
first  time.  But  she  had  never  come  like 
this,  almost  as  if  she  lived  there,  and 
Fatsey  belonged  to  her  altogether. 

Wasn't  that  her  little  grey  bonnet  lybg 
there  on  the  chair  which  had  only  three 
legs,  and  had  to  be  propped  against  the 
wall,  where  a  bit  of  wood  stuck  out  '*all 
eonvanient,"  and  kept  it  up  properly ;  and 
there  was  her  cloak  hanging  on  a  nail  by 
the  window.  Dying  was  hard  work, 
thought  Fatsey,  but  it  had  its  compensa- 
tions. The  red  glow  from  the  brooding 
peat  fire,  and  the  small  flare  of  a  guttering 
candle  on  the  window-ledge  showed  the 
glint  of  Alison's  brown,  piled-up  hair,  and 
the  shimmer  of  a  locket  at  her  throat — 
shone  in  her  tender,  pitiful  eyes,  and  made 
a  pink  sparkle  in  the  glass  of  red  wine  that 
atood  near  the  candle.  As  the  shadows 
trembled  and  changed  in  the  corners,  and 
the  child's  white,  patient  face  showed 
palely  in  their  midst,  what  a  study  for 
an  artist  would  that  poor  room  have  made  1 

Tiiat  which  in  the  garish  day  would 


only  have  been  commonplace,  in  the 
shadowy  night  turned  to  beauty  which 
held  a  suggestion  of  holiness,  and  Uie  near- 
ness of  the  world  that  is  "  elsewhere,"  yet 
evermore  around  us  and  about  us. 

As  the  night  wore  on  Alison  noticed  that 
the  attacks  of  pain  came  at  longer  intervals, 
leaving,  however,  the  little  sufi'erer  more 
exhausted  every  time.  Slowly  but  surely 
Fatsey  was  nearing  the  dark  sea ;  yet  be 
had  a  faint,  far-off  smile  for  her  now  and 
again,  and  had  twisted  the  bony  fingers  of 
his  right  hand  into  a  filmy  fringe  that 
depended  from  her  gown,  as  if  to  make 
sure  by  touch,  as  well  as  by  sight,  that  she 
was  not  going  to  slip  away 'from  his  side 
and  vanish,  as  she  had  so  often  done 
before. 

Baby  had  gone  to  sleep  along  with  the 
hen  and  chickens  in  the  little  inner  room. 
Everything  was  very  silent,  though  the 
little  window  was  now  set  back  to  give 
Fatsey  air,  and  the  two  pigeons  who  lived 
in  a  box  outside  under  the  thatch, 
presents  from  Norah,  were  troubled  with 
uneasy  dreams,  and  coo-rooed  in  their 
sleep.  Still,  that  was  a  comfortable, 
hushing  sound,  and  together  with  the  soft 
sough  of  the  westerly  breeze  gently  stirrbig 
the  bushes,  made  more  of  a  lullaby  than 
anything  else. 

E^ery  now  and  then  Fatsey  turned  a 
wistf  q1  look  to  the  door,  and  at  last  Alison 
said  softly  to  the  mother : 

"  Your  husband  is  very  late  to-n!ght^  is 
he  not!" 

<<  He's  often  that,"  replied  the  woman, 
turning  her  head  aside. 

'<  And  Norah ;  has  she  seen  Fatsey  t " 

"Shure  she  was  here  to-day,  an'  the 
tears  stramin'  down  her  face  Uke  rain- 
dhrops  on  the  pane.  But  it's  in  sad 
throuble  she  is  herself,  for  her  mother's 
terrible  bad  —  an'  there's  some  other 
sorrer  over  her;  but  it's  a  sUent  sorrer, 
an'  one  she  won't  spake  o£  Ses  she 
to  me,  '  Me  heart's  riven  in  twain,'  ses 
she,  an'  in  her  eyes  was  a  terrible  look  o' 
fear,  same  as  Mike  0*Sallivan'a  when  the 
poHs  was  huntin'  him,  an'  he  came  in 
through  the  back  way  on  all-fours  like  a 
hunted  baste,  an'  'For  God's  sake  in 
heaven,'  ses  he,  <  hide  me  up.' " 

Then  in  a  moment  the  woman  was  down 
on  her  knees,  her  talk  cut  in  two  with  the 
pain  of  seeing  Fatsey  suffer. 

She  started,  and  shook,  and  prayed  as 
she  watched  Alison  tend  him,  and  then,  as 
the  paroxysm  passed,  leaving  him  like 
some  frail  thing  from  which  an  evil  spirit 
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has  been  cast  oat,  her  grateful  heart  found 
vent  in  eobbing  words. 

*'It's  yoa  that  have  the  brave  heart  that 
knows  no  fear,  an'  me,  the  boy's  own 
mother,  goin'  near  to  lose  me  sinses  at  the 
sight  of  him  wid  his  blessed  eyes  struck 
blind,  an'  his  blessed  hands  fightin'  the  air. 
Oh,  the  Lord  love  yoa  an'  comfort  yoa, 
miss,  in  yoor  own  day  o'  sorrer  I " 

If  she  had  only  known,  poor  simple 
soal,  in  what  bitter  school  that  noble 
calmness  of  courage  had  been  learned  1  If 
she  had  only  known  what  a  terrible 
harvest  of  pain  had  gone  to  bring  forth 
that  aftermath  of  helpfulness  ! 

It  Is  hard  sometimes  to  realise  the 
use  of  sorrow  and  suffering  in  this  world 
of  ours,  but  there  are  moments  when  we 
see  the  beauty  and  the  need  of  both. 

After  each  bout  of  pain  Patsey  looked 
at  the  small  world  around  him  from  some- 
where a  little  further  off. 

The  river  was  hastening — ^hastening  on 
to  the  sea ;  but  the  child's  straining  eyes 
could  always  see  his  dear  lady's  face,  and 
be  could  feel  the  touch  of  her  gentle  hand 
upon  his  brow. 

''Dear,"  she  said,  laying  her  hand  on 
the  woman's  shoulder,  ''he  will  not  be 
with  you  long  now." 

Alison  knew  the  signs :  the  thin,  almost 
transparent  nostril  distended  with  each 
laboured  breath,  the  little  catching  sob 
that  came  now  and  again.  So  the  mother, 
striving  with  a  noble  courage  to  possess 
her  soul  in  patience,  drew  nearer  to  the 
little  box-bed,  and  the  two  women  watched 
in  the  stillness,  one  on  either  side,  until 
the  sweet  bell-voices  fell  trembling  and 
vibrating  into  the  valley,  telling  out  the 
hour  of  eleven.  Hardly,  however,  had 
the  last  note  sounded,  lingered,  and 
trembling,  died,  than  the  silence  that 
followed  was  rent  by  a  long,  pitiful, 
wailing  cry. 

"  The  blessed  saints  have  mercy  on  us 
this  night,"  cried  Patsey's  mother,  *'it's 
the  child's  warning — ^it's  the  Banshee — the 
Banshee !  What  will  I  be  after  doin'  wid 
meself — whativer  will  I  do  1 " 

Even  while  she  spoke,  the  piteous  cry 
came  again,  close  against  the  door  this 
time,  and  Alison  would  have  crossed  the 
room,  but  the  frightened  woman  held  her 
by  the  gown. 

*'  Nay ;  but  I  must  see  what  it  is,"  she 
said  firmly,  and  so  opened  the  crazy  door, 
that  creaked  mightily  upon  its  hinges, 
when  in  walked,  or  rather  bounded, 
Phelim. 


'*Ah,  Phalim  now,  ye  low-born 
craythur,"  cried  Patsey's  mother,  full  of 
indignation,  "what  for  are  ye  after 
lettin'  on  to  be  a  banshee  that  way  1 
Be  whisht  now,  can't  ye  \ " 

But  Phelim  took  no  heed.  He  went 
straight  to  the  bed,  laid  hh  ugly  old  head 
on  the  coverlet,  and  gazed  into  poor 
Patsey's  face  with  eyes  almost  human  in 
sympathy  and  understanding. 

So  three  watched  on,  instead  of  two; 
and  the  wind  and  the  pigeons  had  it  all 
their  own  way  again,  the  while  the 
river  hastened  to  the  sea,  and  Patsey, 
floating  on  the  silver  ripples,  got  every- 
thing around  him  all  confused  in  his 
dazed  braiif,  so  that  his  dear  lady  waa  his 
mother,  and  his  mother  spoke  in  AUeon's 
voice,  and  Phelim  seemed  to  be  a  ghost-dog 
ever  so  far  away,  yet  always  with  fond  and 
faithful  eyes,  and  a  loving  tongue  that 
touched  his  fingers  every  now  and  then 
timidly. 

'*  Surely,"  said  Alison,  turning  her  head 
quickly  towards  the  window,  <'  there  is  the 
sound  of  singing  somewhere.  Wliat  can 
it  be  at  such  an  hour  as  this  1 " 

"  Maybe  'tis  the  little  boneens  squealing 
in  the  'tater  patch,"  said  Patsey's  mother, 
pulling  the  shawl  she  had  thrown  about 
her  head  lower  over  her  eyes. 

"  There  is  another  sound,  too — ^it  ia  like 
the  rushing  of  water." 

<<  'Tis  the  wind  rising  for  midnight,  an' 
keenin'  through  the  slantin'  trees." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Alison,  rising  to  her 
feet,  and  growing  white  as  milk,  "  no,  it  ia 
not  the  wind,  it  is  the  tramp  of  feet ;  and 
I  have,  heard  that  song  before.  I  ought 
not  to  be  here.  I  must  go.  Oh  1  why 
did  you  not  tell  mel"  And  more  and 
more  like  the  rushing  of  many  waters 
grew  the  gathering  sound,  and  louder  and 
louder  the  swinging  rebel  song. 

Phelim  heard  it,  and  all  hu  sparse  hair 
stood  erect,  as  with  his  one  ear  pricked  up 
he  made  for  the  door,  whining  and  scratch- 
ing with  his  feet. 

No  sooner  was  the  door  open  than  he 
was  off  like  an  arrow  from  a  bow,  and  the 
two  women — the  Sassenach  and  the  Celt 
— were  left  looking  at  each  other. ' 

One  tiny  tug  at  Alison's  gown,  and  she 
felt  as  if  a  strong  arm  had  clutched  her, 
and  pulled  her  back. 

In  spite  of  all  the  Moonlighters,  and  all 
the  rebel  songs  that  were  ever  sung,  she 
would  not  leave  little  Patsey  until  the  river 
had  borne  him  to  the  sea  out  of  sight  and 
ken. 
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Scareely  had  she  knelt  close  to  him  to 
reasBore  him,  when  the  whole  room  was 
lit  np  with  the  flicker  and  glow  of  a 
hundred  torches;  black  shadows  chased 
each  other  wildly  on  the  walls,  and  a 
perfect  sea  of  sound  swept  by  the  cabin ; 
the  tread  of  countless  feet,  the  song  of 
countless  voices : 

Ob,  sad  the  day  and  dark  the  hour  for  Erin's 

faithful  sons, 
When  tyrant  laws  are  framed  and  passed  the  light 

of  freedom  shuns  ; 
No  man,  we're  told,  must  e'en  be  bold,  his  colour 

ne'er  be  seen. 
With  mighty  frown  the  law  puts  down  the  Wearing 

of  the  Green. 
Well,  let  the  powers  do  what  they  will,  there's 

things  they  cannot  do  : 
They  cannot  chain  the  spirit  down  nor  prove  that 

false  is  true. 
So  we'll  bide  our  time,  our  banner  yet  and  motto 

shall  be  seen, 
And  voices  shout  the  chorus — the  Wearing  of  the 

Green. 

It  was  almost  as  if  the  little  house  was 
struck  by  the  force  of  some  raging  storm. 
Patsey's  mother  broke  out  weeping.  Alison 
bowed  her  head  upon  her  hands,  and 
would  fain  have  stopped  her  ears  with  her 
fingers.  She  knew  now  where  "  Daddy  " 
was,  and  why  Patsey  had  to  call  in  vain ; 
she  knew  where  Tim  bad  fled  to,  and 
why  the  streets  had  seemed  so  still  and 
silent  when  first  she  came  down  the  valley. 

The  flaring  flame  of  the  torches  had 
shown  her  something  else,  too.  She  saw 
that  Patsey  was  looking  up  into  her  face 
with  that  strange,  fixed  gaze  which  means 
the  parting  of  body  and  soul  is  nfgh  at 
hand.  The  rush  of  sound  was  djing  away 
as  the  massed  rabble  passed  down  the 
street,  and  on  Patsey's  face  was  the  look 
of  one  who  listens  in  a  wonderifig,  dreamy 
joy. 

Again  came  the  swing  and  swell  of  the 
refrdn : 

So  we'll  bide  our  time,  our  banner  yet  and  motto 

shall  be  seen, 
And  voices  shout  the  chorus — the  Wearing  of  the 

Green. 

The  child  put  his  little  arm  about  her 
neck. 

'<HuBh!''  he  said,  ''it's  the  angels 
singing." 

Then  came  a  long,  quivering  sigh,  and 
Alison  thought  all  was  over,  but  the  pale 
lips  moved  again : 

"  Tell  Tim— I— couldn't  wait." 

The  river  had  reached  the  bright  and 
boundless  sea :  the  little,  suffering  life  was 
ended. 

Alison  could  not  leave  the  poor  sorrow- 


ing mother  for  a  while.  Between  them 
they  laid  the  little  frail  body,  which  was 
all  that  was  left  of  poor  wee  Patsey,  in  a 
seemly  attitude  of  rest,  with  the  tiny 
hands  crosised  upon  the  stirless  breast, 
surely  the  best  way  of  all  to  lay  our  dead 
for  their  last  sleep.  '*  Here  am  I,  for  Thou 
didst  call  me,"  seem  those  meek  and  folded 
hands  to  say.  Then  the  golden  curls  had 
to  be  bruehed  all  smooth  and  glossy,  and 
the  dim  eyes  closed.  Surely  never  was  a 
sweeter  image  of  death  seen  than  Patsey 
lying  in  his  little  bed,  with  the  glow  of 
the  peat  fire  touching  his  marble  face. 

Alison  comforted  the  mother  as  best 
she  could ;  but  what  is  our  best  at  such 
times  t  Have  we  not  all  felt  the  hollow- 
ness  of  words,  the  helplessness  of  sym- 
pathy t 

Alison  turned  at  the  door  for  one  Ipng, 
last  look;  the  little  waxen  figure  in  the 
comer,  the  kneeling  figure  by  its  side,  the 
red  glow  touching  both. 

Now  she  has  closed  the  door  and  is  out 
In  the  windy  street  The  soft  breeze 
buS'ets  her,  the  pale  stars  are  overhead, 
shining  between  the  ragged  edges  of  the 
drifting  clouds.  And  still  she  can  hear 
the  far-off  sounds  of  many  feet,  and  strange, 
inarticulate  cries. 

Bat  is  it  really  so  very  far  off  f  Is  it 
not  rather  coming  nearer  and  nearer  1  And 
this  time  surely  it  is  no  rebel  song  &he 
hears,  but  the  awful  clash  of  that  dread 
music  to  which  we  who  have  once  '*  tiiken 
the  shilling"  have  so  often  heard  our  dead 
carried  home. 

Louder  and  louder  grows  the  solemn 
dirge,  nearer  and  nearer  the  tramp  of  a 
thousand  feet.  The  clash  and  blare  of 
brazen-throated  trumpets  make  the  still 
night  throb  and  thrill ;  the  low,  trembling 
roll  of  the  drums  seems  the  moan  of  riven 
hearts  that  weep. 

In  her  present  state  ot  tension  and 
exaltation,  it  seems  to  Alison  that  the 
Dead  March  plays  for  little  Patsey.  She 
has  forgotten  how  long  she  has  fasted; 
how  terribly  the  scene  of  the  last  few 
hours  has  tried  her  nerves ;  she  is  as  one 
who  had  long  since  reached  that  stage  of 
discipline  in  which  it  is  possible  wholly  to 
forget  one's  own  individuality;  but  that 
sort  of  thing  has  its  limits,  and  Alison  has 
now  reached  the  barrier. 

The  crowd  grows  denser  every  moment, 
for  the  two  monster  gatherings  have 
coalesced,  and  now  form  one  mighty 
concourse.  The  sea  of  faces  are  lit  up  into 
unearthly  pallor  by  the  glare  of  the  tar- 
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barrels  on  the  bilk,  and  the  flicker  of  the 
torches  that  wave  high  in  air.  The  girl  Is 
tossed  hither  and  thither  like  a  leaf  npon 
a  turgid  stream.  No  open  insult  is  offered 
to  her — ^insult  to  a  woman  in  the  eoarsest 
sense  is  quite  unknown  to  an  Irish  crowd 
— and  she  is  not  afraid,  only  overwrought, 
and  more  tlum  once  in  real  danger  of 
being  crushed  against  the  low  stone  walls 
that  in  places  edge  the  road,  or  against  the 
houses  that  all  stand  stark  and  dark  since 
no  man,  woman,  or  child  remains  in  them. 
Truth  to  say,  for  some  time  none  of  the 
crowd  recognise  Alison  as  being  any 
different  from  one  of  themselves ;  they  are 
too  intent  npon  what  they  are  doing. 
Bat  the  pressure  grows,  a  path  is  being 
forcibly  opened  down  the  centre ;  here  and 
there  a  woman  cries  out^  or  holds  up  a 
little  chUd  high  above  the  heads  of  the 
people  for  safety;  the  torches  sway  and 
sputter — and  now 

0  Heavens !  what  is  this  ghastly  burden 
borne  on  men's  shoulders — borne  by  men 
who  step  in  time  to  the  awful  death-wail  t 

A  coffio,  draped  In  black.  Another — 
yet  another.  They  follow  on  in  gruesome 
file — six  altogether — and  as  they  pass,  men 
uncover,  as  if  to  the  dead,  and  women 
keen  and  cry. 

Alison's  thoughts  throw  back  to  the 
awful  hour  when  she  saw  her  dearest 
borne  away  In  like  manner.  The  shriek 
of  the  fifes,  the  roll  of  the  drums  are  in 
her  ears.  She  bends  her  head,  and  puts 
her  hand  to  her  throat.  She  seemed  to  be 
strangling,  and  would  give  the  world  to 
scream.  Bat  she  has  a  fine  contempt  for 
the  hysteria  fiend,  and  fights  him  off 
bravely. 

When  the  coffins  have  passed,  the  crowd 
behind  surges  like  the  sea.  A  woman 
stares  Into  Alison's  face,  and  then  shakes 
her  fist  In  It.  Three  or  four  more  seem  to 
gather  round,  and  there  Is  a  babel  of 
tongues  that  conveys  no  meaning  to  her 
dszed  senses. 

At  that  moment  she  catches  sight  of  the 
haggard,  staring  face  of  Patsey's  father, 
with  Tim  dancing  like  a  young  demon 
beside  him.  If  only  they  would  turn  and 
look  at  her!  Bat  they  are  drunk  with 
fanaticism.  They  do  not  see  her;  they 
pass  on. 

The  horrible  death  march  Is  softened 
now  by  distance;  it  wails  on  the  wind 
like  a  b&nshee,  but  does  not  rend  and  tear 
you  with  its  deafening  shriek  and  roll 
Soon,  perhaps,  the  crowd  will  grow  less 
dense ;  she  will  be  able  to  make  her  way. 


She  ean  fancy  how  quiet  they  all  are  at 
home — the  Major  away,  the  house-mother 
asleep;  little  Missy,  all  her  golden  hair 
astray  upon  her  pillow,  and  the  sweet 
flush  of  sleep  upon  her  cheek,  and  Elsie — 
dear  loving  Elsie,  quite  happy  and  at  rest, 
because  Alison  had  said : 

"  If  I  am  not  home  by  ten,  you  will 
know  that  I  am  staying  all  night  with 
Patsey."  ' 

She  had  never  thought  of  such  a  terrible 
thing  as  this  happenSig,  and  yet  she  had 
to  come,  late  as  It  was. 

Patsey's  father  would  have  come  home, 
and  Heaven  only  knew  what  manner  of 
men  with  him — ^men  wild  with  mutiny, 
and  drunk  with  treason. 

It  could  have  been  no  place  for  her — 
the  daughter  of  a  Qaeen's  soldier. 

That  thought  reminded  her  of  the 
regiment  What  would  she  not  have  given 
for  the  gleam  of  a  scarlet  coat,  and  the 
sight  of  a  cap  with  the  magic  number  one 
hundred  and  ninety-three  % 

But,  she  remembered,  the  men  were 
confined  to  barracks,  all  save  the  pfcketR 
and  one  or  two  men  specially  told  off 
to  keep  a  watch  on  runaways. 

She  must  dree  her  weird  as  best  she 
could ;  and  she  was  no  coward,  this  slim 
girl  with  the  grave  eyes,  and  sad,  sweet 
mouth. 

She  would  have  thought  that  amid 
such  a  crowd  as  that  now  gathered  together 
from  every  part  of  the  city  of  Cork, 
unanimity  would  have  prevailed;  but  the 
Irish  temperament  must  be  allowed  for. 
Some  vivid  spirits  were  not  only  ready 
to  fight  the  Sassenachs,  and  revenge  the 
** murder"  of  the  Manchester  Martyrs, 
but  were  also  ready  and  willing  to  fight 
each  other,  and  straightway  set  to  work 

to  do  80. 

It  seemed  to  Alison  as  if  she  herself 
were  in  the  thick  of  the  battle,  though, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  she  was  only  on 
the  fringe  of  It;  but  the  density  and 
clamour  ot  an  Irish  fight  was,  to  her, 
an  unknown  quantity. 

She  managed  to  creep  to  the  side  of 
the  road,  and  find  some  slight  refn^  in 
the  shallow  arch  of  a  doorway.  Three 
or  four  struggling  together  with  unspeak- 
able yells  and  bowlings,  staggered  against 
her,  and,  all  at  once,  the  door  against 
which  she  was  leaning  gave ;  she  fell  into 
a  dark  passage,  trying  to  cling  to  the  wall, 
but  Ifi  vain.     Then— what  then  1 

A  tall  figure  in  a  long  dark  coat  fiOlled 
the  pale  gap  made  by  the  open  door ; 
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Bhe  Bees  a  tiny  gleam  of  scarlet -^sees 
one  man  fly  this  way — ^another  that — and 
hears  a  voice  cry  as  in  extremity : 

''For  Heaven's  sake,  madam,  give  me 
your  hand,"  and  she  knows  even  in  the 
darkness  and  confasion  that  it  Is  Colonr- 
Sergeant  number  one  company  who  speaks. 

SOME  OLD  JAMAICAN  CHURCHES. 


Outside  —  snnshine  bl&zing  flrom  a 
cloudless  Bky,  casting  cool,  black  shadows, 
and  drawing  the  breath  from  the  earth  in 
the  shape  of  a  shimmering  base;  giant 
trees,  of  strange  form  and  onfataiiliar 
foliage,  grouped  about  graves  of  red  brick 
decayed  and  dilapidated,  not  from  age  and 
neglect,  but  from  heat  and  drought;  the 
cabbage  palm,  with  its  clean,  smooth 
pillar-like  trunk ;  the  graceful  water  palm, 
known  also  as  the  Traveller's  Joy,  for  the 
stalk  of  every  leaf  holds  a  mouthful  of 
water;  the  tamarind,  the  mango,  the 
bread-fruit;  here  a  dump  of  blood-red 
Poinsettia,  there  a  mass  of  people  Bou- 
gainvillia;  all  speaking,  by  their  richness 
and  thickness  and  vigorous  growth,  far 
more  eloquently  than  by  many  words,  of 
the  boundleM  wealth  of  Nature  in  these 
latitudes. 

Insidd^— one  step  out  of  the  glare  and 
heat»  Old  England,  as  reproduced  in  an 
old  Jamaican  church,  the  illusion  being 
dispelled  when  we  catch  a  glimpse  through 
the  nnglased,  heavily  jalousied  windows, 
of  palm-branches  floating  against  such  a 
blue  sky  as  never  was  seen  through 
English  church  window. 

Here  the  hand  of  the  restorer  and 
moderniser  has  never  wrought.  Here  Is 
no  sheen  of  fresh  varnish,  no  glitter  of 
polished  brasswork,  no  glare  of  tosselated 
pavement,  no  rainbow  effect  of  vividly 
tinted  altar-cloth  or  chancel  hanging.  At 
home,  this  old  Jamaican  church  would  prob- 
ably be  considered  dilapidated,  and  imme- 
diate steps  for  reparation  would  be  taken. 
Its  best  likeness  is  to  be  found  in  the  heart 
of  the  City  of  London,  and  even  there  it 
must  be  industriously  sought  for.  Yet  more 
than  four  thousand  miles  of  ocean  separate 
OS  here  from  London  City  and  its  quaint, 
sombre,  ghostly,  silent  old  churches,  a  fact 
we  are  reminded  of  by  the  presence  of  the 
slipshod,  white-turbaned  old  black  woman 
who  Is  paddling  about  the  pews  bare- 
footed, dusting  and  arranging  cusUons  and 
prayer-books  with  half  an  eye  on  us  in 
the  regular  West  Indian  negro  fashion. 


Everything  around  us  belongs  to  a 
bygone  age,  and,  let  it  be  noted,  to  an 
age  whfch,  although  recent  if  measured  by 
our  home  standard  of  antiquity,  is  brimful 
of  romance  and  rich  in  food  for  reflection. 

The  love  and  reverence  which  made  our 
ancestors  at  home  deck  and  beautify  their 
places  of  worship  is  apparent  here.  The 
scions  of  good  old  English  and  Scottish 
families  who  came  to  the  West  Indies  to 
make  fortunes,  remained  in  the  West 
Indies  to  spend  them ;  and,  as  they  lived 
in  royaJ,  prodigal  style,  so  were  they 
careful  that  posterity  should  have  sub- 
stantial reasons  for  not  forgetting  them 
after  their  deaths.  Just  as  the  hand  of 
the  Briton  is  manifest  in  the  sturdy  red- 
brick houses  and  their  pleasaunces  which 
dot  the  West  Indian  Islands;  just  as  the 
Londoner  fondly  memorialised  his  grand 
old  city  in  the  names  of  West  Indian 
streets,  and  squares,  and  lanes;  just  as 
the  Scotsman  named  West  Indian  counties, 
and  mountains,  and  rivers,  and  towns  after 
counties,  and  mountains,  and  rivers,  and 
towns  in  his  beloved  homeland,  so  did  all 
combbie  to  reproduce  across  the  wide  sea 
the  sacred  fane  linked  by  association  with 
the  days  of  earliest  childhood. 

Look,  for  instance,  at  the  old  organ-loft 
of  Port  Royal  Church,  which  juts  far  out 
into  the  body  of  the  church,  an  enormous 
structure  of  time-stained  oak,  carved  in 
old  fashion  with  cherubs'  heads  and  fes- 
toons of  flowers  and  foliage,  supported 
upon  sturdy  pillars.  You  may  read  on  the 
front  panel  in  tarnished  gilt  letters  how 
it  was  erected  by  the  direction  of  John 
Woodruff  and  William  Chisholm,  church- 
wardens, in  the  year  1743. 

Look  at  the  massive,  curious  brass 
candelabrum  suspended  from  the  ceiling  in 
the  entrance  porch  of  Kingston  Parish 
Church.  It  is  dusty  and  tarnished 
enough  now,  for  our  phurch  is  lighted  by 
electricity,  and  many  years  have  elapsed 
since  candles  twinkled  in  the  score  or  so 
of  sconces  which  branch  out  from  the 
pendent  brass;  but  the  inscription  upon 
it  is  plain  enough,  which  sets  forth  that 
it  was  the  gift  of  William  O.  Bume, "  Mar- 
chant,"  Amio  Domini  1728,  to  the  Parish 
of  Kingston,  Jamaica. 

The  silver  alms-dish  handed  round  is 
dated  1707,  and  was  the  gift  of  an  old 
planter,  whilst  the  massive  Communbn 
plate  goes  back  to  the  days  of  Dutch 
William.  Everything  else  Is  in  harmony. 
No  new-fangled  reredos,  gorgeous  with 
carving  and  mosaic  and  sasthetic  colouring, 
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is  here,  but  in  its  place  the  good  old  oaken 
baokgronnd  with  the  Ten  Commandments, 
the  Creed,  and  the  Lord's  Prayer  (nicribed 
thereon  with  innumerable  flourishes,  en- 
closed with  gilt  canring,  and  surmounted 
by  the  Boyal  Arms.  No  little  auctioneer's 
rostrum  of  a  pulpit  or  reading-desk,  no 
glittering  brass  lectern  are  here,  but  a 
regular  three-decker  conitruction  with  a 
soundii)g-board,  and  brass  candlesticks,  and 
cushioned  book-supports,  and — ^no,  not  an 
hour-glass  now,  but  there  was  one  within 
the  memory  of  men. 

Close  under  the  pulpit  is  the  Governor's 
pew,  high-backed,  with  a  red  satin  curtain 
round  it;  and  there  is  Mr.  Mayor's  pew, 
and  the  pew  for  Messieurs  the  members 
of  the  Corporation.  Dear  me  I  IC  that 
old  red-turbaned  negress  would  only  get 
out  of  sight  we  might  be  ruminating  in 
All  Hallows,  Barking,  or  St  Olave's,  Hart 
Street ! 

Even  more  interesting  are  the  memorials. 

The  merchant  of  today  often  regards 
his  West  Indian  home  as  a  mere  accessory 
to  his  bread-and-butter-making  machinery 
— fortunes  are  not  made  now  in  the  West 
Indies,  sometimes  but  little  butter  to  the 
bread — very  likely  he  spends  six  months 
of  every  year  in  the  old  country.  At  any 
rate  he  hopes  to  die  at  home,  and  if  that 
cannot  be  managed  he  will  be  buried  in 
the  new-model  cemetery  outside  the  town, 
and  not  under  the  stones  of  his  West 
Indian  churcL 

But  the  old  West  Indian  gentlemen  of 
the  days  when  the  home  voyage  was  as 
great  an  undertaking  as  is  a  voyage  to  the 
North  Pole  now,  lived  and  died  where  they 
made  their  money,  just  as  lived  and  died 
the  old  London  citizens,  and  were  buried 
in  the  parish  church  or  outside  it,  just  as 
were  buried  the  old  London  citizens ;  and 
so  even  more  interesting  than  organ-loft, 
or  chance],  or  three-decker  pulpit,  or  high, 
cushioned  pewa,  are  their  memorials.  No 
mere  flimsy,  temporary  afi'airs  Are  these 
memorials,  be  it  understood,  but  good, 
sturdy,  all-endming  inscriptions  and  em- 
bellishments deeply  cut  and  graven  on 
slate  and  stone,  or  printed  boldly  and 
unmistakeably  on  imperishable  marble. 

As  we  read  these  a  mental  picture 
gallery  is  presented  to  us,  and  vividly 
Ulnstrated  pages  of  the  book  of  the  past 
are  unfolded,  by  the  aid  of  which  we 
almost  seem  to  be  able  to  see  and  hear  the 
actors  and  actresses  on  a  stage  which  has 
disappeared  for  ever,  and  which  can  never 
be  revived  in  its  old  glory. 


Battle,  murder,  and  sudden  death  seem- 
ingly worked  havoc  in  the  old  days ;  but 
far  above  them  in  proportion  towers  the 
holocaust  of  victims  to  the  climate — or,  to 
be  fair  and  exact,  to  fever.  It  is  impossible 
to  help  remarking  how  often  on  these 
West  Indian  church  monuments  the  three 
words  ''of  yellow  fever"  follow  ihe 
word  *'  died  " ;  how  ruthlessly  death  swept 
the  ranks  of  the  young  and  the  mature ; 
how  rarely  we  find  attainment  to  a  ripe 
old  age.  And,  remarking  these  things, 
how  we  ought  to  thank  JEeaven  that  times 
are  changed,  and  that  nowadays  a  man 
need  no  more  dread  going  to  the  West 
Indies  on  account  of  yellow  fever  than 
going  to  England  on  account  of  contracting 
consumption  i 

Thoroughly  old-fashioned  and  entirely 
in  harmony  with  old  country  traditions  is 
the  universal  ascription  of  virtuous  qualities. 
He  who,  sauntering  through  a  London  City 
church,  has  smiled  at  the  mass  of  integrity, 
affection^  virtue,  kindliness,  and  honour 
recorded  about  him,  may  smile  again  in 
our  West  Indian  church  as  his  eyes  review 
the  memorialised  regiments  of  good  fathers, 
and  loving  husbands,  and  devoted  wives, 
and  affectionate  children,  and  conscientious 
Governors,  and  public-spirited  merchants, 
and  military  and  naval  Crichtons,  especially 
if  a  few  paragraphs  of  ^*  Tom*  Cringle" 
came  to  his  memory,  and  he  thinks  of  the 
lives  led  by  the  West  Indians,  and  of  the 
jobbery  and  corruption  which  saturated  our 
military  and  naval  administration  in  the 
old  days. 

L^t  us,  however,  look  at  a  few  of  the 
most  noticeable  memorials.  Move  this 
choir  bench  and  read  what  is  graven  on 
the  slate  slab  beneath  it : 

*'  Here  lyeth  interred  the  body  of  John 
Benbow  Esquire,  Admiral  of  the  White, 
a  true  pattern  of  English  courage  who 
lost  his  life  in  defence  of  his  Qieene  and 
Country,  NTovember  ye  fourth  1702,  in  the 
62^  year  of  his  age  by  a  wound  in  liis 
legg  received  in  an  engagement  with 
Monsieur  DaCasse,  being  much  lamented." 

How  can  we  help  reflecting  that  in  onr 
National  Pantheon  at  Westminster  many 
an  obscure  nonentity  lies  under  a  magni- 
ficent monument,  and  that  this  poor  slate 
slab,  half  hidden  from  sight  and  daily 
trodden  under  foot,  should  be  deemed 
good  enough  for  the  fine  old  sea  -  dog 
who,  deserted  by  Us  captains  and  sorely 
wounded,  upheld  the  honour  of  his  flag  on 
this  distant  seal 

Bead  the  moral  conveyed  by  tlie  epitaph 


I 


Ohailes  IHokens.) 


OLD  JAMAICAN  CQTJBOHES.        [NoTomberi8.i898.]    489 


in  this  flame  church  on  Edwaid 'TettlOi 
who  died  m  1742: 

Farewell,  vain  world 

I've  had  enough  of  thee 
I  am  now  g^own  careless, 

Of  what  thou  said  to  me. 

Your  smiles  I'le  court  not, 

Your  frowns  I  do  not  fear. 
My  days  are  past, 
My  head  lies  quiet  here. 
What  faults  you  saw  in  me  take  care  to  shun, 
And  look  at  home, — there's  enough  to  be  done. 

An  epitaph  in  Spanish  Town  Cathedral 
ifl  historically  interesting : 

''Here  lyeth  ye  bodye  of  Colbeck  of 
Colbeck  who  was  bom  ye  30  of  May 
1630  and  came  with  ye  army  that  con- 
qaerd  this  island  (Jamaica)  ye  lO'^  day 
of  May  1655,  where,  having  discluurged 
severall  Hon^  offices  both  dvill  and 
military  with  great  applause,  he  departed 
this  life  ye  22^  day  of  Febraary  1682." 

By  many  inscriptions  we  are  carried 
back  to  the  old  country,  for,  thoroughly 
settled  as  most  of  the  old  fellows  were 
in  their  island  homes^  the  old  country 
beyond  the  seas  was  ever  uppermost  in 
their  thoughts  as  home,  and  Uie  majority 
of  inscriptions,  notably  those  to  ttie 
memories  of  Scotsmen,  record  the  name 
of  the  memorialised  one's  original  birth- 
place. 

Here  is  one  to  Francis  Colepeper,  of 
Hollingboume,  Eenti  dated  1761.  In 
this  year  the  Colepepwa  were  still .  in 
possession  of  their  ancestral  home  near  the 
pleasant  little  village  which  stands  upon 
the  line  of  the  old  pilgrim  road  to  Canter- 
bury, and  we  may  be  sure  that  Francis  of 
Spanish  Town  often  and  often  reciJled  its 
stately  trees,  and  the  quaint  litUe  church, 
and  the  fine  old  ElisabeUian  manidon  facing 
the  village  street,  as  he  sipped  his  Madeira 
on  the  verandah  of  his  West  Indian 
mansioa 

So,  no  doubt,  did  Archibald  Kerr,  of  Jed- 
burgh, in  the  county  of  Koxbui^h,  often 
think  of  his  home  by  the  lonely  Cheviots, 
ere  he  was  laid  to  his  rest  in  the  year 
17#4j  and  as  he  rode  about  under  the 
burning  sun  superintending  the  gangs, 
and  seeing  that  no  undue  waste  of 
"  megass  "  was  allowed,  perhaps  compared 
his  lot  with  that  of  his  left-handed— <' ker- 
handed"^  brethren  in  their  troublous 
home  in  those  troublous  times.  For  in  the 
year  1724  England  and  Scotland  were  still 
hammering  at  each  other  on  the  Border, 
notwithstanding  that  the  two  kingdoms 
had  been  some  time  united  politically,  and 
Archibald  as  a  child  might  often  have 


heard  the  famous  war-cry,  "Jethart  is 
here!'';  might  even  have  seen  "Jethart 
Laa"  put  into  execution,  and  certainly 
must  have  heard  his  nurse  sing  of  that 
unfortunate  famQy  expedition  over  the 
Border  and  down  the  Usway  Bam  to 
Thropton,  near  Bothbury,  when,  out  of 
five-and-fif ty  <*  bnhldly  "  Kerrs,  not  half-a- 
dozen  eame  home  to  tell  the  story  of 
defeat 

So  we  go  on  from  monument  to  monu- 
ment. There  are  famous  names  on  some 
of  them,  and  records  of  famous  deeds  on 
many.  There  are  the  records  of  men  who 
have  died  here  full  of  honours  and  of 
years ;  but  far  exceeding  them  in  number 
are  those  of  men  cut  off  by  what  is  called 
"the  climate,"  but  which  we,  in  the  light 
of  dearly-bought  experience  know  to  be 
either  personal  wilfid  or  criminal  Govern- 
mental neglect,  in  the  very  flower  of  their 
youth.  Here  a  marble  tablet  bears  the 
names  of  a  score  of  these  victims,  all 
carried  away  at  one  fell  swoop.  There, 
a  grotesque  carving  from  the  hand  of 
Boubil]iac  memorialises  the  death  of  a 
young  officer  by  the  explosion  of  a  piece 
of  artillery  during  the  firing  of  a  sdute. 
Simplicity  is  the  prevalent  characteristic, 
and  if  embellishment  Is  attempted,  it 
rarely  goes  beyond  armorial  bearings,  or 
the  orthodox  weeping  female,  or  the 
inverted  totch,  or  the  heads  of  cherubs. 

So  engrossed  do  we  become  in  our 
examination  of  these  links  binding  the 
present  to  the  past,  that  we  are  startled 
by  the  clash  of  bells  announcing  the 
approach  of  the  hour  of  diyne  service; 
and  a  few  minutes  later  the  swish  of  trail- 
ing garments  and  the  clatter  of  feet  warn 
us  to  secure  our  seats. 

In  pours  the  black  portion  of  the  con- 
gregation. It  Is  composed  for  the  most 
part  of  womea  They  are  gorgeously 
arrayed  in  silks  and  cottons  of  the  most 
bewildering  brilliancy,  with  golden  bee- 
hive-shaped ornaments  in  their  ears,  and 
twists  of  gold  about  theb  necks,  and  all 
are  beaming  and  smiling  with  the  utmost 
complacency  and  self-satisfaction. 

With  a  great  many  of  them  the  first 
duty  is  to  take  off  their  boots  or  shoes. 
Small  wonder,  for  half  of  them  are  in  the 
habit  of  trudging  twenty  or  thirty  miles  a 
day  bare-footed  to  and  from  market,  and 
the  other  half,  if  they  do  not  use  their  feet 
so  hardly,  at  any  rate  never  confine 
them. 

Poor,  or  wanting  in  proper  pride  indeed 
must  be  that  woman  who  cannot  raise  a 
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Jalr  of  boot!  or  ahoes  lor  Sunday  tue! 
t  means  agony,  yon  may  conceive,  to 
keep  pinched  ap  In  stiff  leather  a  pair  of 
feat  need  to  free,  antrammelled  movement, 
bat  it  has  to  be  borne,  and  it  Ii  borne — 
for  a  few  mlnntes.  It  ia  managed  thus. 
On  the  road  to  church  a  halt  is  made  at 
abont  two  hundred  yards'  distance  from 
the  bnHding  for  the  piopose  of  pattbg  on 
the  boots  or  shoes,  which  have  been 
hitherto  held  in  the  hands.  Church  is 
then  hobbled  into,  and  the  boots  or  shoes 
taken  off,  to  be  again  put  on  as  tibe 
service  draws  to  a  closa  Church  is  then 
hobbled  out  of,  and  at  a  respectable 
distance  from  it  the  instruments  of  torture 
are  agahi  got  rid  of,  not  to  be  put  on 
again  untQ  this  day  week. 

Later,  the  white  folk  begin  to  arrive. 
The  men  wear  orthodox  black  coats,  and 
some  of  them  are  actually  provided  with 
tall  hats.  The  women  are  dressed  with 
greater  regard  for  comfort  and  coolness 
than  for  display,  and  carry  fans,  if  not 
prayer-books.  The  children  are  West 
Indian  in  appearance,  whidi  means  that 
they  are  poor  little  white-faced,  large-eyed, 
weedy-limbed  shrimps. 

Then  with  much  ado  the  choir  enters. 
It  is  composed  of  black  and  coloured  men 
and  women,  the  former  very  strong  in  the 
collar  and  cuff  department,  the  latter  in 
tolerably  recent  European  fashionable 
attire,  and  all  very  complacent  and  well- 
pleased  with  themselves.  Amidst  the  old- 
world  surroundings  of  the  church  itself, 
with  the  old  familiar  chants  and  hymn 
tunes  ringing^  In  the  ears,  it  would  be 
hard  to  realise  that  we  are  in  the  West 
Indies,  were  it  not  for  these  lines  of  black 
faces.  Nor  are  the  old  country  traditions 
confined  to  the  church  service,  for  when  it 
has  finished,  there  is  a  church  parade  held 
by  the  black  people,  whilst  the  '^buckra 
folk/'  for  whom  such  proceedings  are 
too  hot,  get  Into  their  buggies  and  drive 
off. 

The  black  ladies  have  their  instruments 
of  torture  on  now,  and  their  attempts  to 
mask  physical  suffering  with  an  appearance 
of  radiant  contentment  would  be  amusing 
if  they  were  not  pitif  uL  So  they  chatter 
and  laugh  with  much  fine-ladyish  air,  and 
the  young  bucks  ogle  and  say  pretty 
things  and  strike  attitudes  untfl  the  black 
beadle  closes  the  ehurch  door  with  a  bang, 
thereby  notifying  that  it  is  high  time  for 
all  dawdlers  and  gossips  to  clear  out,  and 
allow  him  to  get  to  his  dhmer — and  out 
of  his  boots. 


NATIONAL    EMBLEMS  AND 
NATIONAL  COLOURS. 


In  those  olden  times  which  had  formerly 
such  a  charm  for  poet  and  romancH  bat 
much  of  the  glamour  of  which  has  been 
dissipated  by  modem  research— in  the 
olden  times  it  was  the  custom  for  ChrlBtian 
Kings  to  adopt,  as  their  own  diedDgaifihing 
ensign,  the  banner  of  the  saint  whom  they 
worshipped  as  their  special  patron  and 
protector.  Thus  we  find  the  earliest 
French  Kings  assuming  fear  this  parpoie 
the  cloak  of  Saint  Martb,  the  great 
Apostle  of  the  Oauls.  In  his  hesUien 
days  Martin,  according  to  the  legend,  was 
a  military  tribune  at  Amieni,  who,  one 
bitter  winter  day,  shared  Ids  cloak  with  a 
beggar,  to  protect  him  from  the  exeeeaiTe 
cold.  At  night  Christ  appcMred  to  the 
soldier  in  this  rent  resture,  and  spake  to 
liim  words  of  good  cheer.  It  was  bine,  of 
course;  blue,  in  ecclesiasticid  heraldiy, 
being  appropriated  to  Confessois  of  the 
Faith,  because  it  Is  the  colour  of  fidelity; 
an  association  which  may  have  been  tug- 
gested  by  Numbers,  chapter  fifteen,  verse 
thirty-eight,  where  the  children  of  lerael, 
as  a  mark  or  sign,  are  bidden  to  make  them 
fringes  in  the  borders  of  their  garments, 
and  to  put  upon  the  fringe  "a  riband  of 
blue/'  Blae  behig  Saint  Martin'e  coloni, 
it  became  the  national  colour  of  France 
during  the  first  dynasty  of  its  Kings. 

The  advent  of  the  CarloviDgian  dynasty 
brought  about  a  change  in  both  the 
national  colour  and  the  national  flag,  red 
being  substituted  for  blue,  and  Saint  Denis 
for  Saint  Martin.  The  Carloviogian 
staridard  was  really  no  other  than  the 
oriflamme,  which  has  played  so  eon- 
spicuous  a  part  in  French  history,  bat  was 
not  formally  adopted  until  1082,  in  the 
reign  of  Philip  the  First  It  consieted  of 
a  red  or  crimson  flag  mounted  on  a  gilded 
staff,  the  flag  being  cut  into  three  ''van- 
dykes,"  to  represent  "tongues  of  firv 
with  a  silken  tassel  between  each.  Neither 
gold  nor  silver  ornament  was  aboat  it—it 
was  *^de  eendal  roujoyant  et  simploi  9$id» 
pourtraicture  d'aucune  affaire."  The  old 
romance  writers  pretended  that  the  infidel 
was  blinded  by  merely  looking  upon  itl 
In  the  ''  Boman  de  Garin ''  the  Saraeesi 
are  made  to  exclaim :  <'If  we  only  see  it, 
we  shall  be  dead  men."  And  Froiaaait 
affirms  that  as  soon  as  it  was  unfurled  at 
Sosbecque    the   fog   vanished  from  the 
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French  line  of  battle,  leaving  their  enemies 
atiU  ahronded  in  darknesB. 

Thus,  red,  the  eolonr  whioh  the  Church 
has  consecrated  to  her  martyrs,  became  in 
its  torn  the  eolonr  of  the  French  Kings. 
They  wore  it  on  their  coats -of -arms 
through  the  whole  period  of  the  Orusades, 
and  as  late  as  the  closing  decade  of  the 
fourteenth  century  were  still  faithful  to 
this  "glorious  blazon."  The  famous  Da 
Guesclin,  fighting  against  our  English 
chivalry  in  Poitou,  wore  the  red  cross 
while  Us  adversaries  wore  thd  white.  But 
after  the  great  defeat  at  Agfncourt,  in 
1415,  the  French  Kings  abandoned  the 
oriflamme  because  it  had  been  assumed  by 
Henry  the  Fifth  and  his  successors,  and 
adopted  white  as  the  national  colour,  when 
England  had  discarded  it.  This  is  a  curious 
but  little-known  historical  fact.* 

Bat  it  may  be  surmised  that  in  taking 
up  white,  Charles  the  Seventh  and  his  son, 
Louis  the  Eleventh,  were  piously  influenced 
by  their  devotion  to  the  Virgin,  of  whose 
immaculate  purity  white  was  a  fitting 
emblem.  White,  however,  was  not  the 
only  colour  emblazoned  by  the  French. 
Daring  the  long  and  bitter  struggle  be- 
tween Catholics  and  Huguenots,  the  former 
canied  scarves  and  colours  of  red,  while 
scarves  and  colours  of  white  were  assumed 
by  the  King  of  Navarre  and  his  partisans. 
Even  the  tricolour,  which  the  French 
Revolution  nationaUsed,  was  frequently 
used  by  the  French  sovereigns,  not  in 
their  standards,  perhaps,  but  in  their 
liveries.  Frauds  the  First,  Henry  the 
Second,  Francis  the  Second,  and  Henry  the 
Third  introduced  it  into  the  costume  of 
their  pages.  In  the  reign  of  Henri  Qaatre, 
the  ihxee  colours  were  united  in  the 
uniform  of  the  halberdiers  and  the  Court 
dress  of  the  King's  "  valets-de-pied." 

It  is  pretended  that  the  combination 
was  devised  by  Mary  Stuart,  during  her 
brief  reign  as  Qaeen  of  Francis  the  Second, 
the  white  representing  France,  the  blue 
Scotland,  and  the  red  Switzerland — in 
compliment  to  the  Swiss  Guards,  who  were 


*  This  standard  was  powdered  with  flenrs-de-lys, 
which  were  eventually  reduced  to  three  in  number, 
as  symbolical,  perhaps,  of  the  Trinity.  They  repre- 
sent, though  very  imperfectly,  three  flowers  of  the 
white  lily  joined  together ;  and  not,  I  think,  as 
some  authorities  affirm,  the  white  iris,  though  the 
latter  is  often  called  flower-de-luce.  The  white  flag 
flourished  until  the  introduction  of  the  tricolour. 
At  the  Bourbon  restoration,  in  1830,  it  was  revived, 
but  finally  hauled  down  in  1850.  During  the  two 
Napoleonic  empires,  the  tricolour  was  powdered 
with  bees,  and  its  middle  stripe  charged  with  the 
Imperial  eugle. 


uniformed  in  red — but,  as  we  have  seen, 
it  was  known  before  her  tima 

Towards  the  close  of  Henry  the  Fourth's 
reign,  the  Dutch,  having  thrown  ofiP  the 
Spanish  yoke,  requested  permission  from 
the  French  King  to  assume  his  colours. 
He  assented,  and  sent  to  the  Stadtholder  a 
tricolour,  which  is  still  the  flag  of  Holland. 
Unlike  the  French,  it  is  divided  hori- 
zontally, in  the  following  order :  red  (top), 
white,  blue. 

Some  seventy  or  eighty  years  before 
France  was  involved  in  the  flames  of 
the  Bevolution — that  is,  at  the  epoch  of 
the  War  of  the  Succession,  when  she  was 
in  close  alliance  with  Spain  and  Bavaria — 
it  was  thought  desirable  to  distinguish  the 
Allied  soldiers  by  a  cockade,  which  com- 
bined the  colours  of  the  three  nations: 
the  white  of  France,  the  red  of  Spain,  and 
the  blue  of  Bavaria. 

To  none  of  these  incidents,  however, 
would  it  be  wise  to  attribute  the  origin  of 
the  historic  tricolour  and  cockade  adopted 
by  Bevolutionary  France.  At  the.  outset 
there  seemed  a  likelihood  that  green,  which 
Camille  Desmoulins  had  popularised  at  the 
Palais  Boyal,  would  have  become  the 
national  colour;  but  men  remembered  in 
time  that  it  was  th^t  of  the  livery  of  the 
Gomte  d'Aitois,  the  most  unpopular  of 
the  Bourbon  Princes,  and  it  was  thereupon 
discarded.  A  proposition  was  then  made 
to  assume  the  colours  of  the  city  of  Paris 
— blue  and  red,  as  Dumas  reminds  us  in 
his  "Six  Ans  Api ^s."  To  these  was  added 
the  "  white  "  of  so  many  glorious  memories, 
because  it  had  been  selected  by  the  National 
Guard  —  always  faithful  to  the  throne 
and  its  traditions. 

Not  until  some  months  after  the  capture 
of  the  Bastille  was  the  tricolour  definitively 
adopted,  when  Bailly  and  Lafayette  pre- 
sented it  to  Louis  the  Sixteenth  in  the 
great  hall  of  the  H6tel  de  Yilie ;  and  the 
Convention  issued  a  decree  in  which  it  was 
described  as  consisting  of  three  colours — 
''dispoB^es  en  trois  bandes  6gales,  de  mani^re 
que  le  bleu  soit  attach^  h  la  gard«  du 
pavilion,  le  blanc  au  milieu,  et  le  rouge 
flottant  dans  les  airs  " — that  is,  in  equal 
vertical  sections,  with  the  blue  inward,  the 
red  outward,  and  the  white  between. 
This  is  the  historic  flag  which  Napoleon's 
legions,  in  conjunction  with  their  eagles, 
bore  victoriously  from  the  Seine  to  the 
Elbe,  the  Tagus,  the  Borodino,  and  the 
Danube;  which  they  planted  victoriously 
on  the  walls  of  almost  every  European 
capital.    After  all,  it  held  within  its  folds 
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the  two  monarchical  coloare,  red  and  white, 
for  a  great  nation  cannot  cut  itself  off 
from  its  past.  Bat  a  French  writer  claims 
for  it  a  greater  antiqaity  than  this  fact 
implies.  Its  coloarSi  he  says,  are  those 
adopted,  eighteen  centuries  ago  and  more,  by 
the  old  aboriginal  Gallic  tribes ;  the  blue 
being  that  of  Celtic  Gaul,  the  white  of 
Belgic  Gaol,  and  the  red  of  Aqaitanian 
Gam;  the  three  peoples  among  which,  as 
one  learned  in  one's  boyhood,  "omnia 
Gallia  est  divisa." 

The  "scarf"  calls  for  a  few  words  of 
notice.  It  was  at  first  an  ensign  of 
chivalry.  That  of  the  "preux  chevalier"  was 
always  of  the  colour  which  his  lady  pre- 
ferred. Frequently  the  lady  herseu  be- 
stowed it  upon  her  favoured  knight,  then 
it  became  an  "emprise,"  and  according 
to  a  rule  of  chividry  he  held  it  until  some 
more  fortunate  knight  prevailed  over  him 
in  the  lists,  or  until  some  enterprise  which 
she  had  imposed  upon  him  was  accom- 
plished. 

When  the  Orders  of  Chivalry  were 
established,  the  scarf,  by  its  shape  and 
colour,  served  to  distinguish  them  from 
one  another.  The  commanders  of  arndes, 
and  the  leaden  of  factions,  such  as  the 
Gaelphs  and  Ghibellines  of  Italy,  or  the 
Protestants  and  Catholics  of  Germany  at 
a  later  date,  and  our  own  Eonndheads  and 
Cavaliers,  followed  the  example.  The 
scarf  worn  by  the  Crusaders  was  white, 
and  they  wore  it  "  en  sautoir,**  or  across 
the  breast  obliquely,  as  was  the  custom 
down  to  the  seventeenth  century.  That 
of  the  Haguenots  was  red,  that  of  the 
Leaguers  black,  from  the  death  of  their 
great  leader,  Guise,  until  on  the  assassina- 
iion  of  Henry  the  Third  they  changed  it 
to  green,  substituting  the  colour  of  hope 
for  that  of  sorrow  and  mourning.  In 
1692,  after  the  battle  of  Steinkirk,  the 
scarf  was  transformed  into  a  cravat,  which 
was  soon  afterwards  replaced  by  the 
cockade. 

The  Stuart  cockade  was  white,  the 
Hanoverian  black.  In  the  song  which 
commemorates  the  battle  of  Sheriffmuir, 
our  English  sddiers  are  called  "the  red- 
coat lads  wi'  black  cockades";  and  to  these 
black  cockades  allusion  is  often  made  by 
Fielding  and  Smollett.  The  French, 
before  the  Bevolution,  was  white.  The 
Austrian  is  black  and  yellow ;  the  Prussian, 
black  and  white. 

As  an  emblem  from  the  animal  world, 
England  has  annexed  the  lion;  and 
notwithstanding  Livingstone's  depreciation 


of  the  king  of  beasts,  I  am  not  sure  that 
our  masterful  nation  could  have  made  a 
better  choice.  In  the  Boyal  arms  are  three 
lions  passant,  gardant — ^fai  heraldic  lan- 
guage— that  is,  walking  and  showing  the 
full  face.  The  first  lion  was  borrowed 
from  the  arms  of  Bollo,  Duke  of  Nor- 
mandy, and  the  second  represented  the 
province  of  Maine.  These  were  the  two 
lions  borne  by  William  the  First,  William 
the  Second,  Henry  the  First,  and  Stephen. 
Henry  the  Second  added  a  thbd  to  repre- 
sent the  Duchy  of  Aquitaine,  which  he 
had  acquired  through  his  wife  Eleanor. 
The  French  heralds  call  the  lion  paesant 
a  "leopard";  and  Napoleon  was  fond  of 
boasting  to  his  soldiers  that  he  wonld 
drive  "  the  leopards  into  the  sea"— bat  he 
never  did ! 

"Supporters''  were  Introduced  by 
Edward  the  Third,  who  planted  on  the 
dexter  side  of  the  Boyal  shield  a  lion,  and 
on  the  sinister  an  eagla  The  lion  was 
retained  by  his  successors,  but  for  the 
eagle  each  sovereign,  until  the  accession 
of  James  the  First,  substituted  his  own 
family  badge :  Henry  the  Fifth,  an  ante- 
lope ;  Edward  the  Fourth,  a  bull ;  Eichard 
the  Third,  the  historic  boar ;  Henry  the 
Seventh,  the  Tudor  dragon ;  Henry  the 
Eighth,  Marv,  and  Elizabeth,  a  greyhound. 
James  the  First  replaced  the  greyhound 
by  the  legendary  unicorn,  and  the  lion 
and  the  unicorn  have  never  since  been 
disturbed  in  their  companionship. 

The  lion  rampant,  in  the  arms  of  the 
northern  kingdom,  was  first  assamed  by 
King  William  of  Scotland.  It  was 
borrowed  from  the  arms  of  the  Eail  of 
Huntingdon,  from  whom  the  Scottish 
sovereigns  partly  traced  their  descent. 

In  those  days  princes  suid  paladins  took 
a  strange  delight  in  such  heraldic  devices. 
Henry  the  First  bore  a  golden  lion; 
Bichard  the  First,  a  sleeping  lion ;  Henry 
the  Eighth,  a  lion  crowned;  Eiward  the 
Fourth — but  here  let  me  quote  from  Lord 
Lytton,  who,  in  his  picturesque  romance, 
"  The  Last  of  the  Barons,"  describhig  the 
approach  to  the  Boyal  gardens,  says: 
"The  stairs  were  covered  with  leathern 
carpets,  powdered  with  the  white  rose  and 
the  fleur  de  lis;  either  side  lined  by  the 
bearers  of  the  many  banners  of  Edward, 
displaying  the  white  lion  of  March,  the 
black  bull  of  Clare,  the  cross  of  Jernsalem, 
the  dragon  of  Aragon,  and  the  rising  soo, 
which  he  had  assumed  as  his  peculiar  war 
badge  since  the  battle  of  Mortimers 
Cross."    At  Barnet  the  silver  sun  was  the 
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oognisanee  on  all  his  banneri,  and  shone 
Tiotorioiuly  on  that  bloody  field. 

The  national  emblems  which  France  at 
different  times  has  taken  ap  from  the 
animal  world  %re  the  cock  and  the  eagle. 
When  the  former  was  adopted,  authorities 
— af  oer  their  manner — are  not  agreed ;  but 
hf  a  process  of  elimination  i^  can  easUy  be 
shown  to  be  of  comparatively  recent  date. 
Thus,  none  of  the  French  Kings  patronised 
Chanticleer.  A  lion  was  the  device  of 
Philip  Augastns ;  a  wild  boar  of  Loais  the 
Efgkth ;  a  dragon  of  St  Louis ;  an  eagle 
of  Philip  the  Bold ;  a  leopard  of  Charles 
the  Fair.  King  John's  device  was  a  swan ; 
Charles  the  Fifth's,  a  greyhound ;  Charles 
the  Seventh  and  Charles  the  Eighth  dis- 
played a  winged  stag ;  Louis  the  Twelfth, 
a  porcupine;  and  Francis  the  First,  a 
salamander.  In  fact,  the  Gallic  cock  does 
not  seem  to  have  crowed  or  elapped  its 
wings  until  about  the  middle  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  when  the  medallists 
took  possession  of  it.  In  1665,  the  town 
of  Qaesnoy  was  delivered  fromtheSpaniards 
by  a  French  army.  A  medal  was  struck 
to  commemorate  the  victory,  and  upon  its 
obverse  was  engraved  a  cock  (France)  in 
fall>  pursuit  of  a  lion  (SpaiD),  together 
with  the  iuEcription,  <<  Cantata  fugat,"  in 
evident  allusion  to  a  superstition  of  the 
ancients,  that  the  cock,  by  his  crowing, 
could  put  to  flight  the  king  of  beasts. 

Thenceforth  the  cock  is  not  infrequently 
met  with  as  a  Gallic  emblem ;  but  it  did 
not  attain  a  national  character  until  the 
French  Revolution.  In  1789  it  was 
adopted  by  the  National  Gaard,  ap- 
parently from  a  classical  reminiscence  that 
in  the  old  mythology  it  figured  as  the  bird 
of  Mars.  Bat  only  for  a  brief  period  was 
it  allowed  to  enjoy  its  "  pride  of  place." 
The  din  of  the  Eeign  of  Terror  silenced  it ; 
the  red  Cap  of  Liberty  terrified  it  into 
flight;  and  after  1793  it  is  met  with  no 
more  except  in  foreign  caricatures. 

We  come  next  to  the  eagle,  which  is 
m^t  with  in  the  heraldry  of  all  warlike 
races.  The  strength  and  vigour  of  its 
flight,  its  apparent  courage,  its  glowing 
eye,  its  home  among  the  misty  crags,  all 
these  particulars  impressed  the  imagination 
of  the  world's  "grey  forefathers";  so  that 
in  their  myths  and  legends  the  eagle  is 
always  to  the  fore.  You  hear  its  far- 
spreading  pinions  winnowing  the  air.  The 
bird  of  Zeus,  you  seeit  grasping  the  thunder- 
bolt in  ite  talons.  lo  fears  not  the  blinding 
radiance  of  the  sun.    Oftentimes  it  employs 


its  prowess  and  puissance  as  a  champion 
and  deliverer.  It  is  represented  as  saving 
Helen  when  the  sacerdotal  knife  had  been 
whetted  to  shed  her  Uood ;  as  savins 
Valeria  Lnpera,  when  she  was  being  led 
as  a  victim  to  the  altar.  It  was  every- 
where accepted  as  the  eyemy  of  death — as 
the  symbol  of  Immortality.  According  to 
the  poets,  every  decade  it  soars  into  the 
"  fiery  region,"  and  thence  swoops  down 
into  the  sea,  to  take  on  a  new  coat  of 
plumage  and  a  new  lease  of  life.  So 
Spenser  sings : 

An  eagle  fresh  out  of  the  ocean  wave, 
Where  he  bath  left  his  plumes  all  hoary  ^ay, 
And  decks  himself  with  feathers  youthly  gay. 

In  the  mythologies  it  is  the  bird  of 
power,  victory,  dominion.  The  Garuda  of 
the  Hindu  is  the  bearer  of  the  god  Vishnu, 
and  with  its  radiance  overcomes  all  evil 
spirits.  In  the  Greek  we  are  told  that 
when  Zeus  was  preparing  for  his  war 
against  the  Titans,  an  eagle  brought  him 
a  thunderbolt,  and  thereafter  he  took  the 
bird  as  his  emblem.  In  the  Norse  my- 
thology it  Is  a  sombre  figure,  assumed  by 
demons,  or  perhaps  by  Odin  himself, 
shrouded  in  tempest-clouds,  or  in  the 
gloom  of  night.  The  storm-giant,  Hiai- 
welgr,  sits  in  the  guise  of  an  eagle  on  the 
threshold  of  heaven,  and  blows  blasts  of 
wind  over  all  the  earth;  while  on  the 
great  tree  YgdrasQ  an  eagle  watches 
everything  tlmt  happens.  In  Egypt  it 
was  the  emblem  of  the  river-god»  the  Kile. 

As  a  symbol  of  celestial  power  it  natu- 
rally came  to  typify  earthly  power.  In 
warfare  it  seems  to  have  been  first  carried 
by  the  Persians,  who  believed  that  Mithra 
— the  sun-— deigning  to  reveal  himself  in 
a  visible  form,  took  that  of  the  eagle ;  and 
it  was  a  golden  eagle,  brilliant  as  the  sun, 
which  Gyrus  planted  on  all  his  standards. 
Its  maitial  fame,  however,  it  owes  to  the 
Bomaos,  who  from  a  very  early  period 
selected  it  as  their  national  device.  Under 
their  Kings,  under  their  Consuls,  under 
their  Emperors,  it  led  their  armies  to 
victory.  Eagles  of  bronza  or  silver,  with 
wings  outstretched  as  if  yearning  to  speed 
to  far-off  lands,  were  carried  before  the 
legions  on  long  poles,  and  inspired  them 
with  a  spirit  of  indomitable  resolve.  Each 
legion  had  its  own  eagle,  which  it  regarded 
with  almost  religious  veneration.  The 
soldiers  sware  by  it  solemnly  as  by  a 
divinity,  and  such  oaths  were  held  to  be 
of  peculiar  saciedness.  And  it  retained 
among  the  Romans  its  protective  character ; 
a  criminal  about  to  fall  beneath  the  cen- 
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tnrion's  aze,  or  a  prisoner  oondemned  to 
death,  escaped  if  he  eoold  ancceed  in 
grasping  the  standard-bearer's  staff,  and 
thns  placing  himself  onder  the  protection 
of  the  mystic  eagle. 

In  the  Soman  triamphs  it  was  the  eentre 
of  pomp  and  eircamstanoe ;  crowns  of 
laurels  and  garlands  of  flowers  adorned  it. 
When  a  legion  chose  a  site  for  its  camp,  its 
eagle  was  set  op  in  the  centre;  if  two 
lemons  encamped  together,  they  planted  a 
doable  eagle,  with  heMs  and  wings  opposed, 
on  their  boundary  line;  a  practice  which 
explains,  perhaps,  the  two-fold  eagle  en- 
grayed  on  the  Colnmn  of  Antoninus.  At 
all  erents,  this  eagle  must  not  be  mistaken 
for  the  prototype  of  the  double-headed 
bird  which  the  Byzantine  Emperors  adopted 
as  symbolical  of  their  sovereignty  orer  the 
East  and  West 

If  the  battle  went  against  the  Bomans, 
as  on  the  fatal  field  of  Thiasymene,  they 
neyer  suffered  their  eagles  to  fall  into 
the  victors'  hands.  The  standard-bearer 
snapped  his  spear  in  twain,  and  buried 
deep  the  eagle  and  the  broken  staff  which 
it  surmounted.  To  the  devout  care  of  a 
standard-bearer  on  one  such  occasion  we  are 
indebted  for  the  sole  legionary  eagle  which 
has  eome  down  to  us.  It  was  found  in 
(Germany,  on  the  lands  of  the^  Count  von 
Erlach — made  of  bronze,  gilded ;  twenty 
inches  high ;  weighing  eight  pounds.  The 
bearer  had  doubtlessly  buried  it  when  he 
saw  his  legion,  the  twenty-third,  giving  way 
before  the  German  attack.  Thus  the 
enemies  of  Some  might  prove  victorious, 
but  were  allowed  no  opportunity  of  ex- 
hibiting what  would  have  been  their  fairest 
trophies  —  exqept  in  the  case  of  the 
wretched  Varus,  whose  eternal  shame  it 
was  to  witness  not  only  the  destruction 
of  his  legion?,  but  the  loss  of  their  eagles. 

It  was  a  tradition  of  the  North  that  two 
of  these  were  carried  away  by  the  con- 
quering bands  of  Arminius ;  and  that  one, 
of  bronze,  was  given  to  the  Germans ;  the 
other,  of  silver,  to  the  Sarmatians.  Hence 
the  black  eagle  in  the  arms  of  Germany ; 
the  white  in  those  of  Poland.  Picturesque, 
but  not  true  1  Certainly,  the  Empire, 
which  now  bears  a  double-headed  eagle, 
was  at  first  contented  with  the  bird  *'  au 
naturel";  but  this  was  inherited  from 
the  Soman  Caesars,  whom  the  German 
Emperors  represented.  The  bird  received 
a  second  bead  in  802,  to  typify  the  union 
of  Germany  and  Some. 

The  Muscovites,  as  they  increased  in 
power,  grew  jealous  of  this  double-headed 


emblem,  and  Ivan  the  Third,  on  marryfaig 
the  daughter  of  the  Greek  Emperor, 
Michael  ralsdologus,  tiiought  himself  en- 
titled to  earry  it  also.  He  therefore  gave 
orders  that  on  all  his  coinage  a  doable- 
headed  eagle  should  be  engraved,  eorre- 
sponding  in  every  deteil  with  the  Imperial 
bird  of  Germany.  But  when  the  new 
currency  q>peared,  lo  and  behold,  the 
Sussian  eagle,  instead  of  soaring  with 
outspread  wings,  carried  ite  pinions  droop- 
ing ;  and  the  indignant  Czar  immediately 
hung  the  designers  and  engravers  who  had 
ventured  on  this  deviation. 

The  eagle  was  adopted  by  Napoleon 
when  he  became  Emperor  in  1804.  The 
grand  ceremony  of  distributing  the  new 
emblem  to  the  army,  in  place  of  tbe 
national  colours,  took  place  in  the  Champ 
de  Mars  on  the  day  after  his  coronation. 
Before  the  Emperor,  who  was  seated  on  a 
magnificent  throne,  deployed  his  splendid 
columns.  He  rose  and  addressed  them: 
''Soldiers,  behold  your  colours  1  These 
eagles  will  always  be  your  raUying-point. 
They  will  always  be  where  your  Emperor 
may  think  them  necessary  for  the  defence 
of  his  throne  and  his  people.  Sfvear  to 
sacrifice  your  lives  in  their  defence,  and  by 
your  courage  to  keep  them  constantly  in 
the  path  of  victory.    Swear  1 " 

These  eagles,  durbg  the  years  of  Napo- 
leon's reign,  were  carried  on  many  an 
arduous  march  and  bloody  battle-field. 
The  French  soldiers  came  to  regard  them 
with  a  sentiment  of  devotion  worthy  of 
the  ancient  Somans — a  sentiment  which 
Napoleon  carefully  nourished.  In  his 
eloquent  speeches  and  bulletins  allusions 
to  the  eagles  were  seldom  absent  The 
scene  when,  after  his  abdication  at  Fon- 
teinebleau  in  1814.  he  bade  farewell  to  Ids 
Old  Guard,  was  characteristic.  In  con- 
cluding his  address,  he  said  :  ''  Adieu,  my 
comrades  !  I  should  wish  to  press  you  aU 
to  my  bosom  ;  let  me  at  least  embrace  your 
standard."  At  these  words  General  Petit, 
who  was  in  command,  took  the  eagle  and 
came  forward.  Napoleon  received  liim  in 
his  arms,  and  kissed  the  eagle.  The 
silence  was  broken  only  by  the  sobs  of  the 
veterans.  "  Farewell,  once  more,  my  old 
comrades  1  Let  this  kiss  be  imprinted  on 
all  your  hearts ! " 

So  much  for  the  Imperial  eagle  of 
France,  which  was  abolished  by  the 
Bourbons,  restored  by  Napoleon  the  Third 
in  1852,  and  finally  set  aside  by  the 
SepubUc  in  1870. 

The  standard  of  the  United  States— 


**the  BttfB  and- stripes" — ^has  seren  red 
bars  on  a  white  groond^  and  in  the  npper 
corner  a  square  of  forty-two  white  stars, 
one  for  each  State,  npon  a  field  azare. 
The  Oerman  Imperial  standard  shows  the 
historic  iron  cross  on  a  gold  or  yellow 
field,  each  quarter  behg  charged  with 
three  black  eagles  and  an  Imperial  crown, 
whfle  over  the  whole  is  a  ydlow  or  gold 
shield,  with  the  Imperial  arms  ensigned 
with  a  crown  and  sorroonded  by  the  collar 
of  the  Black  Eagle — a  trnly  elaborate  piece 
of  heraldic  work !  The  Bossian  standard 
is  yellow,  and  carries  the  arms  of  the 
empire.  The  white  standard — bine  bor- 
dered— of  Italy  is  decorated  with  a  fine 
show  of  the  King's  armorial  bearings.  The 
Belgian  standard  Is  striped  yertically,  in 
black,  yellow,  and  red ;  that  of  the  Nether- 
lands horizontally,  in  red,  white,  and  bine. 
Each  carries  the  Boyal  achieyement.  The 
Imperial  standard  of  Anistria  displays  the 
eagle  of  the  empire  on  a  yellow  fiel^,  and 
has  an  indented  border  of  gold,  silver,  blae, 
and  black.  The  Spanish  standard  is 
blazoned  all  oyer  with  the  Boyal  qtiarter- 
ings  j  that  of  Portugal  is  red,  charged  with 
the  Portogneee  arms  and  crown.  The 
ancient  fiag  of  Denmark — it  dates  from 
the  thirteenth  century  —  Is  red,  with  a 
wldte  cross,  which,  in  a  central  sqaarCj  has 
the  Boyal  arms,  surrounded  by  the  collars 
of  the  Elephant  and  the  Dannebrog. 

And  now  for  a  few  words  upon  devices. 

A  device  may  be  described  as  a  kind  of 
"figured  metaphor,"  by  means  of  which 
one  object  is  represented  by  another  which 
bears  a  likeness  to  it.  Thus,  the  life  of  a 
man,  his  origin,  his  high  deeds^  by  an 
emblem  or  image.  Even  the  ancients 
made  use  of  devices,  Efogs  and  cbkfs 
carrying  them  on  their  bucklers  and  ensigns; 
as  a  rme,  however,  these  were  simply  em- 
blems without  legends.  Thus,  at  the  siege 
of  Thebes,  the  soothsayer  Amphiaraiis 
carried  a  dragon  on  his  buckler,  Perseus 
a  Gorgon's  head,  Oapanseas  a  hydra, 
and  Polynices  a  sphynz — a  symbolical 
reminiscence  of  the  means  by  which 
his  fattier  (Edipus  attained  to  sovereign 
power. 

In  the  course  of  time  the  device  was 
developed,  and  a  meaning  put  into  it  For 
example,  Augustus  engraved  on  his  coinage 
an  anchor  entwined  with  a  dolphin,  and 
the  inscription^  "Festina  lente."  But  it 
was  not  until  medinval  times— the  age 
of  romance  and  .chivalry— *when  tourneys, 
carousels,  and  all  manner  of  chivalrous 
functions  rendered  the  use  of  these  pic- 


turesque devices  absolutely  necessary. 
Then  they  branched  out  into  iour  dis- 
tinct varieties:  1,  those  designed  in 
imitation  of  arabesques,  by  colours  or 
combinations  of  colours,  of  which  the  last 
existing  souvenir  is  the  "lacs  d'amour,'' 
which  may  still  be  seen  on  the  escutcheon 
of  the  Kiugs  of  Sardinia ;  2,  devices  en- 
closing only  words,  and  therefore  known 
as  "S.mes  sans  corps";  3,  those  which 
had  a  figure  but  no  words,  "corps  sans 
&tne";  4,  those  which  had  both  body, 
".corps/'  and  soul,  '''&me/'  that  is,  both  the 
material  representative  of  the  idea,  and  the 
legend  or  interpreting  motto. 

To  the  fourth  class  a  few  words  may  be 
given,  as  it  was  the  class  which  gained  the 
widest  popularity  and  enjoyed  the  longest 
life.  The  art  of  composing  them  was  sub- 
jected to  severe  rules.  The  "  body  "  and 
the  "  soul "  were  required  to  be  in  such  re- 
lation to  each  other  that  tiie  "soul" 
should  invariably  explidn  the  "body." 
The  legend  must  be  concise,  neatly  turned, 
and  ingeniously  suggestive  —  Uke  ttie 
•'Desdichado"^  the  disinherited  knight 
in  "Ivanhoa"  It  had  always  to  be  ap- 
plicable to  the  person,  as  well  as  to  the 
material  object  forming  the  "body,"  and 
it  must  not  be  drawn  from  things  un- 
known, nor  must  it  be  too  enigmatic,  or 
too  facile,  too  humble,  or,  above  all,  too 
arrogant  Again,  it  was  essential  that  the 
figure  should  be  agreeable  to  the  eye,  and 
Its  idea  to  the  mind.  Finally,  the  device 
was  perfect  only  when  the  "  body  "  was 
unique,  and  the  "  soul,"  or  motto,  in  a  lan- 
guage which  was  not  the  mother-tongue  of 
him  who  bore  it 

The  motto  ought  not  to  contain  more 
than  eight  syllables.  That  of  our  Ofder 
of  the  Garter,  "Hon!  soit  qui  mal  y 
pense,"  contains  only  seven ;  that  of  our 
Kings,  "Dieu  et  mon  droit,"  only  four. 
The  device  of  Leo  the  Tenth  was  a  yoke, 
with  " Suave''  for  the  motto— "The  yoke 
of  the  Lord  is  sweet"  That  of  Henry 
the  Thbd,  King  of  France  and  Poland, 
two  crowns  on  the  earth,  and  one  up 
above,  with  the  motto  "Manet  ultima 
ccbIo;"  that  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  the 
pillars  of  Hercules,  and  the  legend  "  Ne 
plus  ultra."  Devices  went  out  of  vogue 
in  the  seventeenth  century,  and  now 
survive  only  in  the  coats -of- arms  of 
our  older  families,  where  the  reader,  if 
he  be  so  disposed,  may  study  them  at 
leisure,  and  examine  how  nearly  they 
approach  the  ideal  embodied  in  the  fore- 
going rules. 
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ONLY   JACK. 

A  STORY  IN  TWO  CHAPTERS.     CHAPTER  I. 

He  wm  tall,  and  by  no  means  ill-looking, 
with  dark  brown  hair  and  eyes,  and 
straight,  well-ont  features;  a  pleasant, 
manly  fellow  enough,  whom  everybody 
liked,  and  nobody  considered. 

For  he  was  "only  Jack."  In  those 
words  yon  read  the  whole  history  of  his 
position ;  so  far.  at  least,  as  his  domestio 
ufe  was  concerned. 

Some  people  seem  bom  to  be  slighted 
and  pat  upon ;  Jack  was  one  of  them. 

His  sisters  made  use  of  him  when  It 
served  their  purpose,  and  then  forgot  his 
very  existence  U9til  the  nex!i  time  they 
wanted  him;  his  mother  never  dreamed 
of  consultinff  him  until  she  had  made  up 
her  own  mind,  when  she  entrusted  him  with 
the  execution  of  her  wishes,  he,  of  course, 
defraying  all  expenses.  Why  should  she 
trouble  herself  with  the  diacnssion  of 
details  and  such  annojing  matters )  Wny 
should  she  ask  his  opmion  I  It  was  "  only 
Jack,"  she  said. 

Mother  and  sisters  all  lived  in  Jack's 
house,  and  they  lived  in  very  good  style. 
That  is  to  say,  they  spent  a  great  deal  of 
money,  and  kept  a  great  deal  of  company ; 
and  whatever  Jack  thought  about  it,  he 
never  said  a  word.  Why,  indeed,  should 
he,  when  nobody  asked  his  opinion  t 

Jack  had  been  the  nominal  head  of  the 
family  for  some  years,  and  the  actual  head 
of  Myerson's  B^nk.  He  was  very  regular 
in  his  attendance  at  the  bank,  and  no  one 
there  would  ever  have  dreamed  of  applying 
that  slighting  epithet  ''only"  to  Mr. 
Myersoa  Perhaps  this  was  one  reason 
why  he  spent  so  many  hours  beneath  that 
respectable,  if  somewhat  sombre,  roof ;  for, 
after  aD,  it  is  never  pleasant  to  be  treated 
as  a  person  of  no  consequence ;  «nd  the 
most  simple,  unassuming  nature  cannot 
feel  exactly  grateful  to  those  who  con- 
sistently adopt  this  tone.  Bat  whatever 
he  felt.  Jack  said  nothing,  and  so  nobody 
was  any  the  wiser. 

Jack's  house — the  house  where  his  father 
and  grandfather  had  lived  before  him — 
stood  some  little  way  out  of  the  town. 
It  was  a  rambling,  picturesque  old  build- 
ing, all  overgrown  with  ivy  and  flowering 
creepers,  and  the  grounds  that  surrounded 
it  were  extremely  beautiful  It  was  a  very 
pleasant  house  to  stay  at,  and  so  many 
people  knew  who  had  been  fortunate 
enough  to  receive  an  invitation  to  pass  a 


few  days  there;  but  the  guests  rarely 
remained  long,  more  especially  if  they  were 
ladies,  and  not — as  yet — ^weU  stricken  in 
years ;  for  the  Myerson  girls  liked  change, 
and  usually  tired  of  their  acquaintanoes 
with  astonishing  rapidity.  "  A  week/'  said 
Constance,  the  younger  and  cleverer  sister, 
"Is  amply  long  enough  to  exhaust  the 
average  person's  topics  of  conversation, 
and  when  those  are  once  exhausted,  the 
person  becomes  a  bore.  It  is  then  betCbr 
to  part,  and  to  start  fresh ; "  and  on  this 
theory  she  consistently  acted. 

Bit  every  rule  must  have  its  exceptions : 
little  Minnie  Brender  had  already  been  at 
least  fourteen  days  beneatii  the  Myersona' 
hospitable  roof,  and  there  was  as  yet  no 
talk  of  her  leaving;  on  the  contrary, 
Constance  herself  spoke  of  engagements  a 
week  hence,  taking  it  for  granted,  appa- 
rently, that  Minnie  would  bear  her  part  in 
them,  and  seeming  not  only  contented, 
but  wdl  pleased  t£kt  it  should  be  so ;  and 
yet  the  girl's  topics  of  conversation  were 
'by  no  means  particularly  varied.  Wha^ 
then^  was  the  meaning  of  it)  Jack,  who 
was  rather  an  observfaig  young  man  in  a 
quiet  sort  of  way,  would  very  much  have 
liked  to  know ;  but  there  was  nothing  in 
the  circumstances  of  the  case — so  far  as  he 
was  acquainted  with  them — which  oould 
throw  any  light  upon  the  mystery. 

Constance  had  made  Minnie's  acquaint- 
ance while  on  a  visit  to  a  friend ;  she  Uked 
her,  she  sud,  and  wished  to  see  more  of 
her.  Bat  then  Constance  liked  so  many 
people ;  there  was  nothing  unusual  in  that, 
though  there  was  in  the  fact  that  the 
liking  had  lasted  so  long.  Minnie  was  a 
pretty  little  thing,  with  big,  soft  eyeS|  and 
a  n\pe  voice ;  not  at  all  like  Jack's  sisters, 
who  were  taD,  stately  young  women,  In 
whose  nature  softness  and  gentleness  were 
by  no  means  pronounced  characteriatica. 
She  seemed  a  little  shy,  too.  Jack  thought ; 
but  then,  to  be  sure,  he  had  scarcely  said 
two  words  to  her  except  at  the  dinner- 
table,  and  there  were  always  such  a  lot  of 
people  about  that  a  fellow  had  no  oppor* 
tunity  of  really  making  acquaintance  with 
any  one  of  them.  B^jsides,  when  tiiey 
usually  stayed  such  a  very  short  tim^ 
it  was  really  hardly  worth  while  to  do  so ; 
from  which  it  will  be  seen  tiiat  Jadi's 
views  on  these  matters  differed  coneider- 
ably  from  his  sister's,  though  it  was  not 
often  that  the  difference  caused  him  any- 
thing more  than  a  momentary  feeling  of 
regret. 

Jack  had  returned  from  the  bank  much 
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earlier  than  UBaal  one  af  tornoon,  and  was 
pondering  in  a  quiet  way  over  this  matter 
while  he  smoked  a  peaceful  cigar  in  the 
garden,  when  the  sound  of  voices  attracted 
his  attention.  He  strolled  on  down  the 
path ;  and  as  he  approached  the  speakers, 
the  following  words  fell  on  his  ear. 

"No,  Connie;  I  cannot  do  it.  Don't 
ask  me." 

"  Nonsense,  you  ridiculous  child !  I  tell 
you,  it's  only  Jack  1  ** 

*'Tdat  is  no  reason  why  I ''  she 

broke  off  suddenly,  colouring  hotly,  as 
Jack  himself  emerged  from  the  shadows  of 
the  shrubbery  on  to  the  sunlit  lawn. 

''  There,  did  you  ever  see  such  a  coinci- 
dence 1 "  Constance  ezclaimed.  "  We  were 
just  speaking  of  you;  Minnie  wanted  to 
ask  you " 

**  No,  indeed !  I  never  thought  of  such 
a  thfng ! " 

*'  Oh,  yea,  you  did !  Don't  be 
absurd,  dear.  The  fact  is,  Jack,  her 
guardian  is  staying  at  the  Yenners',  and 
she  wants  to  go  and  see  him ;  but  we  have 
to  drive  in  the  opposite  direction,  so  we 
thought " 

"Please,  Connie,  don't  say  any  more; 
you  mean  it  kindly^  but " 

*'  Will  you  walk  over  there  with  her  f " 

"  Delighted,  of  course,  if " 

<*  It's  all  settled,  then.  I  must  go  and 
dress ;  good-bye,  and  a  pleasant  walk  to 
you." 

And  Constance  swept  across  the  lawn, 
without  giving  them  time  to  raise  any 
objections.  That  was  Constance's  way; 
she  always  settled  things  out  of  hand,  and 
often  without  paying  much  attention  to 
other  people's  wishes  in  the  matter. 

Jack  began  to  laugh ;  Constance's  little 
ways  often  amused  him  immensely,  though 
she  was  far  from  suspecting  it;  then, 
seeing  that  Minnie  really  looked  em- 
barrassed and  annoyed,  he  stopped 
abruptly. 

«I  hope  you  don't  mind  Con's  non- 
sense f "  he  said.  *'  It  isn't  worth  bother- 
ing about  You  know  I  shall  really  be 
very  glad  to  take  you  over  thera" 

''  Indeed,  Mr.  Myerson,  I  couldn't  think 
<rf  It  1  I  don't  particularly  care  about 
going,  and  I  never  dreamed  of  asking  you; 
It  was  all  Connie's  doing." 

"I  know  that,"  hastily;  ''but  If  you 
wish  to  go " 

''But  I  don't!  At  least— it's  of  no 
consequence,  thank  yon." 

"But  we  have  neither  of  us  anything  to 
do  this  afternoon,  and  if  yon  want  to  see 


your   friend,   I  want  particularly  to  see 

Dick  Yenner No,  it  isn't  humbug ! " 

as  she  looked  at  him  questioningly :  "  I 
really  mean  it.  Won't  you  let  me  be  of 
use  to  you  ? "  / 

"You  are  very  kind,  but— have  you 
really  nothing  better  to  do  1" 

"  Beally  and  truly  1 "  and  he  smiled. 
He  had  a  very  nice  smile,  she  thought. 
"  Are  you  ready,  for  if  so,  we  may  as  well 
be  off  at  once  1 " 

So  they  started ;  and  reaching  the  garden- 
gate,  passed  out  into  the  narrow,  winding 
lane,  which  led  through  pleasant  fields 
fragrant  with  new-mown  hay,  to  the 
Yenners'  house  some  two  miles  distant  It 
was  a  charming  walk,  up  hill  and  down 
dale;  with  ever-varying  views,  and  no 
monotony  about  it 

Minnie  was  rather  sflent  at  first;  per- 
haps Jack's  polite  assurances  had  only 
half  satisfied  her,  perhaps  she  had  private 
causes  for  preoccupation  quite  apart  from 
him;  whatever  the  reason,  he  certainly 
found  conversation  somewhat  uphill  work; 
but  he  persevered  gallantly,  and  at  length 
his  efforts  were  rewarded.  Needless  to 
say,  his  conversational  powers  were  not 
highly  thought  of  In  his  own  family ;  and, 
in  point  of  fact,  he  was  not  a  ready  talker; 
there  was  small  inducement  to  talk,  when 
no  one  apparentljL  cared  to  listen;  and 
his  sisters'  girl  friends  were  not  usually 
the  sort  of  women  he  cared  to  talk  to ; 
they  were  apt  to  be  fast,  and  rather  noisy, 
and  a  little  too  conscious  of  their  own  attrac- 
tions to  attract  him. 

But  with  this  quiet  little  thing,  it  was 
different ;  If  she  did  not  say  much,  he 
soon  found  she  was  an  admirable  listener, 
and  scarcely  had  he  discovered  this  before 
she  was  taking  her  share — a  very  small 
and  timid  one — in  the  conversation.  Jack 
felt  quite  proud,  and  began  to  enjoy  him- 
self amazingly.  Yes;  it  was  a  very 
pleasant  walk  1 

At  length  the  chimneys  of  the  Yenners' 
house  appeared  above  the  trees,  and  *Jack 
pointed  them  out  to  his  companion. 

"We  shall  be  there  in  five  minutes 
now,"  he  said  regretfully. 

"So  sooni  I  did  not  know  we  had 
come  so  far,"  she  replied,  looking  along 
the  road  before  them.  * '  I  wonder  whether 
he  will  be  oat  1 " 

Something  In  her  tone— some  fleeting 
expression  in  her  soft  grey  eyes — made 
him  fancy  it  would  not  occasion  her  deep 
regret  if  he  were;  but  this  might  be  a 
mistaken  idea. 


( 
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^  He  is  not  expeoting  yoa,  then  1 " 

*'  Oh,  no  I  He  does  not  know  I  am  here. 
Bat  Oonstanee  thought  I  ought  to  go  and 
see  hiuL  It  was  she  who  told  me  he  was 
visiting  the  Yenners.** 

*'  Constance  is  very  fond  of  telling  people 
what  they  ought  to  do,"  he  laughed. 
"Don't  let  her  order  you  about  too 
much,  or  she'll  give  you  no  peace." 

"She  was  quite  right  in  this  casOp 
Colonel  Leigh  has  always  been  very  kind 
to  me,  and  I  owe  him  every  respect  and 
consideration,''  she  said,  quietly  but  firmly; 
rather  too  firmly,  he  thought,  for  the  cir- 
enmstancesi  but  then,  perhaps,  he  hardly 
understood  what  those  eircumstanoes 
were. 

*'  He  is  your  guardian,  is  he  not  1 "  he 
asked,  as  he  paused  to  open  the  gate. 

"  Yes.  What  a  pretty  drive  I  I  have 
never  been  here  Jbefore,  but  the  views  are 
lovely." 

Apparently  she  did  not  wish  to  discuss 
Colonel  Leigh,  and  Jack  felt  a  sudden 
curiosity  to  see  the  man ;  which,  however, 
as  he  presently  learnt  on  enquiry  at  the 
front  door,  was  not  to  be  gratified  for  the 
present 

"The  Colonel's  out,  sir;  went  out 
directly  after  luncheon  with  my  mistress 
and  the  young  ladies,  and  they've  not 
been  in  since ;  and  Mr.  J)ick,  he's  out,  too. 
Won't  you  come  in  and  rest,  sir;  and 
won't  the  young  lady  have  some  tea  after 
her  walk  1 " 

"  What  do  you  say.  Miss  Brender ;  shall 
we  wait  1" 

"  If  the  Colonel  is  likely  to  return " 

Minnie  began  doubtfully. 

"He  may,  miss;  and  then  again  he 
may  not.  Let  me  bring  the  tea  out  in  the 
verandah,  mis?,  and  perhaps  hu'U  be  in 
while  you're  taking  it.*' 

"I  really  think  we'd  better  say  yes," 
Jack  said,  as  she  looked  at  him  in  evident 
hesitation.  "Mrs.  Yenner  was  quite 
hurt  once  when  the  girls  went  home  with- 
out letting  Jones  give  them  tea;  wasn't 
she,  Jones  1 " 

"  She  was,  sir.  She  told  me  as  'ow  I 
was  never  to  let  it  'appen  agaia'' 

"  Then  we  will  have  it,  please ;  and  let 
the  Colonel  know  directly  he  comes  in," 
Minnie  said,  with  a  sudden  air  of  resolu- 
tion. 

"  Yes,  miss." 

He  conducted  them  through  a  wide  hall 
to  the  drawing-room,  and  thence  to  the 
verandah,  where,  under  masses  of  cluster- 
ing roses  that  filled  the  air  with  thehr 


delicious    perfume,    the    tea-table    stood 
ready. 

"  This  is  certainly  better  than  trudging 
back  at  once,"  said  Jack,  as  they  sat  in  the 
pleasant  shade,  and  waited  for  the  tea. 
"  Don't  you  think  so  t " 

"  Yes,  but — it  seems  rather  eool  making 
ourselves  at  home  in  this  way.  I  suppose 
you  know  Mrs.  Yenner  veiy  well  1 " 

"  Bather  1  I  assure  you  we  are  doing 
the  very  thing  of  aU  others  she  would 
approve  of,  so  you  may  be  quite  easy  on 
that  score,"  Jack  said  reassuringly,  as  he 
took  off  his  hat  and  hung  it  on  the  creepers 
near.  "  Odd  thing  your  friend  should  be 
here,  and  just  now,  tool"  he  added 
thoughtfully. 

"  Not  so  very  odd,  for  Colonel  Le^h  has 
a  great  many  friends.  I  should  not  have 
known  he  was  here  if  Constance  had  not 
told  me." 

"  Does  Constance  know  him,  then  I  Ah, 
like  your  guardian,  she  has  a  great  many 
friends  1 " 

"  She  has  met  him,  I  believe ;  and  they 
have  mutual  acquaintances.  I  think  it 
must  be  very  confusing  to  have  so  many 
friends ;  a  few  would  be  much  nicer." 

"Oh,  if  you  found  yon  were  getting 
mixed  amongst  them  yon  could  easily  drop 
a  few — as  Con  does." 

"  But  I  should  not  like  that  at  alL  It 
would  seem  so  heaitless  and  unkind,"  she 
exclaimed. 

"  That  wouldn't  trouble  her ! "  cynicaDy. 
'*  No,  don't  look  so  horrified.  Miss  Brender ; 
I'm  not  defending  the  system,  I'm  only 
explaining  to  you  how  it  is  done." 

"  But  you  don't  approve  of  it  1 "  the  {^1 
asked,  looking  at  him  doubtfully. 

"  Not  in  the  least.  It  is  contrary  alike 
to  my  principles  and  my  practice.  I 
believe  in  having  few  friends,  and  never 
changing  them.  But  in  the  sort  of  wUrli-  i 
gig  society  my  people  go  in  for,  it's  next  to 
impossible  even  to  miuce  a  friend,  far  less 
keep  one." 

"  What  a  pity  1 "  syfiipathetically.  "  But 
you  have  the  Yenners,  and  neighbours  like 
them!"  ^ 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  have  lots  of  neighbours ; 
any  number  of  them.  But  then  one  doean'6 
choose  one's  friends  simply  because  they 
happen  to  live  next  door." 

•*  That  is  true,"  thoughtfully. 

"  In  fact,"  Jack  continued,  "  they  have 
to  be  very  much  one's  friends  before  one 
can  get  over  thefr  living  next  door  at 
all." 

"You  would  realise  the  truth  of  that 
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very  forcibly  if  you  lived,  as  I  do,  in  a 
little  village/'  Minnie  laughed.  "Next- 
door  neighbours  are  Miss  Framley's  pet 
grievance,  and  they  give  us  no  peace. 
Miss  Framley  is  my  governess,  you  know, 
and  she  is  very  particular  about  the  ac- 
quaintances we  make." 

"She  is  quite  right/'  Jack  said  em- 
phatically ;  and  somehow  he  felt  glad  to 
know  how  carefully  this  pretty  little  girl 
was  guarded  in  her  home  life. 

So  they  talked  on,  idly  enough,  until 
the  arrival  of  Jones  and  the  tea-tray  gave 
them  some  further  occupation  ;  and  Minnie 
grew  quite  bright  and  animated  over  the 
cake  and  thin  bread-and-butter.  The 
novelty  of  the  position,  as  she  thus  did  the 
honours  in  somebody  else's  house,  appeared 
to  afford  her  a  certain  childlike  satisfaction, 
and  fihe  laughed  and  chatted  more  gaily 
than  Jack  had  ever  heard  her  before  ;  so 
that  altogether  it  was  a  very  cheerful  little 
party  that  sat  in  Mrs.  Yenner^s  verandah 
that  sunny  afternoon. 

So,  at  least,  thought  one  unseen  spec- 
tator, as  he  paused  for  a  moment  at  the 
drawing-room  window  and  gazed  at  the 
scene  before  him  with  wondering  eyes. 
Then  he  stepped  out  on  to  the  verandah, 
and  Minnie  turned  with  a  little  start  and 
saw  him. 

"  Colonel ! "  she  cried,  and  she  sprang 
up  to  meet  him.  "  Tou  have  come  back, 
then  1 " 

"  Tes,  I  have  come  back,"  he  said  quietly 
as  he  shook  hands  with  her.  "  Were  yon 
waiting  for  me  1 " 

**  Of  course ;  did  not  the  man  tell  yon  1 
I  came  here  to  see  you." 

'*  And  where  are  yon  staying,  if  I  may 
askl" 

*'With  the  Myersons,  two  miles  off. 
Mr.  Myerson  kindly  walked  over  with  me 
as  I  did  not  know  the  way,"  she  added, 
introducing  him  rather  nervously,  Jack 
thought. 

*'  I  am  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  Myerson." 
He  spoke  with  perfect  courtesy,  but  not 
the  slightest  cordiality.  "  I  am  sorry  I  was 
not  in  when  you  arrived.  You  should 
have  sent  me  word,  Minnie." 

"But  I  thought  you  were  leaving  to- 
morrow. Connie  told  me  I  had  better 
come  at  once." 

'*Do  you  mean  Miss  Myerson  1"  he 
asked.    "  Do  I  owe  this  visit  to  her  ? " 

Somehow  he  looked  as  though  the  sug- 
gestion were  scarcely  an  agreeable  one  to 
him. 

**  Tes  j  at  least,  she  suggested  it." 


*'  She  is  very  good  to  interest  herself  in 
my  affairs/' 

He  spoke  In  a  perfectly  colourless  tone, 
and  yet  Jack  felt  uneasy  as  he  heard  him. 
He  scarcely  knew  why,  but  he  had  an  un- 
comfortable conviction  that  Connie  had 
better  not  have  meddled  in  the  matter. 

Colonel  Leigh  was  a  handsome,  soldierly- 
looking  man,  whose  appearance  would  have 
commanded  attention  anywhere;  his  hair 
was  slightly  grizzled^  but  his  age  could 
not  have  exceeded  fifty,  if,  indeed,  'Jt 
were  so  much,  and  his  expression  was 
sin^larly  cold  and  severe. 

Minnie  was  very  evidently  afraid  of  him, 
and  his  manner  to  her,  though  profoundly 
courteous,  was  by  no  means  reassuring. 
She  might  owe  him  every  respect  and 
consideration ;  she  said  she  did,  and  no 
doubt  she  knew  best,  and  the  debt  would 
be  paid  to  the  uttermost  farthing,  of  that 
Jack  felt  sure;  but  she  wasn't  fond  of 
him,  and  the  young  man  noticed  with  a 
satisfaction  for  which  he  did  not  attempt 
to  account,  that  she  was  not  half  so  much 
at  ease  now  as  she  had  been  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  ap^o. 

"Has  Mrs.  Yenner  come  in  yet  1"  he 
asked,  presently,  wondering  a  little  at  her 
nonappearance. 

*'No,"  the  Colonel  replied,  <*she  has 
gone  on  to  see  a  friend  with  her  daughters, 
and  will  not  be  back  for  some  time." 

Jack  began  to  feel  uncomfortably  in  the 
way.  Conversation  flagged  terribly,  so 
presently  he  rose,  and  strolled  off  down 
the  garden  under  the  pretence  of  seeing 
Dick's  dogs. 

*'  Perhaps  he  wants  to  talk  to  her,  and 
I'm  in  the  way,"  he  said  to  himself;  and 
yet  there  was  an  appealing  look  in  Minnie's 
big  eyes  as  he  turned  away,  which  almost 
recalled  him  to  her  side. 

He  did  not  stay  in  the  garden  long,  and 
as  he  came  back  to  the  verandah  he  heard 
Colonel  Leigh  say  with  great  distinctness : 

'*  That  is  enough,  Minnie ;  we  will  now 
drop  the  subject.  Ton  meant  no  harm,  I 
know,  but  it  must  not  happen  again." 

«  And  you  are  not  angry  with  me  t " 

**  I  have  said  you  meant  no  harm.  Miss 
Myerson  should  not  have  done  it,  but  it 

can't  be  helped  now ;  and  you Ah,  Mr. 

Myerson,  are  you  ready  f  Miss  Brender 
is  sufficiently  rested  now  to  return  home." 

"  I'm  quite  at  her  service.  I  hope  we 
shall  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
there,  while  you  are  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ] " 

'^  Thank  you.    Your  mother  has  kindly 
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Bent  me  an  invitation  for  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, 80  we  shall  meet  again." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  the  girls  have  a  dance  coming 
off,  I  know." 

Minnie  looked  a  little  snrprlsed,  Jack 
thoQgbt,  bat  she  said  nothing,  and  the 
Colonel  made  no  farther  allasion  to  the 
sabject, 

Ue  walked  down  the  drive  with  them, 
and  saw  them  fairly  started  on  their  home- 
ward way.  Then  he  tamed  away  and 
strode  back  to  the  hoase,  a  very  sombre 
look  on  hia  grave  face. 


THE   GREY   BOY. 

A  SHORT  SERIAL  STORY. 
CHAPTER  L 

How  cold  it  was  1 

A  biting  north-east  wind  swept  the  little 
coantry  station  from  end  to  end,  driving 
before  it  fine  particles  of  snow  which  had 
already  whitened  the  platform  and  rail- 
road, thoagh  the  snow  had  only  began  to 
fall  half  an  hoar  ago. 

"Well  be  about  snowed  np  when  the 
wind  falls  and  gives  it  a  chance,''  said  the 
station-master  cheerfully,  to  one  of  the  two 
passengers  who  were  unfortunate  enough 
4o  find  themselves  stranded  on  the  plat- 
form of  Weybourne  Station. 

It  was  about  five  o'clock  on  a  mid- 
December  afternoon.  One  of  the  passen- 
gers, unaccustomed  to  time-tables,  and 
helplessly  inexperienced  in  the  ways  of 
travelling  altogether,  had  made  a  mistake, 
and  had  discovered,  on  alighting  from  the 
London  train  which  passed  through  Wey- 
bourne at  three  o'clock,  to  change  to  a 
local  line,  that  she  would  have  to  wait 
three  hours  before  she  could  get  a  train  to 
take  her  on  to  her  ultimate  destination. 

To  the  sympathising  pity  of  the  station- 
master,  she  had  been  waiting  there  ever 
since.  At  five  o'clock  there  was  still 
another  hour  before  her.  Daring  the  first 
hour  and  a  half,  though  other  trains  had 
passed  through  the  station  and  two  had 
even  stopped  there,  she  had  shared  the 
station  with  the  sympathising  station- 
master  and  a  surly  porter,  whose  air  of 
glancing  at  her  as  if  he  considered  that  it 
was  entirely  for  her  convenience  that  he 
was  detained  there  in  the  rising  gale, 
further  depressed  her.  About  half-past 
four,  however,  the  second  train  that 
stopped  had  deposited  another  passenger 
on  the  platform,  who,  frotn  some  words 


she  caught  as  he  spoke  to  the  station- 
master,  seemed  to  be  going  on.  to  the 
same  place  as  herself.  ^ 

Faintly  relieved,  and  feeling  that  the 
gloomy  porter  could  no  longer  be  aggrieved 
that  he  had  had  all  his  trouble  for  nothing, 
she  retreated  once  more  to  the  waiting- 
room,'from  which  she  had  emerged  on  the 
arrival  of  the  train,  partly  for  a  little 
variation  in  the  monotony  of  waiting  for 
her  own,  and  partly  from  that  indefinable 
fear  that  haunts  the  brain  of  the  female 
traveller  unaccustomed  to  the  ways  of  travel, 
that  thoogh  her  own  train  was  not  due 
for  another  hour  and  a  half,  this  particular 
one  might  be  it.  Bat  she  did  not  stay 
many  moments  on  the  platform.  The 
biting  wind  with  its  whirling,  stinging 
burden  of  powdered  snow,  the  gloom  of 
the  badly-lighted  station,  its  light  made 
still  more  uncertain  by  the  blustering  wind- 
gusts,  drove  her  back  to  the  comparative 
comfort  of  the  waiting-room. 

The  care  of  the  station-master  had,  at 
any  rate,  ensured  a  good  fire  for  her.  She 
sat  down  again  forlornly  near  the  fire,  to 
possess  her  soul  in  patience  for  the  hour 
and  a  half  that  had  still  to  drag  out  its 
weary  length.  She  had  read  all  the 
literature  in  which  her  slender  travelling 
resources  had  allowed  her  to  indulga 

Bat  when,  after  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  the  door  opened  brusquely,  and  her 
fellow  passenger  entered,  she  hastily,  in  a 
fit  of  shyness,  took  up  the  cheap  periodical 
she  had  already  read  from  the  first  word  to 
thelast,includfngmoBtoftheadvertisemeut8 
on  the  cover,  and  pretended  to  be  absorbed 
in  ill  once  more. 

The  other  passenger,  a  young  man  about 
the  middle  height,  comfortably  muffled  up 
in  a  thick  ulster,  looked  slightly  astonished 
at  seeing  her  there. 

As  he  glanced  at  her,  he  saw  her  shiver 
in  the  gust  of  icy  wind  that  swept  with 
him  into  the  waiting-room.  He  hastily 
shut  the  door  and  came  forward  to  the 
middle  of  the  room,  glancing  again  at  her, 
first  with  an  indifferent  curiosity,  then 
with  greater  interest,  as  he  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  hair  coiled  under  the  prim  and  ugly 
boat-shaped  bat.  He  saw  a  slender  slip  of 
a  girl,  looking  about  sixteen.  She  was 
shabbily  dressed,  with  a  jacket  of  old- 
fashioned  cut  adorned  with  a  cheap  for, 
such  as  a  shop-girl  might  wear. 

It  gave  him  a  distinct  shock  of  dis- 
approval, contrasted  as  it  was  with  the 
beautifal  hair  coiled  in  a  magnificent  mass 
round  the  back  of  a  decidedly  shapely  head. 
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The  face  might  under  other  conditions 
have  been  pretty,  bat  it  was  pale  and  thin, 
and  at  the  present  moment  looked  so  tired 
and  colourless  as  to  be  almost  insipid. 

She  never  once  glanced  in  his  direction, 
and  read  on  with  such  intentness  that  her 
expression  took  a  severity  which  checked 
a  cheery  remark  he  was  on  the  point  of 
atteringi  as  to  the  dismalness  of  their 
present  position.  It  would  have  con- 
siderably amused  him  if  he  had  suspected 
that  it  was  the  sheer  fright  of  shyness  which 
had  resolved  itself  into  that  forbidding 
unresponsiveness  of  feature. 

He  did  not  stay  in  the  waiting-room 
many  minutes.  The  roaring  fire,  the 
closed  door  made  the  atmosphere  almost 
sufifocating,  at  least  to  his  sturdy  health 
and  strength,  and  he  ventured  out  again  on 
to  the  platform.  He  caught  sight  of  the 
station-master  retreating  into  his  own 
domain — the  porter  had  at  last  gone  home 
for  his  tea — and  joined  him. 

"  You've  got  another  passenger,  Robson  I" 
the  young  man  said  cheerily,  accepting  the 
station-master's  invitation  to  step  inside  for 
a  few  moments. 

It  was  almost  impossible  to  stay  on  the 
platform,  so  the  young  man  sat  down  on 
the  station-master's  chair,  while  Robson 
accommodated  himeelf  with  a  box  which 
was  also  waiting  for  the  Long  wood  train. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  he  said.  Then  with  an  air 
of  imparting  a  piece  of  interesting  and 
startling  information:  ''She's  for  Moor- 
lands 1 " 

The  information  received  all  the  astonish- 
ment he  had  expected. 

"Nol"  Doubt,  disgust,  and  wonder 
crossing  the  young  man's  good-looking 
face.  ''Such  a  child,  too!  It's  a  con- 
founded shame ! " 

The  station-master  nodded. 

'*  That's  the  sixth  within  eighteen 
months.  And  she's  as  innocent  as  the 
rest,  I'll  be  bound  !  They're  trying  some- 
thing different  this  time,  sir.  I  assure 
you,  it  quite  took  me  aback  when  she  let 
out  where  she  was  going.  I  suppose  they 
think  she'll  be  easier  managed — at  her  age, 
and  innocent  as  a  lamb,  I'd  say,  jadging 
by  her  face  1 " 

The  young  man  muttered  an  exclamation, 
in  tJ^e  meaning  of  which  the  station-master 
emphatically  concurred. 

"  Lord  !  she  ought  to  be  warned  1  Bat 
of  course,  'tsin't  no  business  of  mine,  sir." 

Nor  that  of  the  young  man  either. 
The  latter  felt  that  to  the  full. 

"  Well,  she'll  find  it  out  soon  enough^ 


that's  one  good  thing ! "  he  said  grimly. 
'*  The  others  did,  and  cleared  out  at  once, 
though  some  of  them,  I  should  say,  were 
able  enough  to  take  care  of  themselves," 
with  a  laugh,  as  he  recalled  the  age  and 
appearance  of  certain  candidates  for  the 
position  which  the  girl  with  the  glorious 
hair  was  on  her  way  to  fill. 

"  That's  jast  it,  sir  1"  eagerly.  "But  I've 
been  thinking  that  being  so  young  like  and 
innocent,  and  " — with  the  hesitation  of  a 
delicacy  as  fine  as  that  of  any  gentleman — 
*'  not  too  well  off,  I  should  say,  she  might, 
you  see,  sir,  get  drawn  on  into  stayiog, 
not  knowing  the  unpleasantness  and 
danger  like '' 

''But" — ^a  sudden  .thought  struck  the 
young  man  as  he  recalled  the  common 
trimming  and  ancient  cut  of  the  jacket — 
"  perhaps  she  mayn't  be  going  as  that  at 
all.  They  are  changing  servants  as  usual, 
I  happen  to  know." 

A  queer  look  crossed  the  station-master's 
rugged  face  as  he  glanced  at  the  young 
man.    Then  with  a  short  laugh : 

**  Lord,  doctor,  you've  only  got  to  speak 
to  her,  to  see  of  what  stuff  she's  made." 

"She's  not  dressed  as  well  as  a  lady's- 
maid,  certainly,"  said  the  young  man,  with 
a  laugh,  "  and  she  looks  so  pale  and  tired  ! " 
with  genuine  pity. 

"  Not  much  wonder  I  She's  been  travel- 
liiigi  yon  may  say,  two  days.  She  came 
up  from  Cornwall  yesterday.  Poor  young 
lady  1  She  made  a  mistake  in  the  train 
from  London,  and  has  been  waiting  here 
since  three ! " 

*'  Poor  chUd !  And  not  a  cup  of  tea 
or  anything  to  be  had  in  this  confounded 
hole  1  She  must  be  dying  for  something," 
as  a  vision  of  the  pale,  wearied  *  face  rose 
up  before  him.  "  Why,  she  won't  get  to 
Moorlands  till  nearly  eight  now  1 " 

"  I  tried  to  persuade  her  to  have  some 
tea,  sir,"  said  Robson,  with  a  faint  touch 
of  insulted  dignity.  '*Bat  she  was  shy 
like,  or-^afraid  of  giving  trouble." 

He  did  not  like  to  say  what  he  believed 
to  be  the  real  reason.  The  young  man 
put  it  into  words  for  him. 

*'  More  likely  afraid  of  the  expense,  poor 
little  thing  I "  pitifully.  <<  I  say,  Robson, 
your  wife's  a  good  soul.  Do  you  think 
if  I  ran  down  there  and  asked  her,  we 
could  get  something  up  herel  If  she'd 
help  us,  I'll  see  that  ttie  poor  child  has 
some." 

The  station-master  was  only  too  glad 
to  assist  in  the  plot.  He  had  begun  to 
feel  a  kindly  responsibility  in  the  comfort 
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and  welfare  of  the  girl  pasBenger  left  on 
hia  hands  for  all  these  hoars. 

I'  And  so  pretty  spoken  as  she  is,  poor 
jonng  lady  1  I  wish  yon  had  come  sooner, 
Dr.  Barton.  Yoa'd  have  managed  it 
before  now." 

The  yoong  man  langhed  in  his  cheery, 
masterfal  way,  and  battening  himself  np 
into  his  thick  overcoat,  and  palling  ap  the 
collar  aboat  his  ears,  he  started  off  for  the 
station-master's  cottage,  where  he  was  a 
well-known  and  welcome  visitor.  It  was 
not  a  pleasant  walk  in  the  darkness,  over  a 
roagh  road  in  the  very  teeth  of  the  driving 
vrind.  It  was  nearly  a  ten  minates'  walk 
in  fine  weather  and  by  daylight,  and  it 
was  some  time  before  the  doctor  re- 
appeared, laden  with  a  big  basket 

He  had  forgotten  nothing.  The  kettle 
was  boiled  in  the  station,  and  a  little  later, 
as  the  girl  passenger  sat  wearied  to  death, 
and  sick  at  hearty  anzioas  for  the  on- 
known  fatorci  and  tender  regrettal  long- 
ings for  the  past,  the  door  of  the 
waiting-room  opened,and  thestation-master 
appeared  with  a  small  attractive  tray, 
containing  tea,  a  plate  of  the  most  tempt- 
ingly-cat  home-made  bread-and-batter, 
and  another  of  home-made  cake. 

'*  If  yoa  please,  miss,"  he  said  apologeti- 
cally, "  the  gentleman  passenger  has  been 
having  tea,  and  I  thonght,  as  it  was  here, 
yoa  might  be  glad  of  some,  too.  It  will  be 
nearly  three  hoars  yet  before  yoa  get  to 
Moorlands." 

The  tired  eyes  brightened  longingly 
at  the  sight  of  Uie  temptiog  tray.  Then 
the  face  fell  at  a  sadden  thoaght  of  the 
cost  of  the  lazary. 

"  Thank  yoa  very  mach !  How  macb  f " 
neivoasly  taking  oat  her  parse. 

''  Threepence,  ma'am,  please,"  promptly. 

The  look  of  pleased  relief  in  her  face 
showed  that  he  had  ganged  her  resoarces 
fairly. 

''It's  dreadfally  cheap  1 "  she  sidd  shyly. 
"  And  I  am  really  very  glad  of  it,"  handing 
Idm  the  sam  reqaired. 

'^  Bat  she'd  have  fainted  dead  off  before 
she  had  td^en  it  for  nothing  1"  said  the 
station-master,  as  he  retired  to  tell  the 
success  of  his  mission  to  the  yoang  doctor. 
If  the  two  men  had  thoroaghly  enjoyed  the 
preparation  of  that  little  impromptu  meal, 
the  girl  passenger  did  equal  justice  to  it. 

She  had  scarcely  eaten  anything  since 
the  early  momiDg,  and  had  forgotten  her 
sandwiches  in  the  flurry  of  starting,  while 
she  had  been  too  excited  before  to  eat 
much  breakfast. 


When  the  station-master  came  in  aome 
time  later  the  bread-and-butter  and  cake 
had  disappeared,  while  a  faint  colour,  as 
pretty  as  the  blush  of  the  wild  rose^  had 
stolen  back  into  the  pale  cheeks. 

''Thank  you  ao  much  for  thinking  of 
mei"  she  said.  '*I  feel  ever  ao  mueh 
better  for  the  tea.  But  I  am  afraid/' 
glancing  doubtfully  at  the  empty  plates, 
and  blushing  like  a  school-girl,  ''are  yon 
sure  it  isn't  anything  more ! " 

"  Lord,  no,  miss  I  Tou  see,"  with 
cheerful  mendaciousness,  ^'Dr.  Burton 
there,  miss — ^he  lives  near  where  you  are 
going — often  has  tea  here  when  he's  going 
back  by  train  from  seeing  a  distant 
patient,  so  as  it  is  all  there  ready,  it 
doesn't  make  the  difference  of  more  than 
a  penny  or  two  to  me ;  my  wife  sends  it 
up,  you  see." 

The  girl  passenger  felt  very  thankful 
that  the  doctor  did  require  tea  when 
waiting  at  Weyboume  Station,  and  when 
some  time  later  he  strolled  into  the 
waiting-room  she  felt  under  a  slight  if 
unacknowledged  obUgatfon  to  him,  and 
made  an  effort  over  her  shyness  to  respond 
to  his  friendliness,  when  he  commented  on 
the  weary  length  of  their  detention  in  the 
dreary,  ezpos^  station.  But  to  her  relief 
he  did  not  stay  long. 

Yet  there  was  something  so  pleasant 
and  courteous  in  his  manner  that  she 
suddenly  found  herself  recalUng  the  fact 
that  the  station-master  had  mentioned  to 
her.  After  all  she  might  make  some 
pleasant  acquaintance  in  &at  new,  strange 
world  to  which  she  was  travelling. 

The  local  train  came  puffing  into  the 
station  at  last. 

As,  called  by  the  station-master,  she 
came  out  of  the  waiting-room,  she  saw  the 
youngdoctor  again  on  the  platform.  He  was 
looking  ih  another  direction,  a  slight  frown 
darkei^g  his  face. 

The  station-master  had  gone  off  to  see 
her  box  put  in  the  van,  and  making  her 
way  to  the  third-class  compartments,  she 
hastily  decided  on  one  that  had  only  one 
occupant. 

The  young  doctor,  at  that  moment  with- 
drawing his  gaze  from  the  first-class  car- 
riage which  he  had  been  watching,  came 
quickly  forward  to  open  the  door  for 
her. 

He  lifted  in  her  wraps,  and  raising  his 
hat  moved  on  to  a  first-class  carriage,  while 
the  station-master  came  bustling  up  to  wish 
her  a  pleasant  ending  to  her  cold  journey. 
She  fcdt  quite  sorry  to  see  the  last  of  his 
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honest,  friendly  face,  and  as  the  train 
moved  on,  she  drew  her  shabby  oloak  closer 
about  her,  with  a  shiver  of  mingled  mental 
excitement  and  physical  chill,  glancing  as 
she  did  so  at  her  fellow-traveller.  It 
was  a  boy,  apparently  of  aboat  fourteen 
years  of  age. 

CHAPTER  II, 

Thb  wind  seemed  to  gather  fury  as 
the  train,  at  the  usual  pace  of  local  rail- 
ways^ steamed  through  the  darkness  of  tiie 
wild  winter  evening. 

It  drove  the  snow  against  the  window- 
panes  with  such  force,  that  in  spite  of 
closed  windows  the  powdered  flakes  pene- 
trated through  the  crannies  of  the  fittings, 
and  drifted  into  the  carriage  itself.  It  was 
a  miserable  third-class  compartment,  badly 
lit  and  generally  comfortless 

As  she  glanced  round,  her  eyes  fell  upon 
her  fellow-passenger.  The  boy  was  sitting 
close  up  in  his  corner,  on  the  same  side  of 
the  carriage  as  herself,  his  face  turned 
away  from  her,  staring  out  through  the 
window  into  the  boisterous  night.  He 
had  been  sitting  like  that  when  she  entered, 
and  as  far  as  she  liad  noticed,  had  not 
shifted  his  position,  hor  even  looked  round 
at  the  little  bustle  of  her  own  entry. 

The  only  movement  he  had  made,  ap- 
parently, was  to  take  his  left  hand  out  of 
his  pocket,  in  which  it  had  been  plunged 
when  she  first  saw  him,  for  it  rested,  now 
loosely  doubled  up,  on^  the  seat. 

She  would  not  have  noticed  this  slight 
change  in  his  pose,  but  for  the  whiteness 
and  thinness  of  the  hand  catching  her 
passing  glance. 

The  comparative  warmth  of  the  interior 
of  the  carriage  had  caused  a  mist  to  over- 
spread the  panes  of  the  window,  so  that 
with  the  night  and  driving  snowstorm 
outside,  it  was  impossible  to  see  anything 
through  the  glasf,  and  she  wondered,  with 
a  feeble  flicker  of  amusement^  what  interest 
the  boy  was  finding  on  the  other  side  of 
the  blurred  window-panes  to  keep  him 
staring  so  stolidly  out  into  the  night. 
She  even  wondered  if  he  felt  as  cold  and 
comfortless  as  herself.  He  wore  no  over- 
coat, but  was  clad  in  a  warm  and  comfort- 
able-looking grey  suit;  not  that  of  a 
working  lad.  Though  she  could  not  see 
his  face,  there  was  something  about  the 
figure  and  clothes  which  suggested  the 
gentleman. 

But  her  wondering  curiosity  was  only 
passing.  A  moment  or  two  later,  numbed 
with  eold,  exhausted  with   the  physical 


fatigue  and  mental  anxieties  and  fears 
of  the  past  few  days,  she  relapsed  into  a 
listless  contemplation  of  her  own  affairs  as 
they  concerned  the  past  and  the  future. 

She  was  on  her  way  to  take  up  her  first 
engagement  as  governess  to  a  delicate  chOd, 
the  daughter  of  some  rich  people  who  lived 
on  the  borders  of  Derbyshire.  The  day 
before  she  had  come  up  from  a  fishing 
village  in  Cornwall,  where  she  had  been 
living  since  she  left  school,  two  years 
before^  with  an  invalid  maiden  aunt,  the 
only  surviving  relation  of  whom  she  knew 
anything.  Her  aunt's  home  would  have 
been  hers  as  long  as  that  good  lady  lived, 
but  owing  to  a  recent  bank  failure  her 
aunt's  income,  barely  enough  to  live  on  as 
it  was,  had  been  suddenly  reduced  to  one- 
half,  and  it  was  impossible,  not  only  for 
her  niece  to  stay  on  there,  but  also  for 
the  invalid  to  procure  the  necessities  her 
own  delicate  state  of  health  required. 

It  was  then  that  LeQa  Mallet  had  de- 
termined to  make  a  living  for  herself,  and 
do  what  she  could  to  return  some  of  the 
many  benefits  her  aunt  had  conferred  on 
her.  When,  suddenly  and  unexpectedly, 
she  had  heard  of  the  appointment  to  take 
up  which  she  was  now  on  her  way,  the 
girl  felt  that  a  most  unusual  piece  of  good 
fortune  had  fallen  to  her  share.  The  ealary 
was  far  beyond  her  dreams.  A  small 
portion  of  it  would  suffice  for  her  own 
wants,  the  rest  would  provide  those  slight 
luxuries  which,  in  her  aunt's  delicate  state 
of  health,  were  absolute  necessities. 

The  parting  between  the  two  had  been 
a  bitter  one,  and  with  the  grief  of  the 
parting  was  the  dread  of  a  shy  girl,  un- 
accustomed to  society;  for  since  her 
sojourn  under  her  aunt's  roof,  she  had 
led  a  life  as  narrow  and  secluded  almost  as 
a  nun's.  This  terror  of  shyness  and  nervous 
expectation  heightened  as  the  train  carried 
her  moment  by  moment  nearer  her  des- 
tination, until  at  last  it  almost  overpowered 
the  sense  of  physical  weariness  and  dis- 
comfort Her  overstrained  nerves  and 
brain  were  wrought  up  to  a  point  of  such 
intense  excitement,  as  the  train  rushed 
through  the  black,  tempestuous  night,  that 
the  roar  of  the  wind  outside,  the  irregular 
rattling  noises  of  the  wheels,  skurrying 
every  few  seconds  into  syncbronatic  sound, 
to  break  again  into  hurried  jarring,  minded 
with  her  doubts  and  fears,  until  at  last 
the  whole  air  about  her  seemed  charged 
with  an  eerie  excitement  and  presentiment 
of  unknown  peril  It  needed  all  her  self- 
control  to  force  herself  to  sit  there  in 
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physical  inaction,  awaiting  the  fate  that 
was  coming  to  her. 

It  was  jost  at  the  moment,  when  her 
nerves  were  strong  to  their  falleat  pitch, 
that  some  impulse,  or  some  strange  irre- 
sistible inflaence  made  her  glance  in  the 
direction  of  the  boy  in  grey. 

He  had  stirred  at  last.  His  face  was 
still  averted,  bat  he  had  moved  nearer 
her.  He  was  sitting  now  almost  in  the 
centre  of  the  carriage,  his  hand  still  resting 
on  the  wooden  seat,  his  arm  slightly  out- 
stretched. But  the  thin  white  hand  was 
no  longer  closed.  The  fiogers  had  opened, 
and  were  moving  in  a  slight,  creeping 
movement,  along  the  feat  in  her  direction. 
Probably  the  unnatural  tension  of  nerves 
and  brain  had  something  to  do  with  it, 
but  suddenly,  aa  she  looked  at  those  slowly 
crawling  fingers,  a  frantic  terror  and  re- 
pulsion fell  on  her,  an  unspeakable  con- 
sciousness of  horrible  peril,  with  which  she 
was  shut  in  there  alone,  cut  off  from  all 
human  help  and  protection  by  the  black 
night,  with  its  deafening  roar  of  wind  and 
fantastic  noises  of  rushing  wheels. 

She  must  have  made  some  sound  as  she 
sat  staring  at  the  creeping  fingers,  for  the 
hand  suddenly  closed,  resting  idly  once 
more  on  the  seat.  The  boy,  perhaps 
astonished  at  her  stifled  exclamation, 
glanced  for  an  instant  in  her  direction, 
then  thrusting  his  hand,  with  an  air  of 
boyish  impatience,  as  of  the  cold,  into  his 
pocket,  he  turned  his  face"  once  more  to 
the  window. 

Leila,  though  still  thrilling  with  that 


indescribable  nameless  terror,  was  already 
faintly  conscious  of  the  absurdity  of  it 

The  wild,  unreasonable  paroxysm  of 
terror  had  passed,  and  she  forced  herself 
to  look  again  at  her  fellow-passenger. 
She  saw  only  an  ordinary-looking  school- 
boy, with  a  fat,  rather  heavy  face,  dressed 
in  grey,  well-made  clothes,  who  was  ap- 
parently as  cold  and  weary  as  herself. 

She' was  on  the  poipt  of  mining  some 
remark  to  him,  to  forcibly  expel  the  last 
lingering  distrust,  when  the  train  pulled  up 
with  a  sudden  jerk  that  threw  her  forward. 
Sftie  thought  an  accident  had  happened, 
and  under  the  inflaence  of  a  new  fright,  as 
she  recovered  her  equilibrium  she  sprang 
up  and  let  down  the  window.  The  shout- 
ing of  men's  voices  and  the  opening  of  win- 
dows confirmed  her  impression.  Kegard- 
less  of  the  wind  that  rushed  shrieking 
into  the  compartment,  driving  the  snow 
into  her  face,  she  leaned  out  to  try  and 
discover  the  cause  of  the  sudden  stoppage 
of  the  train. 

She  succeeded  in  attracting  the  notice 
of  the  guard  as  he  hurried  past  witli  his 
lantern,  in  the  direction  of  tho  engine. 

''It's  nothing,  miss.  No  cause  for 
alarm  1 "  with  hasty  'but  kindly  gruffness. 
And  •  in  truth,  a  minute  or  two  later, 
before  Leila  had  time  to  speak  to  any  of 
the  other  passengers,  one  or  two  of  whom 
had  alighted  from  their  carriages,  the 
train  began  to  move  oa  Palling  up  the 
carriage  window,  and  turning  to  resume 
her  seat,  she  saw  that  she  was  alone. 

The  boy  in  grey  had  disappeared. 
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CHXPTBR  SIIL  FACE  TO  TACa. 
As  the  ladden  grup  of  a  helping  huid 
to  a  drowning  oreatnre,  lo  wae  the  gr»p  of 
the  Sergeant's  hmd  to  Alfion.  Alone, 
dszsd,  pftileBsIy  toiaed  hither  and  thither, 
all  at  once  a  fiiend  itood  by  her  aide.  She 
lobbed  for  thankfnlnefiii  and  itood  looklog 
at  him  dambly,  with  her  grave,  sad  eyes ; 
ejw  Bcaics  yet  dry  from  the  tears  shed  for 
Uttle  Fatiey,  S^oise  «ii4  riot  still  enrged 
aronnd  them,  and  the  Sergeant  had  to 
atretsh  oat  his  strong  arm  to  pievent  her 
balng  oruBhed  np  against  the  wsU  of  the 
passage ;  bat  she  was  conaciooa  of  no  fear. 
If  the  entire  strength  of  the  Handted 
and  Nfnety-Tbiid,  d^y-commanded  by  that 
prince  of  aoldiera  and  moat  reeolate  of 
martinets,  its  Oolonel,  had  saddenly  ap- 
peared before  her,  she  oonld  not  have 
enjoyed  a  more  perfect  inward  peace  of 
mind ;  nay — thoogh  she  waa  not  oonsclotu 
of  It — there  was  a  great  triamphant  aenae 
of  joy  underlying  the  peace.  "So  doabt 
abe  woold  strive  to  stifle  even  the  remem- 
brance of  sach  a  feeling  presently ;  bat 
for  the  moment  she  let  it  baoy  her  np. 
Perhaps,  ahe  tbonght,  the  danger  was  more 
urgent  than  she  nnderstood.  What  else. 
Indeed,  oonld  make  her  companion  so 
deathly  pale — even  his  lips  showing  white 
□nder  the  foil  sweep  of  hladarkmonstachel 
Anyway,  she  did  not  care.  It  would  all 
come  right  In  the  end,  and  she  ahoald  find 
herself  safe  and  anng  by  Elsie's  aide  In  the 
coay  room  at  home.    Yet  thia  thonght 
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bcoaght  with  It  a  sadden  pang,  an  antici- 
pation of  a  eomfng  detolation.  Oat  in  the 
night — oat  in  the  night — some  one  would 
be  oat  hi  the  night  alone — separated  from 
ber,  not  only  by  material  distance,  bat  by 
that  Intangible  yet  Insarmonntabls  bar- 
rier of  oastB  and  class,  which  there  is  no 
over-getting.  Truly,  her  sjifety  and  com- 
fort would  be  dearly  bought  t 

Thus  was  Alison  happy  in  the  low, 
dark,  somewhat  noisome  cavern  of  the 
entry  to  an  Irish  shanty  ;  whioh  shows  bow 
little  our  outward  sarroundinga  have  to  do 
with  ocr  inward  grace. 

It  did  not  seem  as  If  the  Sjrgeant 
exerted  himtelf  much,  and  yet  the  husding 
handa  and  arms  that  were  tearing  wildly 
all  round  her,  never  touched  her  by  ai 
much  as  a  hMi^g  breadth. 

"Wait  a  little,  madam,  and  tbea  when 
I  move  on,  follow  alongside  between  me 
and  the  wall." 

She  listened  to  the  quiet  voice,  and  no 
thought  of  dissent  entered  her  mind.  She 
just  watched  and  waited,  till  the  moment 
should  come  to  do  his  bidding. 

There  was  a  lull,  and  the  long-coated 
fgnre  moved  on  qnickly,  Alison  keeping 
atep  for  step ;  her  hand  holding  her  cloak, 
from  which  the  fattening  had  been  torn 
away. 

In  another  moment  they  were  out  in  the 
narrow,  crowded  road,  amid  the  flare  and 
flicker  of  the  torches.  Then  did  fear  steal 
Into  Alison's  heart,  and  blanch  her  cheek ; 
fear  not  for  herself,  but  for  the  man  who 
wore  the  Queen's  uniform,  and  whose  gait 
was  nnmlitakeably  that  of  the  British 
soldier, 

He  looked  neither  to  right  nor  left, 
and  seemed  to  have  but  one  object  in 
view — to  get  the  lady  ont  of  the  crush 
and  crowd  that  surged  thicker  and  thicker 
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aronnd  them,  aa  more  and  more  half-frantic 
men  and  women  came  pouring  up  from 
Patrick  Street,  and  oyer  the  bridge,  in  a 
living,  leething  atream.  Twice,  in  spite 
of  all  he  could  do,  Alison  was  sepv 
rated  from  him,  and  carried  away  like  a 
leaf  swirled  along  by  a  torrent.  Twice 
he  had  to  fight  his  way  to  her,  not  un- 
challenged this  time  by  threatening'  words 
and  gesturoB. 

*'  Now,  thafe  o'  the  world,  step  asoide, 
an'  let  an  honest  man  pass  1 "  was 
not  the  pleasantest  form  of  greeting 
possible,  not  to  mention  still  more  highly- 
flavoured  ones;  but  the  crowd  were  too 
much  taken  up  with  the  one  dominant 
idea  of  getting  as  near  as  possible  to  the 
front,  to  give  much  attention  to  the 
Queen's  man  and  the  Sassenach  lady 
who  followed  in  his  wake.  The  long 
brown  military  overcoat,  with  its  gilt 
fastening,  is  not  so  aggressive  as  the 
ecarlet  tunic ;  and,  in  any  case,  they  really 
had  no  attention  to  spare.  A  spy  of  any 
apecies  would  have  met  with  ecant  mercy 
all  their  hands;  but  they  knew  better 
than  take  the  tall  Sergeant  for  anything 
of  that  sort,  being  fully  aware  that  he 
was  only  looking  after  his  own  men.  In- 
deed, the  policy  of  the  authorities  at  this 
time  was  one  of  letting  things  alone  as 
much  as  possible,  and  at  the  same  time 
taking  every  precaution  against  friction  or 
encounter  between  the  soldiers  and  the 
disaffected  civil  population.  As  to  these 
demonstrations  in  which  coffins,  torches, 
and  tar-barrels  played  so  prominent  a  part, 
they  were  doubtless  a  vent  for  feelings 
which^  if  pent  up  too  closely,  might  have 
led  to  more  miachief ;  hence,  while  utterly 
scouting  the  idea  of  any  lurking  disloyalty 
in  the  ranks  of  the  Handred  and 
Ninety-Third,  the  Colonel  took  every  con- 
ceivable precaution  to  guard  against  what 
Lieutenant  Yerrinder  would  describe  as  a 
'* shindy"  between  any  of  the  red-coats 
and  the  moonlighters.  It  was  indeed  a 
happy  thing  that  he  was  in  ignorance  of 
Private  Deacon's  performances,  in  the 
Minnymin  line,  and  of  the  contraband 
knowledge  possessed  by  Drummer  Gaghlan 
on  that  matter. 

Still  to  Alison's  ears  came  the  far-off 
skirling  cry  gf  the  fifes,  the  roll  of  the 
drums,  muffiad  by  distance,  and  ahe 
knew  that  those  six  ghastly  burdens  were 
being  still  carried  in  gruesome  state  to  the 
sound  of  the  terrible  death-march.  Though 
the  crowd  had  seemed  to  grow  more  dense, 
the  torches  were  now  few  and  far  between, 


casting  a  fitful  glare  here  and  there,  some- 
times cast  down  to  spit  and  splutter  on 
the  ground,  causing  a  rustle  and  swirl 
among  those  nearest ;  once  almost  drifting 
Alison  off  her  feet,  but  the  Sergeant,  turn- 
ing his  back  on  the  on- coming  crowd, 
stood  firm,  and  so,  forming  for  her  a  sort 
of  haven  of  refnge,  enabled  her  to  recover 
herself.  He  noticed  that  she  was  catching 
her  breath  a  little,  and  a  flickering  torch 
showed  her  fair  face  paler  than  before. 
He  took  his  courage  in  both  hands — 
indeed,  it  needed  a  good  deal  of  hard 
holding — and,  aftet  drawing  a  long  breath, 
as  one  might  who  was  about  to  take 
a  deep  plunge,  he  said,  gently,  yet  with 
a  certain  masterfulness  too  reverent  to 
hurt: 

"Madam,  I  must  ask  you  to  accept  the 
support  of  my  arm.  I  cannot  otherwise 
be  responsible  for  your  safety." 

A  soldier  when  on  duty  cannot  uncover, 
not  even  in  a  house;  and  yet  in  some 
subtle  way  the  Sergeant  made  Alison  feel 
that  he  could  not  have  more  humbly  sued 
for  a  pardon  of  their  present  attitude 
towards  ond  another,  had  he  knelt  bare- 
headed at  her  feet. 

She  laid  her  hand  softly  within  his  arm. 
The  fearful  incongruity  of  the  position  in 
which  she  found  herself  struck  her  for  a 
moment  as  bordering  on  the  ludicrous. 
A  flashing  remembrance  of  Mrs.  Musters 
came  across  her  mind.  If  only  that  dear 
lady  could  see  and»know  I 

But  these  misgivings  and  reflections 
were  cut  short,  and  a  wild  confusion  took 
their  place.  Her  heart  beat  until  ahe 
could  feel  its  pulsations  in  her  throat. 
She  was  glad  the  clasp  of  her  cloak  had 
been  torn  in  the  fray. 

Poor  Alison,  she  had  prided  herself 
upon  her  calmness,  her  entire  mastery 
over  herself.  She  had  not  counted  upon 
the  presence  of  the  traitor  witiiin  the 
citadel  I 

For,  even  at  that  slight  contact,  at  the 
touch  of  the  arm  on  which  she  leant  so 
timidly,  a  strange  thrill  ran  through  her 
whole  being,  a  something  infinitely  sweet, 
yet  terrifying  from  its  newness,  the 
first  pulsation  of  a  passion  that  was  des- 
tined to  dominate  her  life.  The  hurtling 
crowd,  the  sea  of  upturned  faces :  some  in 
shadow,  some  in  the  fitful  flame  of  low- 
burning  torches:  seemed  to  be  very  far 
away.  She  did  not  feel  those  who  pressed 
against  her,  as  they  fought  wildly  for 
place.  The  echo  of  the  death-march  had 
died  away;  aome   one  a  little  way  on 
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ahead  etrack  np  the  chorus  of  *'The  Wear* 
icg  of  the  Green  " : 

Our  flag  shall  wave  on  high,  and  onr  motto  shall  be 

seen, 
In  spite  of  all  our  foes  can  do— the  Wearing  of  the 

Green. 

The  rambling,  hurrjing  footsteps  fell 
into  the  rhythm  and  swing  of  the  tune ; 
it  was  taken  np  along  the  linei  ringing  oat 
like  a  feu  de  joie : 

The  Wearing  of  the  Qreen^^the  Wearing  of  the 
Green.  .  .  • 

A  dreadfal  rebel  song,  of  which  not  one 
word  of  meaning  pierced  her  dazed  brain, 
and  yet  which  sounded  like  sweetest  music 
to  her  ears. 

She  had  gazed  with  a  growing  but  un- 
conscious passion  of  longing  across  a  gulf 
that  seemed  impassable,  and  now,  just  for 
a  little  time — a  precious,  unspeakably 
precious  time — the  gulf  was  bridged  over. 

Still  under  the  spell  of  the  exaltation  of 
those  long  hours  of  watching  beside  Patsey's 
bed,  every  emotion  was  accentuated,  every 
nerve  at  its  fullest  tension. 

It  seemed  to  her  as  if  each  step  she  took 
along  that  crojirded  way  were  a  step  nearer 
to  the  time  and  place  which  would  mean 
severance^  and  that  eternal.  An  utterly 
exceptional  succession  of  eventa  had 
rendered  certain  things  possible,  that 
would  quickly  fall  back  into  the  region  of 
the  utterly  impossible ;  that  must  die  into 
a  mere  memory,  if  they  did  not,  indeed, 
take  the  semblance  of  a  story  that  is  told, 
and  a  dream  when  one  awaketh. 

The  present«-tho  present — that  was 
her  ''  day,"  her  own,  her  sweet  possession. 
A  miracle  had  happened;  nothing  less  could 
have  given  her  that  one  supreme  hour,  of 
which  she  had  had  no  warning,  but  which 
had  dropped  into  her  lap  like  golden  fi^uit 
from  a  heavenly  tree ;  nothing  else  could 
have  allowed  of  hand  clasping  hand  and 
heart  speaking  to  heart  in  that  most  com- 
plete of  all  isolations,  the  isolation  possible 
in  a  crowd  of  indifferent  fellow-creatures. 

She  was  conscious — what  woman  is  not 
conscious  in  such  moments  1 — ^that  the 
emotions  in  her  own  breast  also  filled  that 
of  her  companion.  She  was  not  deceived 
by  the  stem,  set  face ;  the  even,  measured 
voice,  in  which  the  few  absolutely  needful 
words  were  uttered.  That  not  one  more 
than  was  absolutely  needful  was  spoken 
may  be  taken  for  granted ;  and,  mostly  in 
absolute  silence,  the  strong  arm  guarded 
her  from  the  pressure  of  the  crowd,  upheld 
her  if  she  stumbled  on  the  rough,  uneven 
road« 


Ob,  the  wonder  of  it  all  to  both,  the 
strange  sense  of  unreality,  the  bewildering 
Bweetneifsl  Even  the  silence  seemed  to 
speak  more  than  any  possible  torrent  of 
words. 

They  tell  us  that  the  long,  sad,  lonely 
day  must  come  to  an  end,  if  we  only  wait 
long  enough,  but  alas  1  the  same  truth 
applies  to  the  short,  sweet  moments  which 
earthi  now  and  again,  snatches  from  heaven 
on  our  behalf. 

Alison  felt  that  her  <'day"  was 
coming  to  an  end ;  that  the  last  drops  of 
those  stolen  waters  that,  as  the  wisest 
man  that  ever  lived  tells  us,  are  so  passing 
sweet,  were  moistening  her  thirsty  lips. 

The  crowd  grew  less  and  less  dense; 
the  red  flare  of  the  torches  fitful  and  far 
between.  When  one  did  blaze  out  it  shone 
upon  two  white,  set  faces,  with  eyes  full 
of  despairing  resignation. 

Neither  the  man  nor  the  woman  whose 
story  I  am  telling  was  a  coward.  Both 
were  gathering  their  mental  forces  together 
to  meet  a  coming  crisis. 

The  Colour-Sergeant  would  have  scorned 
to  take  a  mean  advantage  of  the  woman 
thrown  upon  his  protection  in  so  excep- 
tional and  unlooked-for  a  manner;  and 
now  he  knew  that  the  moment  of  re- 
nunciation was  near.  No  longer  could 
any  necessity  exist  for  a  protectiog  arm. 

His  breath  came  quickly;  a  shiver 
passed  over  his  wholo  frame,  then — he 
dropped  the  hand  whose  gentle  touch 
had  thrilled  him  through  and  through 
with  a  rapture  that  was  almost  pain; 
bowed,  as  though  to  acknowledge  the 
trust  that  had  been  reposed  in  him,  and 
would  have  fallen  a  little  behind;  but, 
with  an  imperious  gesture,  Alison  bade  him 
keep  by  her  side. 

She  was  having  the  belt  of  the  struggle, 
for  she  had  seen  his  agitation,  and  her 
own  feelings  were  forgotten  in  a  flood  of 
pity  for  his.  It  is  only  the  highest  type 
of  woman  who  is  capable  of  entire  self- 
effacement,  but  of  this  noble  type  our 
heroine  was  ona  Heaven  only  knows 
how  she  kept  her  outward  calm  so  perfect, 
her  voice  so  sof  t,  and  low,  and  even,  as  she 
epoke  of  the  choir-boys  and  the  difficulties 
to  be  met  with  in  the  management  of  their 
voices.  She  was  acting  as  thoroughly  as  if 
she  were  behind  the  footlights  and  facing 
an  audience ;  acting  well,  too,  for  effort  was 
hidden.  There  is  something  in  a  woman's 
love  that  holds  an  element  of  motherhood; 
something  that  longs  to  help  and  comfort, 
that  shrinks  from  the  sight  of  suffering  in 
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the  one  beloved ;  something  that  bestows 
an  immense  power  lor  the  trampling  down 
of  self. 

"What  shall  I  do— what  shall  I  do,** 
Alison  kept  saying  in  her  troubled  heart, 
*'  to  make  it  easier  to  him  f " 

Bat  as  the  solitude  of  nfght  grew  around 
them,  words  became  harder.  The  tratliog 
shadows  of  the  trees  met  and  stirred 
gently  at  their  feet;  overheadi  a  pale 
watery  moon  came  shimmering  out  bom 
the  ragged  edge  of  a  cloud.  The  nofse  of 
the  now  far  distant  crowd  was  like  the 
purling  of  a  stream,  while  here  and  there 
a  bird  twittered  in  its  sleep. 

They  were  nearing  the  river,  where  the 
thick  boughs  bent  to  the  dark  water,  and 
one  single  spot  of  light  told  of  a  reflected 
moon.  The  spell  of  the  gentle  sounds, 
and  the  solitude  of  the  moon-flecked  night, 
came  upon  Alison  Drew — her  will  was  in 
abeyance. 

It  is,  indeed,  probable  that  neither  she 
nor  her  companion  could  have  told  you 
how  they  came  to  be  standing  side  by  side 
by  the  whispering  river,  under  the  shadow 
of  the  drooping  trees.  It  is  quite  certain 
they  had  left  the  high-road;  equally 
certain  that  the  model  non-commisaioned 
officer  of  the  Hundred  and  Ninety  Third 
Begiment  had  forgotten  that  he  was  that 
night  on  "  special  duty." 

He  never  asked  Alieou  to  take  that 
winding  pathway  to  the  river ;  it  seemed 
that  they  had  blundered  blindly  on  in  a 
silence  perilous,  passion* laden;  he  drunk 
with  the  sense  of  ner  nearness — a  nearness 
that  might  never  be  again — she  dominated 
by  his  unspoken  will,  as  truly  bewitched 
as  though  "DIvel"  Maloney  herself  had 
woven  the  spell ! 

Of  the  outward  Impropriety  of  her 
action  Alison  ne^r  once  stopped  to  think. 
There  Is  that  about  some  men  which 
effectually  prevents  a  woman  standing  on 
the  defensive;  she  feels  instinctively  she 
has  no  need  to  do  so ;  she  lets  herself  go 
with  the  conviction  of  absolute  safety. 
How  still  it  was,  save  for  the  soft  swfarl  of 
the  river  at  their  feet,  the  rustle  of  the 
whispering  leaves  above  their  heads  I 

The  little  birds  that  every  now  and 
then  stirred  in  the  branches^  the  sleek 
water-rat  tl^at  slipped  into  the  ripples  and 
crossed  to  the  other  side — himseU  a  ripple 
in  the  faint  and  broken  moonlight— ^ese 
heeded  them  not 

They  were  absolutely  alone,  and  the 
beating  of  their  own  hearts  were  as  the 
pulses  of  the  night  itself. 


The  Sergeant  leaned  hia  back  against  a 
tree,  folded  hfa  arms — maybe  to  guard 
against  their  becoming  mutinous — pushed 
back  his  forage-cap  from  his  brow,  and 
tamed  his  gaze  full  upon  his  companion. 
Through  the  grey  light  he  met  her  grave, 
sweet  eyes,  out  of  which  looked  a  steadfast 
and  noble  soul. 

Something  between  a  laugh  and  a  sob 
broke  from  his  lips. 

There  is  a  point  at  which  things  become 
so  despairing  and  so  Impossible  that  their 
impossibility  shows  a  ghastly  ludierousnessi 
like  the  grin  on  the  face  of  a  murdered 
man. 

They  were  there  alone  in  the  quiet  night, 
aud  yet  they  could  not  have  been  farther 
apart  had  seas  betwixt  them  rolled. 

The  bitter  irony  of  this  paradox  struck 
the  man  like  a  blow  from  an  open  hand — 
a  blow  beneath  which  he  quivered. 

He  had  deliberately  stolen  the  sweetness 
of  this  interview — a  thing  to  which  he  had 
no  manner  of  right.  He  had  done  this 
thing  deliberately ;  he  deserved  to  be  tied 
to  the  triangles  and  lashed,  as  poor  Deacon 
was  for  a  lesser  sin,  for  what.he  had  done ; 
but  yet  the  sin  was  sinned,  and  he  meant 
to  have  all  the  sweetness  of  it — ay,  and 
the  memory  of  it  to  hoard  up  as  stored 
honey  In  a  hive,  to  taste  In  the  dreary 
years  to  come. 

Just  as  she  stood  there,  with  the  fitful 
light  touching  her  face  into  exquisite 
beauty  and  tenderness;  looking — ^not  as 
another  woman  would  look,  fluttered,  angry, 
outraged,  and  Indignant — ^but  steadfast, 
gentle,  even  wistful,  her  attitude  expressive 
of  patient  waiting  for  that  f^om  which  she 
did  not  shriDk,  because  she  did  not  fear 
that  which  was  true;  just  like  that  he 
would  think  of  her.  No  fear  tiiat  the 
picture  would  fade — ^no  fear,  no  fear— the 
colours  were  quite  fast. 

There  was  something  -ecstatic  in  her 
stillness;  a  hint  of  Galatea,  jast  at  the 
moment  when  her  marble  brekst  began  to 
soften,  rise,  and  fall  She  was  full  of  grace, 
dignity,  and  expectancy. 

''What  life  would  be,**  thought  the 
man  who  watched  her  with  hungry, 
sorrowful  eyes,  "lived  with  such  a  woman  1" 
Perfect  companionship  mingled  with  the 
sharper  joys  of  passion,  the  (delicious  sense 
of  possession ;  a  sympathy  that  could  never 
faU,  a  tenderness  that  could  never  cloyl 
What  was  he  that  he  should  dare  to  have 
such  fancies  I 

When  he  spoke  his  voice  was  well  under 
command,  yet  told  of  a  supreme  effort. 


OharleB  Diokoiui.] 


THEOUGH  THE  EA.NKS. 


[November  25, 1898.]      509 


MMMHH 


'*  Madam,  I  have  done  yoa  a  wrong  in 
briDgiog  yoa  here ;  will  yon,  before  I  try 
to  farther  jaatify  myself,  Bay  that  I  have 
yoar  pardon  t " 

Alison  bent  her  head  In  token  of  assent. 
Of  words  foand  she  none.  Everything 
aboat  her  seemed  anreal.  The  soft  voices 
of  the  night  were  as  the  marmars  of  a 
dream;  the  river,  sobbing  in  little  rip- 
pling wavelets  at  her  feet^  had  to  speak  for 
her. 

Bat  he  anderstood.  He  knew  that  no 
anger  against  him  foand  place  in  that 
gentle  heart;  he  almost  fancied  for  a 
moment  there  was  more  than  gentle  tolera- 
tion in  the  look  she  tamed  apon  him ;  bat 
he  drew  a  long  breath  end  cast  that  notion 
adde.  When  yoa  had  a  certain  dnty  to 
do,  it  was  as  well  to  keep  yoar  head  as 
dear  as  might  be. 

«  Do  yoa  know,''  the  Sergeant  went  on, 
still  sneaking  in  that  even,  laboared  voice, 
"  that  I  have  been — ^mad  f  I  have  seemed 
sane  enoagh  to  those  aboat  me,  no  doabt, 
bat,  ander  it  all,  this  long  while  back, 
almost  ever  since  first  I  saw  yoar  face,  I 
have  been— mad.  And  this  madness  of 
mine  grows ;  it  lias  filled  all  my  life,  and 
now  1  am  gobg  to  do  the  only  thing 
that  an  honest  man  can — ^1  am  going  to 
ran  away  from  a  spell  that  is  too  strong 
for  me.  A  strange  thing,  traly,  for  a  soldier 
to  talk  of  ninning  away,  isn't  itt"  he 
added,  with  a  bitter  smile.  ''Bat  there 
are  some  dangers  for  which  flight  is  the 
only  safety— the  only  thing  possible." 

"Yes." 

Alison  had  foand  her  tongae  now;  or 
rather  it  seemed  as  if  some  one  else's  were 
speaking  for  her,  since  the  voice  soanded 
strangely  anlike  her  own. 

*'  Yoa  had  heard  that  I  was  going  f  ** 

"Yes." 

"And  yoa  think  it  wise — ^right — the 
best  thing  for  me  to  dof 

"Yes." 

There  certainly  was  a  monotony  in  her 
replies ;  and  the  man  might  be  excased  for 
gfindbg  his  heel  into  the  soft,  mossy 
groand,  and  smothering  some  quite  an- 
allowable  word  in  his  moastache. 

"  WeU,  we  have  settled  that  point ;  and 
now,  madam — ^yoa  know  that  a  condemned 
criminal  is  permitted  to  have  anything  he 
asks  for — grant  me  the  same  indalgence." 

"  Tell  me  what  I  can  do." 

Alison  laid  a  slight — ve^  slight — 
emphasis  apon  the  "can,'' which  was  not 
lost  apon  her  hearer.  For  the  first  time 
his  voice  faltered. 


"  Give  me  one  thing  to  take  away  with 
me ;  give  me  the  asaarance  that — I  have 
yoar  forgiveness — that  my  daring  has  not 
hopelessly  angered  yoa  against  me;  tell 
me  that  yoa  will  not  think  of  me  with 
scorn  and  contempt ! " 

"No— no— no!" 

The  words  seemed  to  break  from  her 
whether  she  would  or  no. 

"Yoa  will  only  remember  the  small 
service  I  have  been  able  to  render  you 
to-night — ^the  helping  hand  thftt  touched 
yours  in  the  mdment  of  need<^the — oh, 
my  God  I  you  will  only  need  to  remember 
that  I  loved  yon,  as  the  pilgrim  loves  the 
shrine,  and  then— you  will  forgive  me— 
everything." 

"  Everything." 

What  a  sad  little  echo  of  his  words! 
More  Uke  a  sob  than  a  word. 

Somewhere,  on  the  high  ground  above 
them,  where  a  light  from  a  window 
glistened  through  the  trees,  a  fiddle  was 
shrieking,  and  its  acrid,  plaintive  cry  was 
as  the  cry  of  their  own  hearts. 

"After  all,"  said  the  Sergeant,  taking 
a  step  nearer  to  her,  and  reading  her  face 
by  the  soft  radiance  that  touched  it  into 
such  spiritual,  unearthly  beauty;  "after 
all,  I  have  not  done  you  any  harm.  After 
all,  I  am  a  man,  and  you  are  a  woman, 
and  I  have  dared  to  love  you.  Now  that 
you  have  pardoned  me,  my  sin  seems 
small  compared  with  what  it  did.  Ah ! 
you  are  going — out  of  my  life  for  ever. 
Madam,  forgive  me  if  my  words  are  wild — 
they  are  tM  last  of  mine  that  you  will 
ever  hear.  If  you  stood  by  me,  and  I 
were  dying,  you  would  forgive  me  all ; 
forgive  me  now," 

"  Indeed— indeed— I  do." 

There  was  a  sound  of  tears  in  her  voice 
that  maddened  him. 

The  violence  of  despair  came  over  him ; 
words  rose  to  his  throat,  strangling  him. 
"He  had  counted  so  thoroughly  on  his  own 
strength,  and  now  it  was  failing  him — 
failing  him  utterly,  as  the  conviction  grew 
that  bi  a  moment  or  two  more  he  would 
be  standing  alone  under  the  rustling 
leaves,  with  the  river  sobbing  at  his  feet, 
and  tne  fiddle  keening  in  the  distance — 
alone,  with  the  moonlight  kissing  the 
•place  where  she  had  stood. 

But  he  mastered  himself  fiercely,  clench- 
bag  his  hands  upon  his  arms,  while  great 
drops  of  sweat  beaded  on- his  temples, 
where  the  crisp,  waving  hair  fell  away 
between  the  fine  points  that  marked  the 
contour  of  the  brow. 
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"Take  my  life— my  life  I"  he  cried,  and 
his  voice  was  like  a  cry  of  paiiii  *'  my  Ufe — 
only  give  me  one  word — one  single  word 
of  kindness  to  look  back  upon." 

The  tears  were  streaming  down  Alison's 
facoi  though  she  did  not  know  it;  she 
stretched  oat  her  hands  to  him. 

He  dared  not  touch  them' lest  he  should 
be  tempted  to  do  more.  He  even  turned 
aside  from  the  sight  of  them.  Not  for  a 
moment  would  he  let  himself  forget  her 
position  and  his ;  but  his  heart  was  wrung 
within  him,  and  the  tears  gathered  and 
fell 

''Heaven  bless  you,"  said  Alison. 
"Heaven  keep  you — wherever  you  may 
go.  I  shall  always  think  of  you  kindly — 
and  see — do  this  one  thing  for  me — there 
is  a  Soldiers'  Evening  coming — do  not 
sing— 'Bid  me  good-bye'^— I  could— not 
— bear— it." 

A  moment  more  and  she  was  gone. 
Her  light  foot  made  no  sound  upon  the 
mossy  ground.  It  was  to  him  as  if  a 
spirit  had  passed  from  earth,  leaving  a 
radiance  behind — a  radiance  that  should 
be  eternal 

But  the  thought  that  she  had  herself 
evoked,  haunted  Alison  on  her  solitary 
way.  It  seemed  as  if  her  feet  scarce 
touched  the  ground ;  she  was  flying  from 
herself ;  yet  ringing  in  her  ears  came  tiie 
sad,  sweet  refrain : 

Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye,  love, 
Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye ! 

The  fiddle  in  the  house  on  the  hill  was 
playing  it — by  what  strange  freak  of  fate, 
who  may  say  ? 

She  could  have  put  her  fingers  in  her 
ears  to  deaden  the  sound ;  it  pursued  her : 

What  though  our  pathways  sever. 

Never  again  to  meet ; 
Still  will  your  memory  lioger 
Ever  around  rue)  sweet. 

Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye,  lovOi 
Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye. 

"Never  again  to  meet — never  again — 
never  again,''  that  was  the  whole  story. 

Her  eyes  were  blind  with  tears;  her 
feet  stumbled;  there  was  a  whirring  sound 
in  her  overstrained  brain;  and,  thus 
sobbing  and  stumbling,  she  fell  right  into 
the  arms  of  Dr.  Musters  1 

<' Bless  us  and  save  us  all  I  what's 
this  f "  he  cried,  holdhig  her  with  a  strong 
arm,  and  peering  into  her  face.  ''Why, 
Miss  Alison,  out  alone  at  this  time  of 
night  1    My  dear,  what  is  the  matter  1 '' 

*'  1  had  been  down  in  the  valley  with 
the  child  Patsey;  he  is  dead  now — dead 


with  a  smile  on  his  face — ^and  then— I  got 
among  the  crowd— and— It  was  hard  to 
make  my  way.  I  was  going  to  Mrs. 
Musters— for,  you  see — I  could  not  very 
well  go — home — ^now.'* 

The  doctor  was  a  wifio  mai>,  and  knew 
the  signs  of  an  overwrought  state  of 
nerves.  With  a  few  kindly  words  he  led 
the  girl  on  towards  Monte  Notte,  telling 
her  of  the  strange  ehance  that  bronght 
him  out  that  night,  and  making  believe 
not  to  see  how  she  caught  her  breathp  and 
swayed  every  now  and  then. 

<'  Confound  them  all,  with  their  bands 
and  their  coffins,  and  Heaven  knows  what 

beside,"  he  muttered  under  his  breath 

"frightening  the  lassie  this  way,  and 
making  fools  of  themselves  into  the 
bareain,  a  lot  o'  haverin'  deils,  when  all's 
said  and  done." 

There  was  Mrs,  Musters  dutifully 
sitting  up  for  her  lord,  and  much  amazed 
at  his  return  with  the  wandering  lamb  he 
had  found  astray  in  the  shadows  of  the 
night. 

Also,  to  her  great  bewilderment,  when 
she  spoke  a  kind  word  or  two  to  Alison, 
that  young  woman  incontinently  flung 
herself  upon  her  knees,  and  laid  her  head 
prone  in  the  speaker's  ample  black  satin 
lap. 

Now  we  know  that  the  doctor's  wife 
had  a  bitter  tongue,  and  an  interferlog 
way  that  wrought  much  ill  in  the  regiment 
to  which  she  belonged,  but  somewhere 
about  her  she  carried  a  true  woman's 
heart,  for  she  -took  the  girl  in  her  arms, 
made  a  sign  to  the  perturbed  doctor  to  go 
away  and  leave  them  together,  and  set  to 
work  to  cosset  and  comfort  her,  without 
asking  her  a  single  question. 


SL^lNG. 

How  many  people  are  there  who  have 
never  used  slang?  A  writer  in  a  recent 
issue  of  an  American  magazine  snggests 
that  to  a  person  of  good  breeding,  of  Innate 
good  taste,  slang  is,  to  all  intents  and 
.purposes,  impossible.  If  this  is  so,  one 
may  venture  on  the  sequential  observation 
that  there  is,  practically,  not  one  person  of 
good  taste  at  present  existing  in  the  world. 
There  is  certainly  no  such  person  in  any 
sort  of  business,  for  this  sufficient  reason 
that  every  busbess,  every  trade,  and  every 
profession,  has  a  slang  of  its  own.  Lawyers, 
doctors,  soldiers,  sailors,  even  clergymen, 
have  all  their  slang,  their,  so  to  speak. 
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cant  phases.  Whether  politics  is  a  trade 
or  a  profession  may  be  a  matter  of  donbt; 
there  can  be  no  doubt  whatever  that  a 
compendfam  of  political  slang  wonld  make 
a  fair-sf^ed  pamphlet.  Think  of  the  slang 
of  ''  the  City  " — ^it  is  a  slang  phrase  which 
I  have  placed  between  the  inverted 
commasi  and  who  does  not  speak  of  ''the 
City''?— tjjio  slang  of  "Capel  Courts- 
slang  again ! — of  all  the  various  exchanges, 
of  the  banks,  of  the  warehouses,  of  the 
factorieSi  of  the  docks,  of  the  markets,  of 
the  sale-rooms,  of  "  the  Sow  " — slang ! — 
of  idl  the  resorts  in  which  men  meet 
together  to  buy  and  to  sell,  to  earn  their 
bread. 

There  is  the  slang  of  the  writer. 
"Slating,"  "padding,"  "copy,"  "log- 
rolling," "fleshly  school,"  "penny-aJining," 
<' decadents/'  <<  Ibsenites,"  "  Shelleyites," 
"  Browningltes,"  hundreds  of  other  'Mtes." 
Is  there  a  literary  man  or  woman,  I  care 
not  whether  in  "Grub  Street**  or  on 
"Parnassus,"  in  "the  gutter"  or  among 
''the  elect,"  who  can  place  his  or  hex  hand 
upon  his  or  her  heart,  and  solemnly 
protest  that  not  one  of  the  thousand  slang 
words  and  phrases  of  which  these  are 
samples  never  escaped  his  or  her  lips? 
There  is  the  slang  of  the  artist.  Indeed, 
the  artist  has  not  only  more  than  his 
proper  share  of  slang,  but,  to  my  thinking, 
the  larger  portion  of  it  cannot  put  forth 
even  the  faintest  claim  to  existence.  Slang 
words  and  phases  can,  as  a  rule,  advance 
at  least  one  argument  in  proof  of  their 
having  a  right  to  live ;  they  are  expressive. 
They  "supply  a  want" — slang! — they 
"  crystallize  "  a  great  deal  of  meaning  in 
a  small  amount  of  space.  Artistic  slang, 
on  the  contrary,  is  apt  not  so  much  to 
convey  a  meaning,  as  to  conceal  the  want 
of  one — it  is  pointless,  meaningless. 

The  less  a  man  knows  of  art — ^'and  the 
longer  one  lives  the  more  one  wonders 
how  much  there  really  is  to  know — the 
more  he  resorts  to  the  use  of  slang  to 
enable  him  to  conceal  his  ignorance. 
Listen  to  the  conversation  of  A.  and  B. 
at  a  picture-gallery ;  A,  not  knowing  less 
of  art  than  B.  only  because  the  thing 
would  be  impossible.  They  are  decent 
fellows,  both  of  them,  "Varsity"  men. 
Bishops,  not  impossibly,  Privy  Councillors, 
"  great  guns,"  men  of  "  light  and  leading." 
They  come  to  a  masterpiece  by  Jones: 
••  Wonderful '  technique,' "  says  A.  "  Yes," 
returns  B.,  "and  look  at  the  'middle 
distance.'"  "Rather 'painty.'"  '» Perhaps, 
a  triflp,  but  a  grand  '  scleme  of  colour.' " 


"There's  no  doubt  he  is  a  ' colourist.' " 
"It  is  marvellous,  too,  how  he  'manages 
his  lights.'"  "The  whole  thing's  so 
'  sympathetic*' "  "  Exactly,  though  a  little 
*out  of  drawing,'  I  fancy,  here  and  there." 
"  Think  so  1  The  '  brush  work,'  in  par- 
ticular, is  very  fine."  "  What  I  like  about 
Jones  is  that  his  'half-tones'  are  always  so 
subdued."  "  Te-eS|  his  'balf-tones '  would 
be  subdued,  wouldn't  they?"  A.  looks 
furtively  at  B.  and  smiles,  and  each  of 
those  men  knows,  in  his  heart  of  hearts — 
and  knows  that  the  other  knows  it  too ! — 
that  he  has  been  talking  nonsense,  and 
falling  back  on  slang  to  make  it  sound 
like  sense. 

Mr.  Brander  Matthews,  who  is  the  writer 
of  the  article  to  which  allusion  has  been 
made,  attempts,  more  than  once  in  the 
course  of  it,  to  give  us  a  definition  of  slang. 
Not  one  of  his  definitions  seems  exactly 
"to  cover  the  ground"  —  I  have  never 
lighted  upon  one  which  did.  I  certainly 
have  none  to  ofiPer.  If  the  compilers  of  the 
new  English  dictionary  were  required  to 
produce  a  work  which  should  only  contain 
words  of  classic  correctness,  and  not  one 
single  word  of  slang,  I  fancy  that  the  task 
would  be  beyond  their  powers.  When  it 
was  produced  what  sport  it  would  provide 
for  the  reviewers !  It  becomes  plainer 
every  day  that  philologists  themselves  are 
not  to  be  relied  upon  when  they  set  them- 
selves up  as  authorities  on  slang.  The 
subject  bristles  with  difficulties,  there  are 
pitfalls  on  every  side.  For  instance,  it  has 
been  recently  shown  that  many  so-called 
"  Americanisms,"  presumably  slang  words 
and  phrases  which  are  current  in  "  the 
States,"  are  either  reversions  to,  or  survivals 
of,  the  "  well  of  English,  undefiled." 

The  person  one  sometimes  meets  who 
glibly  defines  slang  as  the  *'  language  of  the 
streets,"  talks  rubbish.  He  would  be  much 
nearer  the  mark  if  he  defined  it  as  the 
language  of  the  people — not  one  particular 
set  or  class  of  people,  but  of  all  the  people 
of  the  world.  Listen  to  a  general  con- 
versation among  educated  men  and  women, 
and  make  a  note  of  all  the  slang — the 
unconscious  slang — they  utter  in  the  course 
of  half  an  hour ;  to  do  the  thing  success- 
fully will  necessitate  your  being  an  expert 
phopographer.  Or  better  still,  constrain 
such  a  company  to  use  no  slacg — how  the 
conversation  would  drag  and  falter  !  They 
would  find  themselves  incapable  of  giving 
adequate  expression  to  half  the  ideas  they 
have  in  their  heads. 

For  some  reason  which  to  me  is  inscxu- 
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tablOi  in  the  minds  of  many  penoni  slang 
seems  inevitably  linked  with  ynlgarity. 
I  would  lespectfnlly  snggest  that  such 
persons  confase  cause  and  efieot.  When 
Bsnjamin  Disraeli  said,  on  a  memorable 
occasion,  that  he  was  *'  on  the  side  of  the 
angels,''  he  used  a  slang  phrase;  but  was 
he  vulgar  t  Boms  oontinnally  nses  slang 
— is  he  often  ralgarf  Most,  if  not  all  of 
onr  poets  have  been  addicted  to  the  nse  of 
slang.  .  Pope  was  a  master  of  slang ;  so 
were  Byron  and  Browning.  One  can  point 
here  and  there  to  more  than  a  suspicion  of 
slang  in  the  works  of  that  great  artist  in 
language,  Tennyson.  Matthew  Arnold  is 
regarded  by  many  as  a  purist,  a  styUst. 
However  that  may  be,  he  was  remarkable 
for  nothing  more  than  for  his  gift  of  in- 
venting effective  slang.  He  bequeathed  to 
us  a  slang  sense  of  a  word  which  the  world 
wm  not  wiUingly  let  die— "  Philistine." 
And  how  about  his  famous  slang  phrase, 
"sweetness  and  Ughf'l  There  is  an 
amazing  slang  of  religion.  But  is  a  man 
neeessarOy  vulgar  because  ho  caUs  Umself 
a  ''hard-diell  Baptist,"  or  speaks  of  Brown 
as  a  '' sprinkler "  f  Quaker,  Methodist, 
Shaker,  Banter,  nearly  all  the  names  of  all 
the  sects  were  originally  slang — who  is 
bold  enough  to  call  them  vulgar  f  When 
we  speak  of  "broad,"  "low,"  or  "high" 
ehurchman—" broad,"  "low,"  and  "high" 
In  that  connection  are  all  three  slang  words 
-—are  we  vulgar,  necessarily 'f 

Let  us  discriminate — there  is  a  slang, 
the  use  of  which,  at  least,  suggests  question- 
able taste,  or  indifferent  breeding.  There 
is  the  slaug  of  the  "'Arry."  "'Any"  itoelf 
is  slang.  When  a  man  talks  of  his  "  mMh," 
we  take  it  for  granted  that  he  is  possibly 
not  a  person  of  the  highest  intellectual 
calibre.  When  a  girl  talks  of  her  "  fellow," 
we  conclude  that  she  is  scarcely  of  the 
caste  of  Yere  de  Yere.  How  about  "  old 
chappie"  or  "  Johnny,"  in  the  sense  of  "  a 
regular  Johnny."  These  expressions  sound 
viugar,  or  worse,  inane  to  us,  perhaps  be- 
cause they  are  feebly  coined.  I  do  not 
tliink  that  all  of  us  who  say  "  How  are  you, 
old  fellow  f "  or  "  Glad  to  have  seen  you, 
old  man,"  are  either  fools  or  "cads" — 
which  latter  word  again  is  slang.  There  is 
a  slang  of  "  the  depths."  When  you  hear  a 
man  speak  of  another  as  "an  Ikey  cove," 
you  look  after  your  pockets.  Should  you 
chance  to  overhear  a  gentleman  confide  to 
his  friend  that  he  has  been  "  doing  a  drag" 
or  "time,"  or  "fetching  a  legging,"  you 
hurry  off  to  get  your  watch  safe  home. 
But  though  there  is  a  slaog  which,  when 


we  hear  him  use  it,  ''  gives  a  man  away,"  or 
still  more  a  woman,  we  are  all  of  us, 
from  the  Q«ieen  on  her  throne  to  the 
gentleman  whosigns  himself  "  Cantuar,"  or 
to  that  most  august  of  personages,  the 
Chancellor  of  a  University,  constraJned, 
not  only  every  day  but  every  hour  of  onr 
lives,  to  the  use  of  slang,  which  has,  and 
from  the  very  nature  of  things  can  have, 
nothinff  objectionable  about  it  of  any  sort 
or  kind. 

It  is  not  the  use  of  slang  which  is  to  be 
deprecated,  it  is  the  abuse  of  it.  The  girl 
who,  every  time  she  opens  her  mouth,  pro- 
jects from  it  some  such  word  as  "awfully" — 
"  awfully  nice,"  "  awfully  horrid,"  "awfully 
square,"  "  awfully  round,"  and  so  on,  un^ 
you  wish  that  she  would,  at  any  rate, 
advance  into  the  alphabet  as  far  as  the  be — 
is  not  only  a  slangy  person,  she  is,  alBO^  in 
all  human  probability,  a  fool.  The  same 
dvil  observation  applies  to  the  man  who 
has  become  indissolubly  joined  to  some 
slangy  eatch  phrase,  as,  for  instance, 
"Don't  you  know " — "He's  a  nice  fellow, 
don't  you  know,"  "It  seems  to  me  to  be  a 
queer  starts  don't  you  know,"  "I  can't 
stand  clever  people,  don't  you  know."  We 
qaite  realise  the  truth  of  his  last  statement 
without  his  putting  himself  to  the  trouble 
of  giving  it  audible  utterance,  ju«t  as 
clearly  as  we  surmise  that  it  is  just 
possible  that  clever  people  can't  stand 
him. 

There  are  two  sides  to  a  question.  If 
there  are  three  persons  together,  and  two 
of  them  happen  to  be  "  talking  shop,"  and 
that  "shop"  is  not  yours,  you  are  apt  to 
think  that  the  use  of  slang  ought  to  be 
prohibited  by  Act  of  Parliament.  If  you, 
anon-speculative  person,  taking  no  interest 
of  any  sort  in  the  fluctuations  of  stocks 
and  shares,  chance  to  be  in  the  society  of 
two  members  of  the  "House"  who  are 
talking  "  Stock  Exchange,"  you  are  likely 
to  conclude,  before  their  conversation  is 
finished,  that  it  was  by  no  means  neces- 
sary to  have  built  a  Tower  of  Babel  to 
have  produced  a  confusion  of  tongues.  On 
the  other  hand,  if  you  are  a  member  of 
the  "  House,"  and  it  is  you  who  are  talk- 
ing "  Stock  Exchange,"  you  will  almost  be 
ready  to  affirm  that  only  man  in  the 
highest  stage  of  his  developement  could 
have  invented  slang,  and  that  without  it 
all  the  fountains  of  speech  would  be  closed. 
The  "  environment "  of  a  trade  or  of  a  pro- 
fession alters  from  day  to  day ;  new  con- 
ditions arise,  unsuspected  developementc — 
the'  work  of  creation,  as.  it  were,  is  con- 
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tinnally  going  on.  ft  is  essential  that 
one's  vocabulary  ehonld  keep  pace  with 
one's  rcqairements ;  it  needs  continually 
renewing  if  it  is  to  be  "up  to  date/' 
accurate,  definitive;  it  has  to  express 
shades  of  meaning  which  are  distin'ct  to 
you,  an  expert,  but  which  to  an  out- 
sider are  without  form  and  void.  Hence 
it  is  necessary  not  only  that  the  business 
or  the  professional  man  should  have  his 
filang,  but  that  that  slang  should  alter  with 
the  needs  and  with  the  requirements  of 
every  day. 

Again,  there  Is  sporting  slang,  the  slang 
of  our  games:  how  would  some  of  our 
pastimes  get  on  without  their  slang  1  One's 
maiden  aunt  migbt  possibly  be  puzzled  if 
one  were  to  tell  her  that  Humphreys  is  a 
wily  '*  trundler,"  and  that  his  "deliveries" 
are  apt  to  "  stump  "  the  batsman.  Or  that 
Lockwood  was  dreadfully  "  punished,"  in 
fact  *'  knocked  all  over  the  field,"  for  his 
" first "  was  " snicked "  for  "a single/'  his 
"  second  "  was  "  cut "  for  two,  his  •'  third  " 
was  ''slipped"  for  three,  his  "fourth" 
was  "  put  to  leg  "  for  "  ditto,"  while  his 
*'  final "  was  "  swiped  "  for  a  "  boundary  " ; 
and  if  you  don't  call  that  *'the  willow 
getting  more  than  even  with  the  leather," 
what  may  be  your  ideas  of  the  difi'erence 
between  a  "  maiden  "  and  an  '^  expensive 
over"f  I  say  that  our  unmarried  aunt 
might  be  somewhat  puzzled,  and  even 
shocked,  if  such  an  obseivation  were 
addressed  to  her,  but  how  could  a 
cricketer  explain  himself  more  clearly  to  a 
kindred  spirit  ?  Some  time  ago  I  was  at 
^'Lord'f."  Behind  me  sat  a  cleric  who 
is  high  in  favour  with  the  "  Evangelicals." 
A  "catch"  was  "badly  mulled"  in  the 
"  long  field."  "  Oh,  papa  1 "  exclaimed  the 
cleric's  daughter,  "  what  do  yo;i  think  of 
thaU"  "Fairly  buttered,''  growled  her 
sire.  And  so  it  was,  however  convinced 
Mr.  i^rander  Matthews  may  be  that  it  is 
impossible  for  slang  to  proceed  from  the 
lips  of  a  man  of  breeding. 

Football  baa  its  slang  in  abundance ;  so 
has  golf ;  so  have  tennis,  rowing,  swimming, 
running.  If  we  are  to  use  no  slang,  we 
shall  have  to  abandon  all  those  pastimes 
which  are  amongst  the  most  characteristic 
features  of  the  "end  of  the  century." 
Consider  whist.  If  you  watch  four  experts 
playing  a  rubber,  you  will  not,  it  is  true, 
hear  much  conversation,  but  nearly  all 
you  do  hear  will  be  slang.  And  billiards ; 
it  has  a  language  all  its  own,  and  an  ex- 
pressive language  it,  for  the  most  part,  is. 
Think  of  the  slang  of  the  hunting-field,  of 


the  "shootist,"  of  the  "fishist,"  of  that 
quaint  slang  with  which  the  air  b  filled 
in  the  "  climbing  season ''  in  the  regions 
round  Zermatt 

I  repeat  that  it  is  not  the  use  of  slang 
which  is  to  be  deprecated,  it  is  the  abuse 
of  it.  And  yet  it  is  difficult  to  lay  down 
a  hard  and  fast  line  which  shall  define 
where  use  ends  and  abuse  begins.  For 
my  part,  I  am  inclined  to  the  opinion  that 
the  use  of "  back  slang  "  is  to  be  deprecated. 
Though  I  am  conscious  that  the  "  coster  " 
may  maintain  that  he  is  to  the  full  as 
much  entitled  to  the  use  of  "  back  slang  " 
as  I  am,  say,  to  the  use  of  golfing  slang, 
I  am  not  altogether  clear  as  to  what 
line  oi  argument  I  had  better  take  to 
convince  him  of  his  error.  I  might  point 
out  to  him  that  the  use  of  back  slang  con- 
victed him  of  the  heinous  offence  of  belong- 
ing to^  "the  masses" — Mr.  Gladstone's 
slang ! — while  golGng  slang  was  a  trade 
mark  of  "  the  classes."  Unfortunately,  I 
entertain  a  suspicion  that  if  I  did  point 
that  out,  the  immediate  effect  would  be  to 
incline  him  to  the  use  of  back  slang  still 
more.  Back  slang  is  a  language  constructed 
on  lines — I  venture  to  hint  illogical  lines — 
of  its  own.  The  initial  idea  is  that  all 
words  are  to  be  pronounced  backwards ; 
for  instance,  instead  of  saying  "  no "  you 
say  "  on,"  for  "  bad  man  "  you  say  "  dab 
nam."  But  you  have  not  proceeded  far 
before  you  find  that  the  initial  idea  breaks 
down.  "Penny,"  reversed,  would  be 
"  jfnnep,"  the  back  slangstei^says  "yennup." 
"Evig  em  a  yennup"  is  his  version  of 
"Give  me  a  penny."  "D002  gin"  is, 
according  to  him,  "  good  night " ;  "  Ekil  a 
nird,"he  says  to  his  "lap"  (*pal"),  or 
"anod"  ("dona"),  when  he  is  offering  a 
drink.  It  would  be  impossible  for  an 
English  tongue  to  pronounce  many  of  our 
words  backwards.  How  would  you  pro- 
nounce "night"  or  "drink"  backwtffds, 
leaving  the  spelling  as  it  is  1  not  to  speak 
of  more  difficult  examples.  The  resmt  is 
that  the  "  back  slangster  "  adopts  not  only 
an  arbitrary  spelling,  but  also  an  arbitrary 
pronunciation  of  his  own.  To  hear  two  or 
three  of  these  proficients  in  the  art — if  you 
know  "where  to  look  for  them,  they  abound 
— carrying  on  a  conversation  between 
themselves,  would  fill  a  "West  End 
Johnny"  with  despair.  The  amusing 
part  of  the  business  would  be  that  the 
coster  would  look  with  as  much  con- 
tempt:, and  even  horror,  upon  .the 
"  Johnny's  "  slang  as  the  "  Johnny  "  would 
look  on  theirs. 
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Thieveft'  elaog  iSi  if  one  may  be  per- 
mitted to  Bay  80|  also  a  neceisiW  of  their 
particular  trade  or  profeaeion.  Tlie  naked 
truth — ^in  other  words,  plain  English — ^is  an- 
palateable  eren  to  them.  In  the  innocence 
of  my  heart  I  once  nearly  had  a  "row  rojal" 
with  a  sturdy  vagabond  in  a  ''  fourpeiiny 
dos?."  I  bad  "stood"  him  a  drink, 
and,  so  far  as  I  could  jadge,  we  were 
on  terms  of  excellent  good  fellowship. 
"You're  a  tramp,  aren't  you)"  I  knew 
that  he  was  a  tramp,  and  had  been,  a 
tramp  for  years ;  it  never  occurred  to  me 
for  a  moment  to  suppose  that  he  would 
object  to  the  fact  being  mentioned.  "  A 
what ) "  an  expression  came  over  his  face 
which  rather  startled  me.  "Look  'ere, 
don't  you  go  calling  me  no  bloomin' 
namep,  Fm  a  traveller."  "I  see."  I 
ought  to  have  understood  that  there  was 
a  standard  of  manners  even  in  a  "doss 
house,"  but  I  went  on.  "And  by  pro- 
fession you're  a  beggar)"  That  sturdy 
vagabond  rose  from  his  seat,  and  brought 
his  fist  down  upon  the  table  with  a  bang. 
"S'elp  me,  ii  you  come  playing  them 
games  with  me,  I'll  knock  a  'ole  in  yer — 
don't  you  call  me  a  beggar  !  I'll  let  you 
know  I  ain't  no  beggar,  I'm  'an  aeker,' 
that's  what  I  am."  llie  same  feeling 
which  prompted  that  sturdy  vagabond  to 
prefer  a  phraseology  of  his  o?m  is,  possibly, 
one  of  the  reasons  why  professional  felons, 
in  talking  to  each  other,  consider  it  almost 
a  point  of  honour  to  use  slang. 

A  thief  seldom  says  that  lie  robs — ^he 
"nicks,"  or  "snatches,"  or  even  "prigs." 
Just  as  one  sort  of  gentleman  may  be  an 
"  asker  "  but  not  a  "  beggar,"  so  another 
sort  may  "  prig "  but  scarcely  "steal"  A 
thief  is  not  a  thief  to  a  thief —he  Is  "  on 
the  cross."  There  is  no  prison  for  him, 
only  "stir."  He  Is  not  sent  to  jail— he 
^  does  time."  Not  for  a  month,  but  for  a 
"moon";  not  for  three  months,  but  for 
"a  drag";  not  for  a  year,  but  for  a 
"  stretch."  He  is  not  a  passer  of  counter- 
feit coin^he  Is  a  "snide  pitcher."  He  is 
not  a  common  swindler — ^he  "rlnss  the 
diangep."  He  never  effects  a  burglarious 
entry  into  a  house — he  "  puts  It  up."  He 
does  not  plunder  unprotected  little  children 
as  they  are  passing  alone  through  the 
streets— not  he  I— he  Is  "  on  the  kinchin 
lay." 

Although,  as  has  been  said  before,  the 
person  who  defines  slang  as  "  the  language 
of  tlie  streets "  talks  rubbish,  there  is  a 
slang  of  the  streets,  just  as  there  Is  a  slang 
of  the  drawing-room.    There  is  this  to  be 


said  of  the  slang  of  the  streets,  that  he,  or 
she,  who  uses  it  does  not  use  so  much  a 
particular  set  of  words  as  a  peculiar  style  of 
speech ;  an  exactly  similar  remark,  as  will 
be  seen  a  little  farther  on,  may  be  made 
of  the  slang  of  the  drawing-room.  "  D'ye 
'ear  1 "  cries  an  urchin  at  the  street  comer 
to  bis  friend.  "  'E  ses  to  me,  '  Wot  yer 
take  me  f or  1 '  I  ses,  '  Gar  on  T  '£  says, 
'You  fancies  yoursdfi  I  should  thiiik.' 
I  ses,  'Who's  yer  mother T  Then  he 
looks  at  me  as  if  he  was  going  to  eat  me, 
and  he  starts  off  whistling,  'Dysy  1  Dysyi' 
and  he  'ooks  It  off — ^there's  more  outside 
of  'im  then  there  Is  inside,  that's  wot  I 
say,"  If  you  examine  this  sentence  you 
wUl  perceive  that  it  contains  only  one 
slang  word — "  'ooks  " — and  yet  surely,  as 
a  whole,  it  Is  slang  In  excelsis. 

The  slang,  of  which  we  hear  so  muehj  of 
the  cabdrivers  and  the  'busmen,  does  not 
consist,  even  chiefly,  of  strange  or  sur- 
prising words,  coined  in  a  mint  of  their 
own.  Quite  the  contrary;  you  will  find 
that  the  Jehus  of  the  London  streets  use 
ordinary  words,  but  they  use  them  in  a 
strange  and  a  surprising  manner.  "Left 
somethink,  haven't  yer  % "  asks  the  driver 
of  your  'bus  of  the  driver  of  the  'boa  In 
front  of  you.  "Yes,"  retorts  the  riviJ 
"  whip,"  looking  round,  shaking  his  hand 
in  the  air,  "left  you — I'm  sorry  for  you, 
'cause  It  ain't  your  fault,  I  know."  "  Ab, 
you've  left  somethink  else  besides — ^yoa've 
left  your  driving  at  home,  haven't  jer^  or 
haven't  you  got  none  to  bring  t  What 
are  you  doing  on  that  seatf  Here,  p'lioe- 
man,  here's  a  man  a-driving  what's  never 
seen  a  horse  before,  he's  a-trying  to  tkke 
his  coach  and  'orses  right  through  the 
middle  of  my  omnibus,  and  thii^  I'll 
never  notice  iti"  "I  say,  old  man,  talk 
about  my  having  never  seen  a  horse  before, 
I  should  think  you  haven't  never  seen  a 
horse  what  wasn't  before.  I  should  say 
you've  always  been  about  a  couple  of  mile 
behind  anything  that  ever  went  on  two 
feet,  let  alone  on  four.  6o  on  'omel 
Drive  a  funeral  1 — why,  the  corpse'd  get  to 
the  grave  before  you  did !  Bank  1  Bmk  1 
Good-bye,  old  'an,  I  daresay  I'll  find  yea 
jast  a  starting  when  I  come  back  I  I  say, 
policeman,  why  don't  you  take  this  man's 
number,  he's  been  three  weeks  a-brlnging 
of  hisself  along  the  Strand  I "  That  is  the 
sort  of  slang  you  hear  In  the  London 
streets,  all  day  long,  every  day  In  the 
week,  all  the  weeks  In  the  year.  Yalffar, 
I  not  a  doubt  of  it,  but,  as  has  been  said.  It 
'  is  the  idiom  which  Is  slangy,  rather  than 
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the  actual  woids;  and,  vulgar  or  not,  if 
yon  encounter  (vro  amart  practitioners  you 
will  be  likely  to  hear  something  which  has 
almost  a  nodding  acquaintance  with  wit. 

If  the  slang  of  the  streets  is  vulgar — 
which  is  granted — what  of  the  slang  of  the 
drawing-room  1  In  how  many  drawing- 
rooms  is  some  such  remark  as  this  being 
made  every  day  of  every  year :  "  Thank  you 
so  much,  Miss  Montmorenci,  it  was  perfectly 
charming.  So  good  of  you  I  Sure  you  didn't 
mind  1  Much  too  sweet  of  you,  really  I " 
Is  not  this  italicised*  adverbial,  adjectival 
sort  of  observation  quite  as  much  slang  as 
the  slang  of  the  streets,  which  is  not  so 
vulgar  only  because  it  is  more  idiotic) 
Listen  to  the  fashionable  young  lady  of  the 
period,  Lady  Gwendolen  Yere  de  Yere, 
speaking  in  the  *' smartest/'  most  "ex- 
clusive'' house  *'in  town."  "It  was  an 
awful  lark  1  He's  so  frightfully  screaming, 
don't  you  know.  I  thought  I  should  have 
died — fact  I"  And  young  Lord  Adolphus 
Grandseigneur  in  reply :  *'  He  is  a  caution ; 
but  I've  had  a  sickener  of  the  chap.  He's 
all  very  well  the  first  time  of  asking,  but  I 
think  he's  a  bit  of  a  rotter,  don't  you 
know.'/  Lady  Gwendolen  and  Lord 
Adolpbus  continue  in  this  stridn  until  the 
conversation. finishes.  The  one  picture  is 
no  more  overdrawn  than  the  other.  Pat 
their  conversation  and  the  bmmen's  in 
parallel  columns,  and  say  which  you  prefer. 

Slang  Is  almost  universal.  With  all  due 
deference  to  Mr.  Brander  Matthews,  we 
are  all  of  us,  whether  well-bred  or  ill-bred, 
if  we  mingle  with  our  fellows,  practically 
compelled  to  use  slang  of  some  sort  or 
other  every  day  of  our  lives.  Do  let  us 
discriminate.  Because  an  ill-bred  man  uses 
slang  it  does  not  follow  that  all  who  use 
slang  are  ill-bred  men.  One  might  almost 
as  reasonably  say  that,  because  an  ill-bred 
man  eats,  all^men  who  eat  are  birds  of  hb 
feather.  Owing  to  tiie  exigencies  of  tbe 
situiktion  one  must  use  slang.  Those  who 
make  the  contrary  assertion  can  scarcely 
be  aware  of  what  slang  is,  of  its  myriad 
feelers  which  stretch  through  the  body 
religious,  social,  commercial,  politic;  but 
we  are  very  far  from  being  compelled  to 
use  the  slang  of  the  blackguard  or  the 
fooL  Spme  use  it  less  than  others.  S^me, 
unconsciously  plagiarising  Moliiere,  use  it 
without  being  conscious  of  what  it  is  they 
are  using.  Some  have  it,  of  malice  pre- 
pense, continually  in  their  mouths,  and 
yet  are  well-bred  men.  It  is  very  much  a 
question  of  temperament  —  as  so  many 
things  are  questions  of  temperament.    The 


Qaaker  is  content  with  yea  and  nay. 
O&hers,  as  dean-mouthed  as  the  Qaaker, 
but  of  more  sanguine  complexion,  use  not 
only  monosyllables,  but  sometimes  poly- 
syllables, and  still  search  their  vocabularies 
for  more.  If  a  man  were  to  assure  me 
seriously,  clearly  realising  what  it  was  that 
he  was  saying,  that  he  never  used  slang,  I 
am  inclined  to  think  that  I  should  look  at 
him  askance;  I  should  be  disposed  to 
suspect  that  he  was  almost  too  cold-blooded 
to  be  human. 

The  truth  is  that  many  persons  who 
flatter  themselves  that  they  are  well 
educated,  and  who  have,  at  leasts  had  an 
expensive  education,  do  not  know  slang 
when  they  see  it,  or,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
when  they  hear  it  either.  I  called  a  lady's 
attention  to  the  article  in  that  American 
magazine.  She  read  it.  She  thought  it 
excellent ;  she  approved  of  every  word  Mr. 
Brander  Matthews  had  written.  His  only 
fault  was  that  he  did  not  go  far  enough, 
was  not  adjectival  enough  for  her.  "I 
can't  stand  slang,"  she  said.  Perceiving 
that  I  regarded  her  askance,  she  added 
with  emphasis,  "  I  loathe  it  1 "  She  was 
indignant  when  I  suggested  that  such  a 
sentence  as  '*!  can't  stand  slang"  was 
slangy ;  and  that,  in  the  sense  of  being 
slangy,  '*  I  loathe  it "  was  almost  worse. 

AN  AUTUMN  EVE. 

When  o'er  the  cloud-bar  grim  and  grey  • 
That  shuts  too  soon  the  west  in  night, 
The  last  faint  ripples  of  the  light 

Break  in  soft  flecks  of  rosy  spray ; 

When  all  the  winds  have  sunk  to  sleep. 
And  not  one  golden  leaf  is  stirred. 
Nor  note  of  one  belated  bird 

Mars  the  great  silence  gathering  deep ; 

As  slowly  through  the  autumn  haze 
Of  mellow  woodlands  autumn  pight. 
Slow-moving  trails  of  misty  white 

Come  creeping  from  the  watery  ways, 

From  those  high  isles  of  rose-flecked  foam 
A  warmth  upon  the  landscape  falls. 
Like  firelight  in  ancestral  halls, 

And  lights  it  with  a  light  of  home. 

And  all  my  senses,  fainting,  seem 

To  mingle  with  the  silent  land. 

As  for  a  moment's  gaze  I  stand 
Amid  the  dreams,  myself  a  dream. 


ONLY  JACK. 

A  STORY  IN  TWO  CHAPTERS.      CHAPTER  II. 

"I  TELL  yoa,  Sasie,  I  would  do  any- 
thing to  annoy  him — anything  in  reason, 
yoa  know.  He  is  simply  the  most  self- 
contained,  animpressionahle  man  I  ever 
met ;  and  I  tried  to  impress  him,  I  did, 
indeed." 
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''  IVe  no  doubt  yon  did,"  Sade  replied, 
with  sisterly  frankness,  **  And  yon  failed, 
yon  say  %  Wdl,  never  mind,  it  isn't  the 
first  time." 

"Snsif,*?  Connie  said  impressirely,  *'I 
never  tried  so  hard  in  my  life,  only  to 
fall  in  tiie  end,  I  stayed  for  a  week  in  the 
same  honse  with  him,  and  people  knew — 
they  knew,  I  tell  yonl  He  was  very 
conrteoos — ob,maddeninglyeoarteoas — ^bat 
he  wasn't  one  bit  impreued  by  my  atten- 
tions ;  he  wasn't  even  flattered  by  them. 
Yet,  eoodness  knows,  they  were  marked 
enough." 

'*Toars  osnally  are,"  and  Sosie  smDed. 
'*  Don't  yon  remember  Major  Barton,  and 
the  Yenners'  picnio  f  Yon  made  yourself 
quite  remaikable  on  that  oceasion,  and  yet 
nothing  came  of  it  I've  always  told  yon 
it  was  bad  form." 

"  It's  bad  form  of  him  to  be  so  nngrate- 
fol,  and  I'll  pay  him  out  'ifor  it  yet.  You 
see  if  I  don't  I "  she  said  vindiottvely. 

"  Why  do  yon  want  to  flirt  with  him  1 " 

"Becaoae  no  one  has  ever  ancceeded 
in  flirting  with  him  yet.  lan't  that  reason 
enough  % " 

*' Quite,  I  should  say.  And  do  you 
expect  to  be  more  successful  in  your  efforts 
to  annoy  him  %  " 

«  Yes,  I  da" 

«  But  how  I " 

"  That,  my  dear  Susie,  is  my  affair." 

"I  couldn't  understand  your  sudden 
affection  for  that  child  before,  but  if  she  is 
this  man's  ward " 

«  Yes  r'  as  Susie  paused  significantly. 

''Don't  be  hard  on  her,  she's  a  nice 
Uttle  thing." 

« I'm  not  hard  on  her,"  with  a  disdain- 
ful smile;  "on  the  contrary,  I'm  her  best 
friend." 

^*  Oh  f  She  didn't  seem  very  cheerful 
after  you  sent  her  to  call  on  him  the  other 
day." 

••ITo." 

"  Perhaps  her  visit  annoyed  him  T' 

"  It  is  quite  possible." 

"Or  perhaps  ho  didn't  like  her  going 
over  there  with  Jack  % " 

"  That,  also,  is  possible." 

**  Yet  it  was  only  Jack ;  if  it  had  been 
any  other— -and  he  is  old  enough  to  be  her 
father  1 " 

"Who!    Jack!" 

"  Ko,  no ;  Colonel  Leigh." 

"  Quite  old  enough,"  with  a  cold  smile, 
"  but  not,  perhaps— In  his  own  opinion— 
too  old  to  be  her  husband." 

"  What  t    Are  they  engaged,  then  % " 


"There  is  a  sort  o(  understanding,  I 
fancy;  or  perliaps  it  would  be  better 
described  as  a  misunderstanding." 

."  But  you  did  not  tell  m  this  % " 

"  Why  should  I  f  It's  their  affair,  not 
ours ;  and  she  never  mentions  it." 

"  You'd  better  let  them  alone,  Connie." 

"  I  think  I  shaU— now." 

She  was  looking  from  the  window  as  she 
spoke,  and  a  faint  smile  played  about  her 
handsome  mouth ;  for  she  saw  two  figures 
pacing  up  the  lawn  side  by  side,  and 
recognised  them  even  at  that  distance. 
Yes,  Colonel  Leish  would  probably  be  very 
much  annoyed  before  all  was  over;  but 
oh,  what  a  pity  it  was  only  Jack  I 
*  "  And  what  if  Jack  should  mean  busi- 
ness f — for  rdally,  you  know,  it  looks  rather 
like  it." 

Susie,  too,  had  come  over  to  the  window, 
and  was  drawing  her  own  conclusions 
from  what  she  saw  there. 

"  No  such  luck,  my  dear.  Jack  isn't  a 
marriring  man." 

"  Luck  t  Do  you  want  him  to  marry, 
then  1 " 

"I^o;  but  there  would  be  compensa- 
tionp.  We  should  live  in  town  then, 
instead  of  this  dull,  out-of-the-wa^  place. 
But  don't  be  anxious,  Susie.  It  will  all 
end  in  smoke  as  far  as  he  is  concerned.'* 

<'  And  she  % " 

^'That,  you  must  acknowledge,  is  her 
affair,  not  mine,"  Constance  said  carelessly, 
as  she  turned  from  the  window. 

Meantime  the  young  people  themselves 
— all  unconscious  of  Constance's  plots  and 
schemes — were  rapidly  progressing  in  each 
other's  good  graces,  and  for  a  short  space 
Colonel  Leigb,  and  all  his  claims  to  con- 
sideration and  respect,  were  forgotten.  Yet 
he  was  coming  to  the  dance  that  very 
evening,  and  in  another  hour  or  two  Minnie 
knew  that  those  severe  eyes  would  be 
upon  her,  and  she  would  be  called  to 
account  for  all  her  present  happiness.  It 
was  not  a  pleasant  prospect  to  contemplate^ 
so  the  poor  child  steadily  averted  her  eyes 
from  it,  and  enjoyed  the  present  moment 
with  a  reckless  disregard  of  consequences 
very  unusual  in  her  gentle  nature.  Perhaps 
she,  too,  thought  it  was  ''  only  Jack,"  and 
therefore  would  not  greatly  matter. 

Time  passed  on  all  too  quickly,  however 
— as  is  usually  the  case  when  we  especially 
desire  to  delay  its  progress — and  soon 
Minnie  had  to  bdry  indoors  to  dress  for 
the  dance. 

How  much  she  wished  there  wasn't 
going  to  be  a  dance  at  all,   but  just  a 
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pleasant,  quiet  evenlDg  with  only  the 
house  party;  an  eyening  when  everybody 
would  be  free  to  stroll  about  the  garden  in 
the  deepening  twilight,  listening  to  the 
thrushes'  melodious  even-song;  or  to  sit 
on  the  terrace,  watching  the  moon  rise 
dowly  from  behind  the  dusky  treep, 
while — perhaps — some  one  else  strolled  or 
sat  there,  too,  and  seemed  in  no  haste  to 
go  in.  Such  an  evening,  in  fact,  as  the 
two  last  had  been — evenings  unlike  any 
she  had  known  before ;  and  never,  never 
to  be  forgotten,  whatever  new  experiences 
the  future  might  have  in  store  for  her. 

But — this  was  the  nfght  of  the  dance, 
and  Colonel  Leigh  was  coming,  would  be 
here  almost  immediately:  Colonel  Leigh, 
who  had  always  been  so  kind  to  her,  and 
whom  it  was  her  duty  to  respect^  and — 
by -and -by  —  to  love!  Had  not  her 
mother  always  told  her  thist  Had  she 
not  urged  her  to  remember  it  almost  with 
her  dying  breath t  ''I  wronged  him,"  she 
had  said,  '*it  is  for  you  to  make  amends. 
He  has  promised  to  make  you  his  wife, 
Minnie,  and  I  wish  you  to  marry  him; 
remember,  I  have  no  dearer  wish  in  the 
world  than  this.  Tou  are  too  young  yet| 
but.by-and-by  he  will  ask  you,  and  you 
must  say  yes — for  his  sake,  and  ;our 
own!" 

Two  years  had  passed  since  then,  and 
Minnie  was  now  eighteen';  but  Colonel 
Leigh  had  not  asked  her  yet,  nor  had  he 
even  troubled  himself  to  see  very  much 
of  her  of  late.  She  lived  with  an  old 
governess,  and  an  extremely  quiet,  not  to 
say  dull,  life  it  was;  for  she  had  few 
friends,  and  the  old  lady  did  not  approve 
of  her  visiting  those  she  had.  Miss 
Fremley  had  kndWn  something  of  the 
Myersons  years  ago,  and  had  therefore 
consented  to  make  an  exception  in  their 
favour,  and  allow  her  young  charge  to 
accept  the  invitation  Constance  had  given 
her ;  though,  had  she  known  the  kind  of 
woman  she  was,  Constance  Myerson  would 
assuredly  have  been  the  last  friend  she 
would  have  chosen  for  Minnie.  Li  point 
of  fact,  she  knew  nothing  of  her;  and 
great  would  have  been  the  poor  old  lady's 
dismay  could  anybody  have  enlightened 
her  comfortable  ignorance.  Fortunately 
for  her  peace  of  mind,  there  was  no  one  to 
do  this. 

Thus  matters  stood  between  Minnie  and 
her  guardian  on  the  eventful  evening  of 
the  Myersons'  dance,  and  undoubtedly  it 
could  scarcely  be  considered  a  satisfactory 
state  of  affairs  to  either  of  them ;  but  of 


all  this.  Jack,  of  course,  knew  nothing. 
How  should  he  f 

It  was  ten  o'clock,  and  the  dancing  was 
going  on  merrily — too  merrily,  perhaps, 
for  Colonel  Leigh^s  taste,  as  he  stood  in 
the  doorway,  contemplating  the  gay  scene 
with  a  somewhat  bored  expression.  He 
had  given  up  dancing  years  ago,  and  was 
not  one  of  those  men  who  take  a  lively 
interest  In  watching  other  people's  amuse- 
ments. He  watched  intently,  it  is  true ; 
but  he  seemed  to  take  no  pleasure  in  it, 
and  Constance  thought  she  had  never  seen 
him  look  so  stem. 

Minnie  had  never  looked  prettier  than 
she  did  that  night,  and  excitement  had 
lent  a  colour  to  her  cheeks  and  a  light  to 
her  eyes  that  intensified  her  girlish  beauty 
into  positive  loveliness.  Even  Jack's 
stately  sisters  were  not  so  much  admired 
as  she ;  and  Susie  made  up  her  mind  that^ 
despite  any  plans  Constance  might  have  to 
the  contrary,  Minnie's  visit  should  not  be 
prolonged  beyond  the  date  now  fixed  for 
its  termination.  For  she  felt  that,  under 
favourable  conditions,  the  girl  might 
become  too  dangerous  a  rival. 

Of  course  Minnie  had  been  dancing  a 
good  deal,  but  she  was  not  dancing  just 
now;  she  was  not  in  the  room  at  all, 
neither  was  Jack.  Perhaps,  after  all,  they 
had  gone  to  see  the  moon  rise. 

Constance  crossed  to  the  Colonel,  a 
mischievous  smile  on  her  lips. 

"  You  must  be  frightfully  bored  by  all  us 
frivolous  people,"  she  said  sympathetically. 
**  Won't  you  come  into  the  library  and  see 
Jack's  engravings?  He  has  some  very 
valuable  ones,  and  I  know  you  are  a  judge 
of  such  things." 

She  spoke  very  courteously,  but  without 
any  of  the  coquetry  that  had  formerly 
annoyed  him  so  mucL  Tet  he  distrusted 
her. 

<'  Thank  you ;  but  I  don't  like  to  trouble 
you  so  far." 

'*  It  is  no  trouble,  Colonel  Come  this 
way." 

She  led  the  way  across  the  hall  to 
the  library,  a  large  room  with  French 
windows  opening  on  to  the  terrace. 

It  was  very  Almlj  lighted,  and  through 
the  opened  windows  a  flood  of  moonlignt 
streamed  into  the  room. 

"Ob,  I  wonder  where  Jack  has  put 
them  1  They  are  not  in  their  usual  place," 
Constance  exclaimed,  glancing  round  the 
room.  "  Wait  one  moment  while  I  go  and 
make  enquiries;"  and  before  he  could 
raise  any  objections  she  was  gone. 
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Colonel  Leigh  walked  np  to  the  open 
window,  and  stood  there  looking  out* 

He  was  perplexed  and  troubled.  Past 
scenes  rose  before  his  mind's  eje,  throwing 
a  bewildering  shadow  across  the  present ; 
a  voice  from  the  dead  seemed  to  ring  in 
his  ears,  crying  ever  with  a  passionate 
Insistence  :  *'  Save  her,  save  her  from  my 
fate  I  She  will  be  rich ;  save  her  from 
such  fortune-hunters  as  have  ruined  my 
life  1  Guard  her,  and  make  her  your 
wife  ! "  And  he  had  promised  to  do  so ; 
at  least,  he  had  promised  to  obey  her 
last  wishes  in  the  spirit,  if  not  to  the 
letter;  for  he  remembered  always — what 
the  woman  who  had  jilted  him^  and 
spoiled  his  life  years  ago,  seemed  always  to 
forget — that  he  was  himself  a  poor  man, 
and  that  he  knew  that  Minnie  was  an 
heiress;  a  fact  that  had  been  carefully 
guarded  from  her  own  knowledge  and  the 
prying  curiosity  of  the  world  at  large. 
He  would  take  no  advantage  of  hf s  position, 
therefore ;  his  own  wishes  in  the  matter 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  He  strove 
always  to  persuade  himBelf  that  he  had  no 
wishes  in  the  matter — that  he  was  merely 
a  machine,  and  incapable  of  taking  any 
sort  of  human  interest  in  his  gentle  young 
ward.  He  had  almost  succeeded,  or  so  he 
flattered  himself,  till — was  it  only  to-night, 
or  was  it  not  rather  that  afternoon  two 
days  ago,  when  he  stepped  out  on  the 
verandah,  and  saw  Minnie — ^his  little 
Minnie — with  that  new  light  in  her  eyes, 
that  new  tone  in  her  voice  t  Poor  child  1 
And  yet . 

Suddenly  he  started,  and  drew  back  a 
little  into  the  shadows. 

Two  figures  were  standing  together  on 
the  terrace,  and  In  the  brilliant  moonlight 
he  recognised  them  at  once. 

He  recognised,  too,  the  motive  that  had 
brought  him  here,  and  emiled  con- 
temptuously. 

They  were  talking  very  earnestly,  but 
in  a  low  tone  ;  not  so  low,  however,  but 
that,  standing  so  near  as  he  did,  a  few 
words  reached  the  unseen  spectator  before 
it  was  possible  to  him  to  withdraw  out  of 
earshot 

Then  Minnie,  deadly  pale,  trembling, 
came  into  the  room — alone. 

She  started  when  she  saw  him  stand- 
ing there,  but  made  an  e£fort  to  recover 
herself  —  not  a  very  successful  e£fort, 
however,  but  he  was  too  preoccupied  to 
notice  it. 

"  Minnie,"  he  said  quietly,  "  I  think  you 
were  rather  over-hasty  just  now.      You 


have,  I  fear,  sent  that  young  fellow  away 
under  a  mistaken  impression.'' 

*<J,  Cokneir'  she  faltered,  flashing 
painfully.    *'  I  only " 

**  My  dear,  I  overheard  a  few  words — 
unintentionally,  of  course — which  make 
me  think  it  is  time  we  came  to  an  under- 
standing, you  and  I"  He  paused  a 
moment,  as  though  to  give  her  time  to 
recover  herself;  and  then  added  abruptly, 
*'  Tour  mother  made  you  promise  that  you 
would  marry  as  I  wished  I " 

"Yes,  I  promised."  Very  slowly  the 
words  came,  and  she  spoke  with  her  eyes 
bent  on  the  ground.  The  Colonel,  mean- 
time, watched  her  intently. 

"And  you  thought,  foolish  child,  that 
your  wishes  were  not  to  be  considered  in 
the  matter  f  That  was  hardly  fair  to  me, 
Minnie." 

<'My  mother  said — ^that  It  was  yonr 
wish,  and  hera;  that  she  had  wronged 
you,  and  I  must  atone.  She  made  me 
promise " 

*'A  great  many  foolish  things,  as  was 
her  custom ! "  he  said  impatiently.  "  Why, 
she  made  me  promise  that  I  would  ask 
you  to  marry  me.    Will  you  1 " 

"If  you  wish "  she  began;  but  he 

interrupted  her  with  a  quick  laugh. 

"Bat  I  don't,  my  dear;  not  now.  I 
must  keep  m^  promise,  that's  aU.  It 
would  be  no  atonement,  child,  to  spofl 
two  lives  instead  of  one.  Whst  can  yonr 
mother  have  been  thinking  of  1  Bat  yon 
are  to  be  guided  by  my  advice,  and  my 
advice  is — call  back  young  Myerson,  and 
tell  him  there's  been  a  little  misunder- 
standing somewhere — or,  wait — he's  out 
there  1    I'll  do  it  myseH." 

And,  without  allowfng  her  time  to  say 
anything  against  this  proposal.  Colonel 
Leigh  stepped  out  on  to  the  terrace.  He 
paused  a  moment,  and  looked  up  and 
down.  Jack  was  standing  at  some  little 
distance,  ^  leaning  moodily  against  the 
balustrade  that  parted  the  terrace  from 
the  grassy  slopes  beyond. 

The  peaceful  moonlight  shone  all  around 
him,  the  merry  dance-music  sounded  in 
his  ears ;  but  in  Jack's  heart  there  wai 
neither  peace  nor  mirth,  only  perplexity, 
and  grief,  and  deep  disappointment  The 
blow  had  been  so  unlooked-for,  so  totally 
unexpected  I  In  a  few  moments  he  would 
pull  himself  together,  and  return  to  the 
noise  and  the  crowd  of  the  gariidh  drawing- 
room;  but  just  for  a  minute 

The  Colonel  walked  up  to  him  haatOy. 
and  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
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"  I  want  your  attention  one  moment^  Mr. 
MyersoD,  if  yon  please/'  he  said  gravely^ 

Jack  looked  up,  with  a  very  viaible 
effort  to  pull  himself  together.  His  face 
was  white  and  haggard  in  the  moonlight. 

<'  Colonel  Leigh ! "  he  ejaculated.  '<  I'm 
at  your  service." 

*'  You  have,  I  understand,  been  making 
an  offer  of  marriage  to  my  ward,  Miss 
Brender  1 " 

*'I  have;  though  how  you  come  to 
know  it " 

"I  was  in  the  library,  and  fortunately 
overheard  a  few  words." 

"  Fortunately  f "  Jack  echoed  bitterly. 

**  Ye0,  fortunately,"  the  Colonel  repeated 
emphatically;  ''for  it  enables  me  to  put 
things  straight ;  to  explain  certain  matters, 
as  I  hope,  to  your  satisfaction.  I  heard 
my  ward  refuse  you,  and  I  heard  the 
reason  that  she  gave." 

*'She  told  me  she  was  already  engaged." 

"  To  me ;  yeg." 

<'To  you?  She  did  not  say  so,  but  I 
suspected  it."  The  younger  man  looked 
at  him  for  a  moment  in  eilence.  *'You 
have  not  explained  much  to  my  satisfac- 
tion yet ! ''  he  added  bitterly. 

"No;  there  has  been  a  great  deal  of 
misapprehension,  and  it  is  time  we  under- 
stood each  other.  Minnie,  despite  her 
assertion  to  the  contrary,  is  not  engaged 
to  me,  and  never  has  been,  though  she 
promised  her  mother  to  marry  me  if  I 
wished  it.  WeU,  I  don't  wish  it  1 "  and 
he  drew  a  long  breath.  "The  girl  is  free, 
free  as  air — or  would  be  but  for  one  small 
consideration." 

"  And  that  is '' 

"  That  she  loves  you,  Myerson ;  and  is 
waiting  in  the  library,  there,  to  tell  you 
so.  i  There  he  goes,  off  like  a  shot ;  and  so 
ends — what  never  had  a  begfnniog,  save  in 
one  old  fool's  fanc^  !  Ab,  wel],"  and  the 
Colonel  passed  his  hand  over  his  brow 
with  a  weary  gesture,  "he's  a  good  fellow, 
and  a  gentleman;  and  all  one  hears  of 
him  is  to  his  credit.  A  good  sort,  not 
like  the  sist^.  I  couldn'c  wish  a  better 
fate  for  little  Minnie ! " 

Yes,  the  Colonel  was  satisfied;  and  if 
life  seemed  to  him  drearier  than  he  had 
thought  to  find  it  of  late  years,  he  was  not 
the  man  to  complain. 

Then  suddenly  he  saw  a  stately  figure 
crossing  the  terrace  towards  him,  and  recog- 
nised Constance.  What  was  she  after 
now  t  he  wondered. 

And  Constance  herself  immediately 
answered  his  question. 


"  I  was  just  looking  for  you,"  she  said, 
as  she  paused  beside  him.  "  Oh,  Colonel, 
I  oan'6  tell  you  how  sorry  I  am  i " 

"What,  about  those  engravings  1  Never 
mind ;  I'll  see  them  another  time." 

"  Oh,  I  didn't  mean  them.   I  meant 

But  you  ought  to  see  for  yourself — though, 

perhaps-' why  did  you  not  wait  for  me 

in  the  library  % "  she  asked  abruptly. 

"Because  other  people  seemed  to  have 
more  need  of  it  than  I  iiad,"  he  replied 
slowly. 

"  0  ther  people  ?    You  mean " 

"My  ward  and  your  brother,  yes." 

"Oh,  it  is  shameful  of  her  to  treat  you 
so !    A  heartless  little  flbt ! " 

"Miss  Myerson,"  he  said  sternly,  "you 
must  not  say  such  things  of  my  ward. 
Your  brother  is  there  with  my  knowledge 
and  consent.    I  sent  him  to  her." 

"But — you  are  making  too  much  of  a 
foolish  filrtation ! "  Constance  cried  in  die- 
may.  "She  didn't  mean  any  harm,  I'm 
sure.    She  knew  it  was  only  Jack." 

**  Yes ;  and  she  finds  him  quite  enough 
to  satisfy  her;  so  we  need  not  distress 
ourselves  on  their  account." 

"  Or  our  own )  "  she  asked  spitefully. 

"Or  our  own,"  and  he  smiled.  "You 
have  done  your  best,  and  —  I  thank 
you. 

With  which  enigmatical  words  he  left 
her,  and  strolled  off  down  the  terrace. 

ANOTHER  VIEW  OP  MASHONA- 

LAND. 


Last  month  we  gave  an  account  of  Mr. 
Sdlous's  remarkable  book  on  those  parts  of 
South  Africa,  in  which  the  process  of 
colony-making  is  going  on  before  our  eyes 
under  such  picturesque  and  romantic 
conditions;  and  now  comes  another 
singularly  interesting  account  of  the  ex- 
periences of  two  ladies  in  tha  same  country 
during  the  infancy  of  that  Chartered 
Company,  which  at  present  gives  so  much 
promise  of  attaining  a  sturdy  and  in- 
dependent manhood.^ 

No  pioneering  enterprise  —  however 
difficult,  and  however  unlikely  to  prove 
practically  remunerative — ^has  ever  called 
in  vain  for  volunteers  from  the  crowded 
ranks  of  adventurous  young  Englishmen 
whose  principal  difficulty  is  to  discover  a 
field  for  their  exuberant  energies ;  but  it 

*  *' Adventures  in  Mashonaland."  By  Two 
Hoepital  Nurses.  (London  and  New  York  :  Mac- 
iuiUan&Ca,1893.) 
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is  not  often  that  Udiei  are  to  be  fonnd 
taking  their  places,  quite  as  a  matter  of 
coarse,  with  the  adFanee-gnard  of  eivilisa- 
tion  in  sach  nnpromising  regions  as  those 
of  the  *'HinUrland"  of  South  Africa,  and 
doing  their  share  of  the  work  witii  a  cool- 
ness, a  eheerfdl  courage,  and  a  calm  staying 
power  that  only  the  best  of  the  men  could 
equal  Attempts  at  African  trayellfng 
have  already  been  made  by  ladies — much, 
it  would  seem,  on  the  principle  that  urges 
many  of  the  sex  to  do  a  great  many  things 
which  they  cordially  detest^  solely  because 
they  must  be  imitating  men,  and  getting 
some  sort  of  notoriety  at  any  hasard — but 
the^  have  had  no  definite  or  intellfgent 
object,  and  have  been  as  barren  of  result 
as  they  have  been  of  intention.  lo  has,  in 
fact,  been  proved  that  it  is  possible  for 
a  lady  traveller  to  penetrate  a  certain 
distance  into  the  Dark  Oontbentt  but  that 
we  knew  pretty  well  beforei  It  has  also 
been  conclasively  established  that  she  has 
to  return  in^a  very  shoit  time  with  nothing 
whatever  to  show  for  all  the  trouble  she 
has  been  at,  and  with  no  sort  of  recom- 

Sense  for  the  inconvenienceR,  and  even 
angers,  to  which  her  vainglorious  fool- 
hardiness  has  exposed  her ;  but  that  has  also 
been  a  proposition  whichit  was  really  hardly 
worth  demonstrating.  Indeed,  it  may  be 
ajfirmed,  without  much  fear  of  contra- 
diction, that,  however  foolish  an  exhibition 
the  "  advanced  '^  female  can  make  of  heir 
self—- and  she  has  practically  boundlees 
poBsibilities  in  that  direction — she  is  never 
quite  so  absurd  as  when  she  is  posing  as 
an  explorer,  and  getting  together  her 
little  troop  of  boys  to  *'  play  at  Stanley  " 
with. 

Mfss  Bose  Blennerhassett  and  Miss  Lucy 
SIeeman,whose  adventures  are  so  pleasantly 
and  brightly  told  in  the  little  book  which 
is  now  before  us,  are  travellers  of  a  very 
difierent  sort.  The  really  wonderful 
journey  which  they  made  from  Beira  to 
Umtali  had  a  very  definite  object  at  the 
end  of  it,  an  object  which  entailed  upon 
them  two  years'  subsequent  hard  work, 
and  the  carrying  out  of  which  enabled 
them  to  be  of  incalculable  service  to  many 
a  poor  sufferer ;  while  it  cannot  be  doubted 
that  their  presence  and  example,  among 
the  wild  and  reckless  men  who  constituted 
so  large  a  portion  of  their  surroundings, 
assisted  the  gradual  process  of  civilising 
and  settling  down  as  hardly  any  other 
inflaence  could  have  done. 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  1890  that  Miss 
Blennerhassett  and  Miss  Lucy  Sleeman  left 


England  for  Johannesburg  to  join  the 
stfiff  of  nurses  at  a  little  Home  Hospital 
which  had  been  established  in  the  *'  G-oiden 
Oity,"  as  it  was  called — althoughmanyof  its 
roofs  were  made  of  corrugated  bon,  and  some 
of  Uscuit  tbs — and  there,  in  'the  face  of  all 
sorts  of  difficulties  and  endless  trouble^, 
they  laboured  for  about  six  months.  At 
the  end  of  that  time  even  the  generosity 
of  the  Johannesburchers — who  seem  to 
have  been  as  liberal  as  they  were  tipsy, 
which  is  saying  a  good  deal — proved  in- 
sufficient to  provide  for  the  necessities  of 
the  hospital  and  nursing  centre  for  which 
the  Sisters  were  working,  and  a  retreat 
had  to  be  made,  not  without  difficulty,  to 
Eimberley.  How  much  the  Johannesburg 
hospital  was  needed,  and  how  much  work 
there  was  for  these  good  ladies  to  do  in  the 
Golden  City,  the  simple  description  of  the 
cemetery  will  indicate.  "  There,  within  a 
small  space,  their  graves  simply  numbered, 
lay  hundreds  of  young  Englishmen  and  a 
number  of  young  women.  I  think  that  not 
more  than  two  or  three  of  them  were  past 
forty  when  they  died.  By  far  the  larger 
number  were  between  twenty  and  twenty- 
eight.  It  was  most  affecting,  too,  to  fl%e 
long,  long  rows  of  tiny  graves,  suggestiye  of 
real  heart-breaking  sorro  w.  The  mortality 
amongst  women  and  children  bad  been 
terrible.  '  When  I  came  up  here,'  said  a 
doctor  to  me,  'the  women  were  literally 
dying  like  rotten  sheep.' "  It  is  not  sur- 
prising that,  when  the  Sisters  left  that 
cemetery,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  glad 
surprise  that  none  of  their  number  had  to 
be  left  behind  in  it. 

The  first  stages  out  of  Johannesburg  had 
to  be  accomplished  in  a  dilapidated  old 
coach  which  held  twelve  passengers  in- 
side, all,  except  the  Sisters,  men,  <'  none 
of  them  very  thin  and  one  enormously  fat 
When  the  sun  rose  the  heat  and  stoffiness 
may  be  imagined."  Whenever  the  team 
was  changed,  which  was  every  hour  and  a 
half,  the  men  all  got  out  and  drank.  "  No 
wonder !  If  I  had  been  a  man  no  doubt 
I  should  have  done  the  same.  But 
'noblesse  oblige.'  We  were  women; 
therefore  we  smiled  amiably  at  heat, 
thirst,  cramp,  and  general  discomfort.  We 
declared  it  wasn't  half  bad,  and  privately 
wished  we  had  never  been  bom."  TUb 
was  the  spirit  of  brave  cheerfulnesa  with 
which  the  Sisters  met  all  their  troubles, 
great  or  small.  Never  to  complain ;  always 
to  make  the  best  of  things ;  and  to  make  a 
point  of  giving  as  little  trouble  as  possible ; 
were  the  principles  to  which,  happily  for 
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others  as  well  as  themselFes,  they  steadily 
adhered  throughout 

Six  months  were  spent  on  daty  in  the 
hospital  at  Kimberley,  and  then  the  Sisters, 
on  whom  the  work  had  told  somewhat 
severely,  began  to  make  preparations  for 
their  return  to  England. 

At  this  time  the  Chartered  Company's 
expedition  to  Mashonaland  was  the  absorb- 
ing subject  of  interest  with  everybody  at 
EUnberley.  Everybody  was  "going  up/' 
or  iiad  a  friend  or  relation  goiog  up,  by 
the  new  route,  vift  the  Fdogw^  river. 
Even  the  Bishop  of  Bloemf  ontein  had  given 
up  liis  diocese  for  that  of  Mashonaland, 
and  it  is  not  surprising  that  when  the 
Sisters  were  told  that  he  wished  to  take 
with  him  nurses  for  the  hospitals  wliich  he 
intended  to  establish,  but  was  hampered  by 
want  of  funds,  theSisters  should  have  volun- 
teered their  services.  These  the  Bishop — 
who  does  not  appear  to  have  been  a  good 
man  of  business,  to  say  the  least  of  it — 
declined,  on  the  ground  that  his  arrange- 
ments were  all  completod ;  and,  but  for  the 
accident  of  missing  a  trAin,  the  Sisters 
would  have  returned  to  England  forthwith 
But  Africa  is  a  diffimlt  place  to  escape 
from.  While  the  Sisters  were  waiting  for 
the  next  train,  there  came  a  telegram  from 
the  Bishop,  who  had  changed  his  mind — 
an  exercise  to  which  he  seems  not  to  have 
been  unaccustomed — and  the  result  of  the 
negotiations  which  followed  was  a  meeting 
at  Cape  Town,  at  which  it  was  settled  that 
the  Sisters  should  give  their  services  to 
the  Bishop's  mission  for  two  years,  and 
should  start  for  Mashonaland  as  soon  a3 
possible. 

And  here  it  may  be  noted  that  the 
troubles  which  invariably  arise  out  of  the 
spelling  of  native  names  are  almost  greater 
in  South  Africa  even  ttian  elsewhera  To 
take  only  one  instance :.  Mr.  Selous  writes 
<*  Mashunaland,''  the  present  book  has  it 
•'Mashonaland."  Who  shall  decide t  Per- 
hapr  the  best  way  is  to  put  it  down  as  one 
of  those  things  which  depend  entirely  on 
the  *'  taste  and  fancy  of  the  speller,"  and,  as 
we  adopted  Mr.  Selous's  version  in  dealing 
with  his  book,  to  let  the  ladies  have  their 
own  way  with  theirs. 

A  tedious  delay  followed.  First  of  all 
the  Bishop  decided  to  take  his  party  by 
the  P^Qgw6  route ;  then  he  arranged  to  go 
by  trab  from  Natal  to  Maritzburg,  and 
thence  by  post-cait  and  waggon;  then  he 
abandoned  this  idea  and  reverted  to  the 
FiHigw^  plan,  although  an  exceptionally 
rainy  season  had  reduced  the  tracks  to  a 


terrible  state,  which  would  necessitate  some 
delay  at  Durban  before  a  start  could  be 
made.  The  same  afternoon,  however,  the 
Bishop  took  another  view  of  the  situation, 
and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was 
useless  to  wait,  and  that  a  start  must  be 
made  the  very  next  morning  by  the 
steamer  *'  Venice  "  for  Belra,  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Fdngwd.  In  the  evening  yet  another 
change  came  over  the  spirit  of  the  Bishop's 
dream,  and  ho  pointed  out  that  the 
*<  Venice  "  would  touch  at  several  ports,  and 
take  ten  days  to  get  to  Baira,  whereas  the 
"  Norseman,"  which  was  to  sail  in  eight  or 
ten  days'  Ume,  would  only  occupy  four 
days  on  the  passage.  Obviously,  therefore, 
the  best  thing  to  do  was  to  wait  for  the 
*'  Norseman,"  and  to  pass  the  interval  with 
a  Sisterhood  at  Maritzburg. 

''By  this  time,"  the  Sisters  not  un- 
naturally write,  ''we  were  much  bewildered 
by  the  constant  change  of  plan,  and  began 
to  think  we  should  never  arrive  anywhere. 
We  were,  therefore,  not  much  surprised 
when,  the  next  morning,  he  suggested  our 
staying  at  Durban  instead  of  going  to 
Maritzburg  with  him." 

In  due  course  the  Bishop  returned  from 
Maritzburg,  having  enjoyed  himself  very 
much,  and  in  excellent  spirits;  and  the 
party  was  full  of  joyous  expectation  of 
reaching  Belra  in  three  or  four  days,  and 
of  finding  a  sufficiency  of  waggons  and 
coaches  at  a  place  called  'Mpanda's,  seventy 
miles  up  the  river;  but,  on  the  very 
morning  of  the  day  on  which  the  "  Norse- 
man" was  to  sail,  the  Bishop  declared 
that  he  must  go  on  alone,  and  that  the 
ladies  should  follow  in'  about  a  month! 
Naturally  they  were  much  discouraged  and 
disappointed^  but,  '*  having  to  yield,  we 
did  it  with  the  best  grace  we  could 
muster,"  and  away  the  Bishop  went, 
leaving  the  three  ladies — Miss  Blenner- 
hassett.  Sister  Lucy  Sleeman,  and  Sister 
B.  Welby  —  to  their  own  devices  until 
they  should  be  joined  by  Dr.  Doyle 
Glanville,  the  Bishop's  doctor,  who  was  to 
travel  with  them. 

In  about  a  month  the  Doctor  arrived, 
but  did  not  bring  much  comfort  with  him, 
declaring  that  he  knew  nothing  of  any 
settled  plan  of  the  Bishop's,  and  that  it 
would  be  quite  three  weeks  before  he 
himself  would  be  ready  to  startup  country. 
This  was  too  much  to  be  borne,  and  the 
Sisters,  after  takbg  counsel  of  experienced 
residents,  decided  on  making  a  start  any- 
how, and  waiting  for  ths  Doctor  at 
'Mpanda's,  where  the  Bishop  was  supposed 
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to  be.  So  on  board  the  next  &t  earner  they 
<'  steamed  forth  into  the  unknown,"  and  in 
courae  of  time  reached  Beira,  where  the 
old  basiness  of  delay  and  change  of  parpoie 
began  all  over  again,  and  it  was  the 
thirteenth  of  Jane  before  the  little  party 
embarked  on  board  the  steam -launch 
"  Shark  "  for  conveyance  up  the  Fiiogw  6 
to  'Mpanda's  In  pursuit  of  the  "ignis 
fatuus"  of  a  Bishop,  who  had  already 
pushed  on  to  IJmtali. 

There  was  plenty  to  look  at  during  the 
journey.  *'  Families  of  cranes  of  every  con- 
ceivable colour  stalked  about  in  the  shal- 
lows"; troops  of  hippopotami  disported 
themselves  In  the  water ;  flights  of  brilliant 
butterflies  flew  overhead;  monstrous  croco- 
diles sunned  themselves  on  the  long,  low 
mud-bsnks.  In  facb,  It  would  have  been  a 
pleasant  and  interesting  journey  but  for 
thejclimate.  As  noon  approached  the  heat 
became  intense.  ''The  launch  had  no 
awning ;  barely  a  yard  separated  us  from 
the  boiler.  The  water  became  a  great, 
glitteriug,  dazzling  plane.  Our  eyes  ached, 
our  heads  burned.  We  stood  up  now  and 
then,  that  being  the  only  change  of  position 
possible.  An  insatiable  thirst  consumed 
UP.  .  .  •  The  river  water  was  quite  hot,  and 
very  nasty  and  unwholesome  on  account  of 
the  quantity  of  rank,  decayiog  vegetation 
over  which  it  flows.  .  .  .  We  had  a  little 
claret  on  board  and  a  few  oranges;  without 
these  latter  I  don't  think  we  could  have 
got  on  at  all.  As  it  was,  there  were 
moments  when  I  felt  as  if  there  might  be 
worse  fates  than  that  of  being  eaten  by  a 
crocodile.  •  .  .  We  were,  however,  deter- 
mined not  to  grumble." 

It  was  half-past  nine  in  the  evening 
before  'Mpanda's  was  reached,  and  then 
these  poor  ladles  found  that  no  preparations 
had  been  made  to  receive  them.  Their  tent 
was  occupied  by  three  Europeans  who  had 
been  ill,  and  they  were  obliged  to  put  up 
with  scratch  accommodation  for  the  night. 
''I  think  a  few  tears  were  shed  in  that 
tent,"  Miss  Blennerbassett  writes;  "we 
could  not  help  feeling  forlorn,  alone,  with- 
out even  an  acquaintance,  in  the  midst  of 
these  wild  surroundiugs,  but  were  of  course 
resolved  that  no  one  should  even  guess 
what  we  felt."  Excellent  disciples  of 
Mark  Tapley  ! 

The  Bishop  had  departed,  but  had  left 
his  encampment  in  the  care  of  one  Wilkins, 
who  had  formerly  been  with  LivlDgstone ; 
and  there,  next  day,  the  ladles  took  up 
their  quarters,  and  set  to  work  making 
the  best  hospital  arrangements  of  which 


circumstances  admitted.  In  a  few  days  a 
letter  arrived  from  the  Bishop,  who  had 
reached  Umtali  in  Mashonaland,-  making 
it  quite  clear  that  there  was  no  chance  of 
waggons  reaching  'Mpanda's  for  two 
montbsi  and  advising  the  ladies  to  have 
themselves  carried  up  In  machilas — a  kind 
of  litter — when  they  made  a  fresh  start. 
He  certainly  had  not  been  trained  in  any- 
thing like  the  school  of  a  tourist-conduct- 
ing Cook  or  Qbz9,  that  worthy  Bishop  ! 
His  letter,  by  the  way,  was  brought  by  a 
"runner.V  and  was  tied  up  in  a  bit  of 
**  limbo,"  and  stuck  in  a  cleft  stick.  The 
postal  arrangements  between  'Mpanda'a 
and  Umtali  were  primitive.  Miss  Blenner- 
bassett says :  *'  I  remember  the  Bishop 
telling  us  afterwards  that,  as  he  travell^ 
up  country,  he  met  several  natives  who 
attached  themselves  to  ^  his  party.  One  of 
them  had  a  small  dirty  bundle  dangling 
from  the  end  of  an  assegai  This  bundle 
was  always  falling  into  swamps,  and  being 
fished  out  of  rivers.  At  last  the  Bishop 
asked  what  it  was.  It  was  Her  Majesty's 
mail ! " 

In  a  few  days  Dr.  Glanville  arrived,  and 
preparations  were  zi^ade  for  the  journey  into 
the  interior,  with  the  result  that  extreme 
friction  was  met  up — a  sort  of  triangular 
duel — between  the  Doctor,  old  WilkiuF, 
and  the  white  men  attached  to  the  mission. 
The  authority  of  Wilkins  over  the  men  was 
merely  nominal,  the  Doctor  did  not  know 
how  to  manage  them,  and  Wilkins  himself 
was  quite  impracticable.  It  was  monstrous, 
he  declared,  that  a  man  who  had^  been  with 
Livingstone  should  be  ordered  about  in 
such  a  way.  Miss  Blennerbassett  hits 
him  off  very  neatly  in  the  following 
stories. 

<<  <  One  morning,  Sister?,  and  'tis  as  true 
as  I'm  a-biting  this  crust,  we  were  sur- 
rounded by  strange  niggers — and  them 
niggers  meant  mischief  if  ever  a  nigger 
did.  Livingstone  he  says,  *'  We're  lost," 
says  he ;  '*  we  must  go  back  and  give  up. 
Gome  here,  Wilkins,  and  advise  me  1 "  And 
I  up  and  says,  "  Give  up.  Doctor  f  Never  1 
Let's  go  and  drive  'em  off."  The  Doctor, 
he  looks  at  me.  '* Bight  you  are,"  he  says; 
'*  lead  on,  my  brave  fellow,  and  I'll  follow  \ " 
And  as  true  as  Vm  a  living  man  we  slew 
seventy  before  breakfast  I '  Wflkina  pro- 
fessed a  lordly  contempt  for  the  Stanley 
expedition.  *If  Stanley'd  known  his 
business  he'd  have  had  a  man  like  me  to 
manage  for  him,'  he  was  fond  of  saying. 
By  all  this  it  will  be  seen  that  Livingstone's 
man  had  an  excellent  opinion  of  himselfi 
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and  was  not  likely  to  knock  under  easily 
to  a  mere  tyro  such  as  Dr.  Glanville.  '  Tm 
a  man  >to  be  trusted/  he  would  say,  with 
an  air  of  great  importance ;  '  them  there 
Sisters  know  what  to  expect.  Tm  used  to 
the  ways  of  females,  and  the  very  night 
they  came  I  says,  Sisters  !  let  there  be  no 
mistake — Fm  a  married  man.'"  This  is 
capita),  but  the  book  is  full  of  incisiye 
little  Uiumb-naQ  sketches  as  good  as,  or 
even  better  than,  this. 

There  appearing  to  be  no  other  way  of 
getting  away  from  'Mpanda's  the  three 
ladies,^  ignoring  all  the  advice  to  the 
contrary  which  was  showered  upon  them, 
determined  to  tramp  up  to  Umtali — a 
matter  of  a  hundred  and  ninety  miles.  If 
women  bad  never  walked  in  Africa  there 
was  no  reason  why  they  should  not  begin, 
they  argued.  Dying  is  just  as  disagreeable 
in  a  room  as  on  the  veldt.  If,  after  a  day 
or  two's  march,  they  found  it  impossible  to 
go  on,  they  could  always  turn  back.  In 
short,  they  made  up  their  minds  to  walk, 
and,  as  is  the  custom  of  their  sex,  stuck  to 
their  point  and  had  their  own  way.  Thus, 
after  almost  endless  difficulties  before  a 
sufficient  number  of  bearers  could  be  hired, 
and  further  troubles  before  money  enough 
could  be  got  to  pay  them,  the  party  set 
out  from  'Mpanda's  on  the  first  of  July — 
the  three  ladies,  Dr.  Qlanville,  Mr.  Waltet 
Sutton,  and  a  number  of  "  boyc,"  many  of 
whom,  of  course,  deserted  on  the  first 
opportunity.  Wilkins,  much  to  his  disgust, 
was  left  behind  in  charge  of  the  stores. 

And  a  wonderful  tramp  it  was  that 
followed !  Even  in  these  days  of  athletic 
<'  records  "  there  is  nothing  that  we  know 
of  to  beat  the  plucky  achievement  of 
these  three  ladies  in  making  their  way  on 
foot  from  'Mpanda's  to  Umtali.  The 
difficulties  of  the  track  were  prodigious. 
Its  dangers  were  far  from  slight.  The  boys 
gave  all  manner  of  trouble ;  there  was  no 
one  in  the  party  who  could  speak  a  word 
of  the  language,  and  the  slender  stock  of 
Portuguese  which  Miss  Blennerhassett  and 
some  of  the  boys  possessed,  was  the  only 
medium  of  communication.  Sometimes 
the  path  was  very  rough  and  the  walking 
terribly  difficult,  Here  is  a  bit  of  descrip- 
tion of  the  second  day's  march.  <<The 
track  crossed  a  burnt- up  plain,  and  then  lost 
itself  in  a  long  stretch  of  loose  And,  where 
at  every  step  forward  one  seemed  to  slip 
two  back.  Tryiog  as  it  is  to  walk  through 
grass  that  is  ten  feet  liigb,  coarse,  strong, 
slashing  your  face  as  you  push  your 
way  through,  we  were  glad  when  we  came 


to  patches  of  it,  because  of  the  slender 
shade  it  afforded.  Like  all  novices  at 
such  work  we  had,  early  in  the  day, 
impatiently  drained  the  water  bottles. 
Then  came  some  hours  during  which 
we  suffered  considerably  from  thirst  before 
we  reached  any  water.  This  we  did  late 
in  the  afternoon,  when  we  came  upon 
some  rude  bamboo  huts  beside  a  dismal 
swamp.  .  ,  .  The  night  spent  in  this 
shelter  might  have  been  passed  outside  a 
lion's  cage  at  the  Zoo.  The  lions,  coming 
down  to  drink  at  the  swampy  pool  jast  in 
front  of  our  huts,  made  such  a  terrific 
noise  that  the  earth  seemed  to  shake  with 
their  roaring.  It  was  a  strange  sensation 
to  find  ourselves  so  near  all  these  wild 
creatures,  with  not  even  the  slenderest 
door  or  mat  to  shut  them  out  of  our 
hut." 

Notwithstanding  all  difficulties  the  party 
reached  Sarmento,  nearly  forty-five  miles 
from  'Mpanda's,  in  about  two  days  and  a 
half — *'not  such  bad  walking  as  English 
people  might  think,"  Sister  Lucy  Sleeman 
says.    More  difficulties  followed  with  the 
boys,  and  then  came  a  miserable  time. 
<'  The  next  two  days  were  wet  and  rather 
miserable.    We  got  soaked  to  the  skin 
as  we  walked  through  the  long,  wet  grass. 
The  boys  too  went  badly,  wanting  to  stop 
at  every  opportunity;  we  had  great  diffi- 
culty   in    starting   them   at   all    in  the 
mornings.      We  could  not  get  properly 
dry  at  night,  for  the  fires  burnt  badly  on 
account   of   the   rain.     The    rude  grass 
shelters  that  the  boys  put  up  for  us  to 
sleep  in  at  night  were  hardly  watertight. 
Hj  83nas  made  night  hideoup,  coming  quite 
close  to  our  little  camp.    I    think    the 
shriek    these    animals    utter    is     more 
objectionable  than  the  cry  of  any  other 
wild  beast.    It  fills  one  with  shuddering 
horror,  and  is  more  like  the  wail  of  a  lost 
soul  than  a  mere  earthly  sound."    Next 
morning    "the    road    became    dreadful. 
There   were  hours  of   walking   through 
grass  ten  feet  high;  through  tall  rushes 
that    slashed  one's  face;    through  small 
bogs  and  shallow  streams,  into  which  we 
dashed,  boots  and  all,  much  to  the  delight 
of  the  boys,  but  to  the  horror  of  our  white 
escort."     Soon    afterwardf,    and    while 
Umtali  was  yet  seventy  miles  distant,  all 
the   boys   but   four  finally   bolted,    and 
Mr.  Sutton  had  to  be  left  behind  with  one 
boy  to  take  care  of  the  stores  while  the 
rest  of  the  party  pushed   on.      It  was 
terrible  work  during  the  last  few  days, 
and  when  the  last  day  of  all  arrived  it 
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came  none  too  sooa  The  provisions  had 
run  shorty  Indeed  there  was  nothing  left 
but  a  little  tea  and  half  a  pot  of  Bovril. 
Sister  Aim^d— Miss  Blennerhassett — was 
suffering  severely  from  fever.  "  This  was 
the  hardest  day  of  aU.  A  bad,  rocky 
path ;  hill  after  hill  to  climb ;  valleys  and 
ravines  to  cross;  horning  heat,  and,  worst 
of  all,  for  some  hoars  we  coold  find  no 
water."  When  a  small  stream  was  reached 
at  last  there  was  no  wood  t^  make  a  fire  to 
heat  some  Bovril — they  did  not  dare  to 
drink  much  water — and  it  was  not  for 
some  considerable  time  that  the  party 
came  to  a  larger  stream  in  a  grove  of 
bananas,  and  were  able  to  make  some 
soap,  which  revived  them  for  a  fresh 
effort  <<Then  there  were  more  hills  to 
climb,  more  valleys  and  ravines  to  cross, 
biterspersed  with  long  stretches  of  tall 
grass,  which  after  a  time  had  a  most; 
bewilderingly  dfzsy  effect.  At  last, 
towards  sunset,  Dr.  Olanville  descried  a 
distant  flag— Umtali ! "  Htdf  an  hoar's 
qaick  marching  brought  the  party  to  a 
small  river,  and  as  Sister  Aim6e  was 
scrambling  over  a  fallen  tree,  which  served 
as.  a  bridge,  a  hand  was  suddenly  stretched 
out  to  help  her.  It  was  the  Bishop,  who 
was  thus  run  to  earth  at  last  1 

Of  the  strange  life  which  the  Sisters 
Aim6e  and  Lucy  Sleeman  led  for  some 
two  years  at  Umtali — ^Sister  B.  Welby 
married  a  doctor  before  very  long;  of  the 
hospital  they  organised;  of  the  patients 
they  nursed;  of  their  queer  adventures 
with  pioneers  and  Chartered  Company's 
police  —  the  resources  of  the  Bishop's 
mission  soon  broke  down,  the  Bishop 
himself  returned  to  England  in  search  of 
funds,  and  the  hospital  was  taken  over 
by  the  Ofaaitered  Company  —  of  the 
fevers  that  they  had;  of  their  adven- 
tures with  wild  beasts ;  of  their  interviews 
with  native  chiefs  and  chieftainesses ; 
we  will  say  nothing,  but  will  advise  our 
reader?,  for  satisfaction  on  these  and  many 
other  points,  to  turn  to  the  pases  of  the 
book  itselL  Alwajs  bright  and  cheerful, 
gifted  with  a  keen  sense  of  humour  and 
with  a  natural  power  of  easy  narrative, 
the  Sisters  are,  throughout,  excellent  com- 
pany, and  their  book  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  and  most  agreeable  of  the 
many  books  about  South  African  life  and 
travel  which  we  have  ever  seen.  We  can 
cordially  commend  the  Adventures  of  the 
two  Hospital  Nurses  In  Mashonaland  to 
the  attention  of  all  readers  of  All  the 
Year  Bound. 


Meanwhile,  we  may  quote  one  of  the 
thumb-nail  sketches  of  character  to  which 
we  have  already  alluded.  ThiiT  is  Mr. 
Cecil  Rhodes,  whose  name  is  just  now  in 
everybody's  mouth.  '*Hfs  generosity  is 
proverbial,  everything  about  the  man  is 
big — faults,  virtues,  projects.  His  am- 
bition itself  is  largely  tinctured  with 
altruism.  He  is  the  darling  of  Fortune — 
and  that  blind  goddess  does  not  often 
select  her  favourites  from  the  Sunday 
School  We  were  especially  charmed  by 
the  great  man's  simple  manners,  and 
boyish  enjoyment  of  a  joke.  He  told  ns 
that  he  had  jnade  political  capital  out  of 
our  walk  up.  The  Cape  Town  G-ovem- 
ment  having  objected  to  his  journey  to 
Umtali  on  the  score  of  danger,  he  answered 
that  if  ladies  had  been  able  to  walk  np 
without  tents  or  waggons,  it  would  be 
absurd  for  a  man  not  to  be  afraid  to  ride 
up,  as  the  horsef,  of  course,  would  fall 
victims  to  the  fly  !  After  this  statement 
he  had  met  with  no  farther  oppoflition. 
Mr.  Bhodes  remained,  chatting  delight- 
fully, for  a  couple  of  hours,  and  left  pro- 
mising to  see  us  through  all  our  difficulties. 
Nor  was  this  a  vain  promise.  Of  his  many 
kindnesses,  we  thought  most  of  his  having 
remembered  to  replace  the  small  medical 
library,  which  had  been  lost  with  oar 
laggftge*  The  books  not  befaig  procur- 
able at  the  Cape,  this  busy  man  took 
the  trouble  of  having  them  sent  for 
to  England.  He  left  that  eveniog  for 
Salisbury,  leaving  every  one  as  hopef al, 
enterprising,  and  confident  in  the  resources 
of  the  country,  as  they  had  been  dispirited 
and  pessimistic  before  his  arrival." 
Again,  "he  was  besieged  with  petitions 
of  all  sorts.  Malcontents  and  chronic 
grumblers  went  to  his  hut,  and  came  away 
in  a  few  moments  cheerful  and  satisfied. 
Not  that  anything  was  altered  in  the  con- 
dition of  affairs — the  man's  mere  personal 
magnetism  wrought  the  change."  Indeed, 
the  faith  in  Mr.  Bhodes  is  practically 
illimitable  in  Africa.  "  Whatever  happens, 
people  shrug  their  shoulders,  and  say :  '  It 
will  be  all  right,  Ehodes  will  square  it.'  " 
Indeed,  some  enthusiasts  believe  him  to 
be  capable  even  of  "squaring  "  the  dreaded 
tse-tse  fly ! 

We  will  conclade  our  notice  of  this 
entertainiilg  book  by  quoting  one  of  the 
numerous  excellent  lion  stories  which  it 
contains.    And  a  grim  one  it  is  I 

**A  prospector  named  Vogler,  camped 
somewhere  between  Beira  and  Umtali, 
was  searching  for  a  reef  supposed  to  be 
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lying  in  that  direction.  One  day  soma 
natives  came  to  his  camp,  telling  him  that 
two  white  men  were  '  besieged  by  lions ' 
a  hundred  miles  away,  and  that  both  were 
dead,  or  dying.  Vogler  wasted  no  time ; 
he  knew  that  white  men  were  encamped 
at  the  place  indicated  by  the  nativesi  and 
found  that  the  latter,  questioned  individu- 
ally, told  a  consistent  tale. .  Taking  with 
him  a  guide  and  a  few  boys  to  carry 
provisions,  he  walked  the  hundred  miles 
in  less  than  two  days  and  a  half. 

*'  In  front  of  the  solitary  hut,  built  at 
some  distance  from  water,  lay  the  bones 
of  a  lion ;  several  more  had  their  lair  in 
the  bushes  close  by,  according  to  the 
natives.  With  some  difficidty  Vogler 
obtained  admission  to  the  hut.  There  he 
found  two  white  men  in  an  indescribable 
condition.  One  man  was  lying  on  a  rude 
stretcher  apparently  unconscious;  the 
other  was  up  and  about,  but  looked  a 
ghastly  object.  An  intolerable  smell 
poisoned  the  atmosphera  Having  at- 
tended to  the' first  wants  of  these  two 
miserable  men,  Vogler  asked  what  had 
happened.  The  man  who  was  still 
conscious  told  him. 

"  His  comrade,  he  said,  had  caught  the 
fever,  was  very  ill,  and  too  weak  to  move. 
The  natives  had  deserted,  as  they  so  often 
do  in  face  of  sickness.  One  night,  hearing 
a  noise  round  the  hut,  he  thought  the 
boys  might  have  returned — perhaps  with 
evU.  intentions.  Taking  his  rifle,  he  threw 
open  the  door.  It  was  a  bright,  moon- 
light night.  Straight  in  front  of  him,  at 
a  distance  of  about  twenty  paces,  stood  a 
huge  lion ;  he  fired,  and  killed  it  As  he 
lowered  his  gun,  the  lioness,  which  he  had 
not  perceived,  stole  noiselessly  round  the 
hut,  seized  his  right  hand,  and  literally 
tore  it  ofiP.  The  man  had  presence  of 
mind  enough  to  dart  back  into  the  hut, 
and  bang  the  door.  It  was  a  frail  pro- 
tection, being  made  of  reeds ;  but  in  spite 
of  the  terrible  wound  he  found  strength 
enough  to  pile  sacks  of  rice  against  it. 
His  tight  arm  was  a  ghastly  stump,  the 
broken  bones  sticking  out  through  the 
bleeding  flefih  below  the  elbow.  His  hand 
was  gone.  Fearing  that  he  would  bleed 
to  death,  he  melted  a  quantity  of  brown 
sugar  and  plunged  the  stump  into  it.  It 
was,  when  Vogler  saw  it,  still  coated  over 
with  a  hard  mass  of  sugar., 

"  He  now  no  longer  dared  to  leave  the 
hut.  He  and  his  friend  had  provisions, 
but  no  water.  Part  of  their  store  was 
composed  of  tins  of  salmon  and  sardines. 


They  bored  holes  in  the  tins,  and  drank 
the  oil,  and  the  horrible  fish  liquid  !  The 
man  with  fever  had  got  gradually  worse, 
and  appeared  likely  to  die,  but  he 
eventually  recovered.  Unfortunately,  it 
was  impossible  to  save  the  wounded  man. 
The  arm  was  gangrenedi  and  he  died  soon 
after  Vogler's  arrival." 


THE   GREY   BOY. 

A  SHORT  SERIAL  STORY. 


CHAPTER  III. 

The  floor  of  the  carriage  was  whitened 
with  snow,  and  after  the  first  shock  of 
consternation,  it  struck  Leila  that  he  must 
have  opened  the  door  and  left  the  train 
while  she  was  leaning  out  of  the  opposite 
window.  Probably  he,  too,  bad  alighted 
to  see  what  was  wrong.  Whether  he 
had  had  time  to  return  to  the  train  she 
could  not  tell.  But  she  could  not  help  a 
feeling  of  relief  that,  at  any  rate,  he 
had  left  the  carriage  in  which  she  was 
travelling. 

That  strange  paroxysm  of  repulsion 
and  fear  which  had  overwhelmed  her  a 
few  moments  before,  had,  in  spite  of  its 
apparent  groundlessness,  been  so  vivid, 
that  not  even  the  arguments  of  common 
sense  could  entirely  dissipate  her  dislike 
to  the  boy's  presence. 

Happily,  she  had  not  time  to  trouble 
her  head  much  more  about  him. 

The  train  drew  up  again,  and  this  time 
it  was  at  Longwood ;  and  as  the  lights  of 
the  station  glimmered  before  her  eyes, 
every  other  thought  was  swallowed  up  in 
the  one,  that  she  had  reached  the  boundary 
of  the  new  world  in  which  her  life  was 
hitherto  to  be  spent. 

Stiff  with  cold  and  fatigue,  trembling  a 
little  from  the  strain  of  expectation,  she 
lifted  down  her  wraps,  and  was  preparing 
to  open  the  door;  when  it  was  opened  for 
her,  and  she  saw,  helpful  and  kindly,  the 
smUing  face  of  Dr.  Burton. 

"This  is  your  destination,"  he  said, 
taking  her  wraps  from  her  in  one  hand, 
and  helping  her  to  alight  with  the  other. 
The  snow  which  had  drifted  into  the 
carriage  had  melted  into  pools  of  dirty 
water,  And  as  he  glanced  at  the  dreary 
comforUessness  of  the  carriage,  his  hand 
closed  involuntarily,  more  warmly  over 
hers,  as  a  sudden  rush  of  protecting  pity 
stbred  him.  *' What  a  miserable  journey 
you  must  have  had  1    You  ought  never  ta 
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have  been  in  that  wretched  carriage  ! "  he 
exclaimed  in  disgust.  ''  Ah  I "  glancing  in 
the  direction  of  another  passenger  who 
stood  a  few  yards  from  them,  speaking  to 
a  servant  in  liverj. 

Leila  followed  his  look,  conscious  for  an 
instant  longer  of  the  kindly  pressure  of 
the  strong,  warm  hand  on  her  own  chilled 
fingers.  Then  as  he  released  them,  he 
made  a  gesture  in  the  direction  of  the 
other  passenger,  talking  with  the  man  in 
livery,  who  both,  at  that  instant,  moved 
towards  her. 

'*  These  are  your  people,"  he  said. 
•<  This  is  Mr.  Hesketh  Anson." 

Leila  saw  a  dark,  rather  stem-featured 
young  man,  whose  expression,  aa  he  came 
up  to  her,  was  one  of  decided  ill-temper. 
She  had  been  standing  in  the  shadow,  but 
moving  forward  to  meet  him  she  stepped 
into  the  light  of  one  of  the  station  lamps, 
and  the  young  man  apparently  saw  her 
face  clearly  for  the  first  time,  for  the 
annoyance  in  his  faded  for  a  moment  into 
the  blankest  discomfiture.  Bat  it  vanished 
instantly  again  aa  he  caught  the  watchful 
gaze  of  the  doctor. 

*<  I  believe,"  he  said  with  cold  cIvIlUy  to 
the  girl,  ''that  you  are  going  to  Moor- 
lands % '' 

"  Yes,"  she  said  tinddly,  wondering  with 
a  sinking  at  heart  if  all  the  Ansons  had 
such  hard  eyes  and  repellent  manners.  *'  I 
was  told  that  I  would  be  met  here.* 

''It  Is  all  right,"  he  said.  ''Gtood 
evening,  doctor,"  with  a  slight  nod  to  the 
other  young  man,  whose  existence  he  had 
not  hitherto  seemed  to  notice.    "I  will 

take  charge  of  Miss — Miss '*  with  the 

faintest  touch  of  impatience  in  his  note, 
as  If  flomething  in  the  situation  annoyed 
him. 

"  Mallet,"  she  aald  quietly. 

Mr.  Anson,  suggesting  that  she  should 
point  out  her  luggage  to  the  groom,  turned 
on  his  heel  to  lead  the  way,  taking  no 
further  notice  of  the  doctor.  A  wave  of 
hot  colour  surged  over  Leila's  pale  face. 

<'  Thank  you  very  much  for  your  kind- 
ness," she  said,  looking  up  into  that  young 
man's  face,  losing  her  shyness  in  the 
impulse  of  the  moment 

Dr.  Burton's  eyes,  which  had  grown  dark 
and  stern,  lightened  under  the  influence  of 
the  sudden  animation  sparkling  in  her  face. 
It  improved  her  wonderfully. 

"  I  have  done  nothing  to  need  thanks," 
he  said,  smiling.  <<I  only  wish  I  could 
have  been  of  more  use  to  you.  Miss 
Mallet,  H  ever "  he  checked  himself, 


colouring  slightly.  "  I  hope  we  shall  meet 
again  soon,"  he  said  more  quietly,  raising 
his  hat. 

She  smiled  prettily,  flushing  a  little,  too, 
and  then  catching  sight  of  Mr.  Anson,  who 
had  turned  to  see  why  she  was  not  follow- 
ing him,  she  went  forward  to  join  him.  It 
struck  her  that  he  did  not  look  well 
pleased  with  her  for  keeping  him  waiting. 
Bat  she  made  no  apology,  and  walked 
silently  by  his  side  to  the  luggage  van,  ont 
of  which  her  box  had  just  been  put  by  the 
guard.  It  was  a  small  one,  of  an  old- 
fashioned  make,  and  all  In  keeping  with 
her  shabby,  dowdy  costume.  But  Vbe 
smart-looking  groom  lifted  it  gently  enoneh, 
glancing  at  her  furtively  from  under  hia 
brows  as  he  did  so. 

"Is  that  all)"  asked  Mr.  Anson  quicUy. 

''Yes,"  she  said  quietly,  but  flashing 
again  with  a  thought,  half  Indignant,  half 
humiliated,  that  he  was  relieved  to  find 
that  she  did  not  give  him  too  much 
trouble. 

It  was  a  childish  vexation,  perhaps.  But 
it  was  her  first  experience  In  a  world  of 
strangers^  who  not  only  took  no  Interest 
In  her,  but  even,  In  some  way  of  which 
her  sensltivenesa  was  dimly  conscious, 
disapproved  of  her  being  there  at  alL  She 
felt  very  lonely  as  she  followed  Mr. 
Anson  tiirough  the  station,  out  Into  the 
dark,  blustering  night,  where  a  brougham 
was  awaiting  them  in  the  road.  Unluckily, 
its  lamps  caught  her  face  just  as  Mr. 
Anson  turned  to  address  her. 

There  was  a  scarcely  perceptible  pause* 

"  If  you  do  not  mind,"  he  said  with  icy 
coldness,  "  we  are  to  drive  to  Moorlands 
together." 

It  would  not  have  mattered  much  If  she 
had  objected,  It  struck  her.  There  was 
apparently  no  other  means  of  either  of 
them  getting  there  than  by  the  same 
brougham.  She  took  advantage  of  his 
moving  away  to  speak  to  th^  porter  who 
had  come  out,  apparently  to  assist  the 
groom,  to  make  a  furtive  dab  at  her  eyes, 
trusting  that  Mr.  Anson  had  not  seen  tiie 
unlucky  tears  that  had  suddenly,  in  spite 
of  pride  and  indignation,  welled  up  into 
them. 

A  moment  later  he  entered  the  brougham 
and  they  drove  off;  the  porter,  with  a 
curious  look  on  his  face,  taking  a  last  pro- 
longed stare  at  her,  as  he  fell  back  to  let 
the  carriage  pass. 

Mr.  Anson  seemed  to  notice  It,  for 
mutterfaig  something  he  pulled  up  the 
window  sharply.    His  manner  became  a 
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little  more  agreeable  after  they  had  fairly 
Btartedy  though  there  waa  still  an  e£Fort  in 
hla  dvOity  of  which  she  was  painfally 
oonscions.  'He^pat  his  own  travelliDg-rag 
across  her  knees,  and  made  a  few  polite 
enquiries  as  to  the  length  and  comfort  of 
her  journey.  He  seeitled  to  feel  actual 
sympathy  when  he  heard  of  her  long 
waiting  at  Weyboume  Station. 

"And  you  could  get  nothing  to  eat, 
there  1 "  he  said.  **  You  must  be  starving.'' 

She  hastily  assured  him  that  she  needed 
nothing,  adding  that  she  had  been  well 
cared  for  by  the  station-master^  and  telling 
him  how  she  was  able  to  have  some  tea 
after  aU,  thanbs  to  Dr.  Burton  requiring  it 
for  himself. 

She  was  startled  at  the  effect  of  her 
speech.  Mr.  Anson's  face,  which  had  been 
taking  a  pleaaanter  expression,  looked 
Uack  as  thunder.  But^  perhaps  seeing 
her  astoniflhment,  he  expressed  in  words 
flatly  contradicted  by  his  tonCi  that  he 
was  glad  she  had  been  so  fortunate.  After 
that  they  relapsed  for  some  minutes  into 
uncomfortable  silence,  during  which  she 
sat  gazbig  through  the  carriage  window  at 
the  black  hedge-lihed  road  on  which  at 
moments  gleamed,  in  weird  flashesi  the 
light  of  the  carriage  lamps. 

Then  he  spoke  again  :  "  It  Is  not  mnch 
farther  now.  You  will  be  glad  to  get  in 
from  the  cold.  That  wretched  train  was 
later  than  ever  to-night.'' 
_  The  speech  reminded  her  of  some  of  the 
incidents  of  the  last  part  of  her  journey. 

"  I  was  afraid  there  was  an  accident," 
she  said.  '*We  stopped  so  suddenly — 
and  I  think  I  did  hear  some  one  saying 
that  there  was  something  on  the  Ime." 

<'  It  was  nothing  much/'  he  said  care- 
lessly. "  They  seize  every  opportunity  of 
a  little  delay." 

"  But— I  do  hope  it  was  all  right,"  and 
then  half  shyly,  half  anxiously,  "  Such  a 
funny  thing  happened*  There  was  a  boy 
in  the  carriage  with  me,  and  when  the 
train  stopped^  while  I  was  looking  out  he 
disappeared,  and  the  train  went  on  with- 
out him.  I  hope  there  was  nothing 
wrong." 

*<He  probably  knew  the  ways  of  our 
local  railway,"  he  s^dd  grimly,  ^'  and  got 
out  and  walked  home." 

"  I  suppose  he  did,"  doubtfully.  <*  But 
it  was  curious  I  didn't  hear  him,"  and 
again  a  slight  chill  of  frightened  repulsion 
touched  her  as  she  recalled  the  uncanny 
manner  of  his  departure.  "  He  seemed  to 
have   vanished;   and    he    looked    very 


delicate,  too — at  least  his  hand  did,  it 
was  dreadfully  white  and  thin,"  correcting 
herself,  her  mind  more  intent  for  the 
moment  on  her  own  unpleasant  recoUeo- 
tions  of  the  boy,  than  on  the  fact  of 
describing  him  to  her  companion.  "  His 
face  was  fat  and  heavy-looking,  and  he  had 

no  overcoat^  only  a  grey  sort  of  suit: " 

She  broke  off  abruptly,  recalled  to  the 
consciousness  of  her  suddenly  inspired 
loquacity. 

He  sat  stating  at  her,  something  strange 
and  frozen  In  ms  face,  and  if  ever  mortal 
fear  looked  out  of  a  man's  eyes,  it  did  from 
those  of  Mr.  Hesketh  Anson, 

''A  boy^in  grey,"  he  asked,  and  Us 
lips  seemed  to  move  stiffly,  "  with  long, 
thin  fingers " 

So  great  was  the  terror  that  those  ''long 
thin  fingers"  had  kindled  in.  herj  that 
her  shyness  and  discomfiture  once  more 
vanished,  and  she  acquiesced  eagerly : 

"  It  was  such  an  ngly  hand  1 "  she  ex- 
claimed, ''It  reminded  me  of  a  great 
crawling  spider  —  the  movement  of  the 

fingers,  and  once  I  had  such  a  queer " 

she  broke  off  again,  blushing  hotly,  as  she 
suddenly  became  conscious  that  she  was 
making  these  absurd  If  uncanny  confidencee 
to  a  total  stranger. 

*'A  queer  whatt"  he  asked  quietly. 
His  face  had  regained  its  usual  expression, 
only  it  seemed  to  have  grown  a  shade 
paler. 

She  would  not  tell  him  for  a  moment 
Then,  as  he  persisted,  half-vexed  at  his 
persistdnce,  half-ashamed  of  her  own  folly, 
she  mentioned  the  fact  of  his  having  so 
stealthily  changed  his  position.  "     ^ 

"I  didn't  hear  him  move/'  she  said 
uncomfortably.  "And  so  I  was  just  a 
little  startled  at  seeing  him  near  me."  She 
stopped.  She  almost  fancied  she  caught 
a  half-breathed  exclamation  from  hhn: 
"Oood  Heaven  1"  But  as  he  still  sat 
looking  at  her  she  went  on  :  ''It  was  the 
storm  and  the  strangeness  of  it  all,  and  I 
was  nervous,  I  suppose,"  she  said,  trying  to 
laugh  it  off. 

'*Yes,"  he  said,  "you  were  over-tired, 
and  fancied  things."  But  his  voice  was  as 
hard  as  steel.  He  had  plainly  no  sympathy 
with  nerves.  He  sat  for  a  moment  or  two 
silent  with  something  rigid  in  his  attitude. 
Then  he  suddenly  lowered  his  window  and 
called  out  to  the  coachman.  '*  Can't  you 
hutry  up  a  little)"  he  cried  savagely. 
"Drive  as  fast  as  you  can  I"  He  closed 
the  window. 
The  rest  of  the  drive  was  passed  in 
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silence.  Mr.  Aneon  tat  back  in  hia  corner, 
hU  arms  folded  on  his  breaat  He  never 
stfrred.  Bat  Leila,  with  the  aimoat  nn- 
nataral  aouteness  of  perception  which 
resulted  from  the  over-strain  of  her  own 
nervous  system,  became  consdous  that  he 
was  burning  with  an  intolerable  impatience 
to  reach  the  journey's  end.  Venturing  to 
glance  up  once  into  his  face,  she  saw  that 
drops  of  moisture  had  gathered  on  his  fore- 
head. 

What  did  it  mean  t  Was  It  possible 
that  that  horrible  boy  in  grey  had  anything 
to  do  with  Moorlands,  and  that  others 
beside  herself  experienced  the  repulsion 
and  fear  hia  presence  had  awakened  In 
her  9 

But  the  carriage  drove  through  the  lodge 
gates  into  Uie  avenue  leading  up  to  the 
house  before  she  could  find  any  answer  to 
her  doubts  or  questions. 

In  the  shrieking  of  the  wind,  raging  now 
a  regular  hurricane,  the  sound  of  the 
carriage  wheels  was  lost  as  they  stopped 
before  the  door.  As  the  groom  jumped 
down  to  ring  the  belli  Mr.  Anson,  ap- 
parently impatient  of  delay,  sprang  out  too, 
leaving  the  brougham  door  open  behind 
him.  In  a 'moment  the  cushions  and 
floor  of  the  carriage  were  whitened  by 
the  snow  as  it  swirled  through  the  open 
door. 

As  Leila  sat  hesitating  to  alight,  the 
door  of  the  house  was  flung  open,  and  a 


flood  of  bright  warm  light  fell  out  into  the 
blackness  of  the  wUd  night.  She  saw  Mr. 
Anson  outlined  for  a  second  against  the 
warm  glow,  as  he  turned  with  wluit  seemed 
a  fierce  gesture  of  impatience  on  the  man- 
servant^ as  If  reproaching  him  for  his  slow- 
ness In  opening  the  door.  Then  he  hurried 
on  Into  the  house,  ignoring  entbely  the 
girl  he  had  left  In  the  carriage.' 

The  groom  hurried  back  to  her  assistancp, 
and,  perhaps  because  of  his  master's  rude- 
ness, showed  her  a  certain  friendly  if 
respectful  civility. 

"  I'm  afraid  you  are  starved  to  death, 
miss,"  he  sidd,  taking  her  wraps  from  her 
numbed  hands,  and  stooping  to  brush  away 
some  of  the  snow  that  lay  thickly  on  the 
carriage  step.  *'  It  looks  as  If  we  are  going 
to  have  a  storm  like  we  had  ten  years 
agone.  We'll  be  snowed  up  .for  sure," 
glancing  at  her  as  if  wondering  how  she 
would  take  the  information. 

She  was  powdered  white  from  head  to 
foot  by  the  time,  with  the  groom's  as- 
sistance— for  she  could  scarcely  stand 
against  the  wind — she  had  mounted  the 
broad,  low  stone  steps  leading  to  the  haU 
door ;  and  as  she  reached  the  threshold  a 
shrieking,  raging  gust  of  snow-laden  wind, 
sweeping  down  on  the  house,  caught  her 
and  flung  her  against  the  side  posts,  rush- 
ing on  past  her  Into  the  house,  where  It 
died  away  In  choked  sobbing  in  some 
distant  corridor. 
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CHAPTER  XIV.  FOB  ANOTHER  MAN'S  SIN. 
THEltE  was  ft  Dun  In  the  One  Handred 
and  Ninety  •  Tliird  ceJled  McMordock. 
He  hod  K  droll,  rongh-hown  face,  qnite  red 
all  orer,  and  ae  rongh  ai  ff  it  had  been 
■crabbed  with  Bandpaper.  Onoa  he  had 
climbed  to  the  dizzy  oelght  of  a  corporal's 
rank,  bat  In  comeqaence  of  too  freqaent 
violti  to  the  caabeen,  had  to  climb  down 
agido ;  and  now  reposed  with  mnch  dignity 
on  the  rank  of  a  fall  private.  He  wai  a 
cheery,  genial  fellow,  and  the  loyaleat  sool  1 
One  panacea  for  every  earthly  111  he  clnng 
to.  "  The  Qaeen — Grod  bleae  her  I  She 
knows  belt  I "  If  a  (trap  was  lengthened, 
or  the  cut  of  a  patrol  ja(^t  altered.  It  waa 
itOl  the  same  tale.  Be  wonld  look  at  the 
article  crltlcedly,  and  then,  in  the  firm  belief 
that  that  very  article  had  been  Inspected  by 
Her  Majesty's  own  eyes,  came  ttie  magic 
shibboleth,  "The  Qaeen— God  bless  heil 
She  knows  beat."  Private  McMardock 
was  aware  that  the  world  held  a  vast 
company  of  civilians ;  did  he  not,  indeed, 
see  them  as  they  went  aboat  their  various 
avocations  in  life,  whea  he  took  his 
walks  abroad  I  Bat  there  is  no  reason 
to  believe  that  he  regarded  them  in  the 
light  of  fellow-creatores.  He  appeared  to 
possess  no  home  and  no  relatives,  and  had 
first  enlisted  in  the  One  Handred  and 
Ninety-Tliird  a*  a  very  diminutive  band- 
boy,  being  apparently  nobody  in  partlcnlar, 
and  coming  from  nowhere.  "  What  does 
a  man  wi'  a  regiment  to  stand  in,  an'  a  red 
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coat  on  'is  back,  want  with  a  home ! "  he 
would  lay  eontemptnonsly ;  '*  it's  all  very 
well  for  them  as  hasn't  got  no  other  place 
in  the  world — nobody  can't  gainsay  that — 
but  a  man  like  me  hasn't  got  no  call  for 
such  luxuries  ;  an'  as  to  relations,  why, 
one  chum's  worth  all  the  famllieB  in  crea- 
"  A  day  was  yet  to  come  In  which 
McMardock  was  to  find  a  consolation 
deeper  yet  in  bia  favourite  dogma;  for 
the  One  Handred  and  Ninety-Third  serv- 
ing later  on  in  a  deadly  and  torrid  dime, 
he,  lying  at  the  point  of  death,  ipoke  thus, 
"  It  seems  a  denl  of  a  place  this  to  send  a 
soldier  to ;  hut  the  Qaeen,  God  bless  her, 
ahe  knows  best  1 "  And  bo,  turning  his  head 
to  the  wall  with  a  amile,  apake  no  mote. 

Bat  this  WBB  a  long  way  oS  when  the 
regiment  lay  In  Cork,  and  cursed  Itself 
hoarse  at.  the  tar-barrela  and  other  devices 
of  the  enemy.  MoMurdock,  hale  and 
hearty,  with  a  word  of  caution  (his  own 
reduction  from  the  rank  of  corporal  doing 
duty  as  the  horrible  example)  to  all  young 
soldiers  as  to  too  frequent  appearance  at 
the  oanteen,  and  a  conaequent  neglect  of 
the  kit  and  accoutrements,  waa  full  of 
life  and  energy.  Fall  also  of  marvellous 
yams,  and  stories  of  adveutaie,  and  it 
pays  much  for  the  wit  and  skill  of  the 
narrator  that  these  did  not  pall  upon 
his  audieneea,  even  after  many  repeti- 
tions. There  was  one  story  everybody 
loved.  It  was  called  the  "Story  of  the 
Black,  Dog,"  and  as  a  snowball  gathers 
substance  as  it  rolla,  liad  gathered  fresh 
and  wondetfal  detaib  in  ite  career  as 
an  oft-told  tale.  McMardock  once  had 
known  a  man — the  gteateat  "drinkist" 
possible;  end  the  said  man  had  the 
horrora — "had 'em  awful  bad" — and  saw 
a  black  dog.  He  was  always  telling 
them  aboat  this  black  dog,  and  bow  fierce 
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it  was;  how  it  sat  by  his  bed  all  night, 
and  followed  him  aboat  all  day.  Well, 
one  day  MoMardook  had  a  little  kitten 
with  him — soldient,  we  all  know«  aie  fond 
of  such  things— and  the  black  dog  wozried 
the  kitten.  •<  Was  the  kitten  hnrt  t "  some 
man  would  say  at  this  jonotore.  "  Dead 
as  a  doornail,"  woold  McMardock  reply, 
bringing  his  fist  down  with  a  mighty  jerk ; 
"  and  ever  after  when  that  man  had  the  blue 
horrors,  every  one  was  mighty  partleolar  to 
take  no  pet  animals  along  with  them  when 
they  went  to  see  how  he  was  getting  on." 
Then  McMardock  would  glare  around  to 
be  sure  that  no  man  had  aught  to  say, 
adding  that  the  whole  thing  went  to  prove 
there  was  sometimes  more  reality  in  sick 
men's  fancies  than  people  thought 

A  highly  idealised  edition  of  this  popular 
narrative  was  being  given  for  the  ecKfica- 
tion  of  three  or  four  raw  recruits,  limp 
and  depressed  from  long  drill  under  hard- 
hearted Sergeants,  who  were  unreasonable 
enough  to  expect  a  man  should  know  his 
right  foot  from  his  left. 

Not  only  the  recruits,  but  older  hands 
stOl,  stood  in  need  of  a  little  early  re- 
freshment on  the  present  occasion,  for 
the  regimental  atmosphere  was  more  than 
a  trifle  dull,  and  not  even  a  brisk  autumn 
day,  with  glint  of  brightest  sunshine  and 
rustle  of  iKTOwn  and  golden  leaves,  could 
disperse  the  gloom.  The*  great  night 
of  bonfires,  torches,  cofl^s,  and  Barrack 
Street  bands  was  nigh  upon  a  fortnight 
old.  It  had  been  talked  over,  sworn 
at,  discussed  in  every  possible  light,  and 
bom  every  possible  standpoint.  Nothing 
could  be  said  about  it  that  had  not  been 
said.  It  had  died  out  as  completely  as 
its  own  fires,  of  which  nothing  but  ashes 
remidned.  Also,  like  some  great  crisis  in 
a  disease,  it  seemed  to  have  given  vent  to 
much  seething  discontent,  and  to  have  led 
to  a  calm  and  more  peaceful  state  of  things. 
The  rebels  had  shown  what  they  could  do, 
and  no  one  had  interfered  with  them.  They 
had  shaken  the  red  cloth  in  the  face  of  the 
bull,  and  the  bull  had  neither  bellowed, 
pawed  the  ground,  nor  lowered  his  horns ; 
had,  rather^  gazed  steadily  over  and  beyond 
the  waving  rag,  and  opposed  a  masterly  in- 
activity to  the  rave  and  the  rant  of  excited 
multitudes. 

If  you  make  a  first-class  bogie,  and 
nobody  is  frightened,  bogie-making,  as 
a  pleasure,  is  apt  !to  pall.  Things  were 
accordingly  flat.  True,  a  strong  ripple  of 
discussion  had  agitated  the  ranks  as  to  the 
peculiar  conductof  Colour-Sergeant  number 


one  company.  He  had  met  the  picket  the 
night  of  the  great  disturbance,  and  his 
appearance  had  been  such  as  to  cause  the 
men  thereof  to  make  furtive  mouths  at  one 
another,  and  almost  drop  an  unfortunate 
comrade  whom  they  were  carrying — ^face 
downwards — to  the  guard-room. 

To  think  of  Grentleman  Jack  conducting 
like  that — and  he  on  special  duty  too ! 
His  forage  cap  was  on  the  back  of  faia 
head,  his  face  white  and  wild ;  he  stared 
straight  before  himj  like  a  man  who  sees  a 
goblin. 

But  the  thing  passed.  Soldiers  are  easy- 
going in  the  matter  of  drink,  and  would, 
indeed,  have  made  small  comment  but  for 
the  fact  of  Grentleman  Jack  bearing  such 
a  character  for  sobriety,  and  being  on  duty 
at  the  time.  And  McMurdock  flourished 
exceedingly  in  the  generid  dulness,  and 
was  greatly  sought  uter  as  a  high-class 
'^raconteur."  As  has  already  been  stated,|he 
was  telling  the  famous  dog  story — ^wlth 
embellishments.  Bat  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment McMurdock  stopped  short,  jerked 
out  a  quick  oath,  and  sat  staring  at  a 
new-comer  who  had  joined  the  group. 
A  grey  face,  starting  eyes,  and  a  moutii 
that  twitched,  and  had  to  have  a  hand 
passed  over  it  every  now  and  again  in  an 
effort  to  keep  it  still— Private  Hany 
Deacon,  number  one  company,  with  a 
strange  anlikeness  to  himself. 

'<  What's  up  with  ye,  ladt"  cried 
McMurdocki  "  are  ye  qualifying  to  set  up 
a  jim-jam  dog  of  your  own  1 " 

"  IVe  not  wet  me  lips  to-day,  till  now,"  , 
said  Harry,  and  truly  his  lips  seemed  dry 
and  stiff;  like  those  of  a  man  sickening 
for  malarial  fever,  and  his  eyes  had  a  cruel 
glitter  and  sheen. 

"Go  on  with  the  story,"  shouted  the 
men,  *'  don't  be  baulking  the  raw  recruit, 
give  him  the  end  of  the  dog's  tale." 

But  the  life  had  died  out  of  McMurdock's 
narrative;  he  made  a  lame  conclusion, 
and  in  a  few  moments  was  out  of  the 
canteen,  and  sauntering  towards  the  men's 
quarters  with  Deacon. 

''  What's  up  with  you,  lad  t "  said  the 
older  man  when  the  two  were  out  of 
hearing  of  the  rest. 

"  Just  that " 

"Just  what— eh  1" 

"  The  divil  himself,  an'  no  other,  an'  an 
asy  time  he  has  wid  me,  too— for  I'm 
ready  enough  to  listen  to  the  worrdds  he's 
got  so  glib  on  his  tongue." 

McMurdock  scratched  his  head ;  it  was 
a  kind  of  help  and  stimulant  to  thought. 
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"  Where's  Coghlan  t "  came  as  the  reeiilt 
of  the  process. 

"  Is  it  me  that's  the  keeper  av  Ooghlan  t " 
replied  the  other  with  a  corse;  then  turned 
sulky,  and  sat  on  the  chair  formed  by  his 
tidied-up  cot,  with  his  head  on  his  hands. 

It  was  a  strange  thing  that  these 
two  hardened  warriors,  Gogldan  and 
McMurdook,  liad  such  a  soft  place  in 
their  hearts  lot  the  boy  Deacon;  and 
maybe  they  themselves  would  have  found 
it  hard  to  explain  the  matter;  but  certain 
it  was  that,  ever  since  tibat  sunny  morn- 
ing in  spring  when  he  stood  up  to  the 
triangles  and  took  his  punishment  in  such 
brave  fashion,  they  had  set  themselves 
to  befriend  him.  In  his  heart  Coghlan 
believed  that  pretty  Norah  had  acted  as 
decoy  to  the  young  soldier,  and,  playing 
Eve  to  a  new  Adam,  tempted  him  to 
disloyalty.  He  had  even  had  visions  of 
Harry  drilling  a  squad  of  Fenians  on 
some  breezy  hillside,  after  having  consti- 
tuted himself  their  captain;  visions  which, 
if  imparted  to  McMurdock,  would  have 
had  the  most  terrifying  results,  since 
treason  to  "the  Qaeen — God  bless  her  1" 
waS|  in  his  estimation,  a  thing  calling  for 
instant  lynching  of  the  offender. 

]^o,  it  was  drink  McMurdock's  fears 
turned  to,  and  rollicking  companions  of 
the  civilian  kind  ''  outside,"  creatures  who 
loved  to  bring  disgrace  upon  the  soldier 
if  possible,  being  wuling  enough  to  pay  for 
the  necessary  libations.  Consequently  he 
had  no  belief  in  Deacon's  protestations  of 
sobriety,  but  came  to  the  conclusion  the 
boy  was  hovering  on  the  confines  of  the 
horrors,  and  might  as  likely  as  not  see 
fifty  black  dogs  before  morning.  He 
hunied  off  to  find  Coghlan,  but  when 
the  two  returned  together,  there  was  no 
sign  of  Deacon,  neither  could  any  one  give 
any  account  of  him. 

'^He's  up  to  the  girl  Norah's,  sthaling 
swate  kisses  from  her  lips,  an'  drinkin'  the 
poteen  them  divils  are  after  tratin'  him 
to,"  thought  Coghlan,  and  then  his  heart 
smote  hun  for  tUnking  hardly  of  the 
pretty  colleen,  as  the  memory  of  her  sad 
sweet  face  came  over  him.  "It's 
quarrelling  wid  his  swateheart  he's  bin," 
he  said  doud  to  McMurdock;  "there's 
nothin'  upsets  a  man  like  quarrelling  wid 
his  girl — the  whole  worrold  seems  upside 
down,  an'  the  burteds  av  the  air  mock  at 
ye  as  they  sing  in  the  hedgerows.  I'm 
that  way  mesilf  wid  'Liza  whin  she  an' 
I  fall  out— the  howly  saints  be  wid  us  all 
this  night  and  day;  but  wimmin  causes 


a  dale  o'  sorrow,  the  craythurs.  More's 
the  pity,  for  they're  plissant  enough  whin 
they're  plased." 

"  Deacon  looked  precious  like  killing  his 
girl,  or  any  one  that  came  convenient,'' 
growled  McMurdock,  and  Coghlan  shook 
nis  head,  but  his  thoughts  were  too  deep 
for  words.  He  was  not  in  the  same  room 
as  Harry;  but  McMurdock  was  not  only 
in  the  same  room,  but  slept  in  the  next 
cot.  Harry's  was  at  the  end  of  the  long 
row  of  beds,  near  the  wall;  a  position 
much  coveted,  as  it  was  supposed  to  give 
just  a  shade  more  privacy.  That  night 
McMurdock  was  suddenly  awakened,  and 
found  himself  sitting  bolt  upright  in  his 
cot^  he  knew  not  why.  Some  one  had 
rudely  interrupted  his  sleep  by  the  utter- 
ance of  a  sort  of  wailing  cry ;  and  what 
was  that  white  figure  standing  by  the  near 
window;  t 

The  scene  was  weird  enough,  for  the 
moon,  shining  in  with  a  cold,  silvery  li'ght, 
touched  with  whiteness  the  sleeping  faces 
on  the  pillows,  so  that  they  looked  like  dead 
men,  every  one.  It  was  quite  a  relief  to  see 
one  stir  and  hear  him  mutter  in  his  sleep. 
The  figure  by  the  window  never  stirred, 
and  McMurdock  saw  that  Harry's  cot  was 
empty.  With  an  oath  that  had  in  it 
some  element  of  prayer,  he  crept  from  his 
bed.  He  did  not  want  to  rouse  the  men, 
and  set  every  one  cursing  and  wondering. 
He  went  softly  to  the  lad's  side,  and  then 
he  saw  what  he  had  seen  in  the  momlne — 
a  grey  face,  with  staring  eyes,  and  a 
mouth  that  twitched  and  worked — but 
now  the  eyes  saw  nothing.  They  were 
fixed  and  glassy,  like  those  of  a  man  just 
dead.  As  McMurdock  reached  Iiis  side, 
Deacon  drew  up  one  hand  to  his  shoulder, 
fumbled  with  the  other/ and,  still  sturinff 
glassily  out  into  the  moonlight  that  flooded 
the  stones  of  the  yard,  gave  a  sort  of  sob, 
and  cried  in  a  husky,  breathless  whisper : 
"My  God,  he's  down— he's  down — ^he's 
down  1 "  Then  his  arms  fell  to  lus  sides, 
and  McMurdock  led  him  back  to  his  bed 
like  a  helpless  child,  and  he  fell  there 
huddled  and  still  asleep. 

"  I  tell  you  he  was  dreamin'  of  murder," 
said  the  old  soldier  to  Coghlan,  relating 
these  things  next  day.  But  the  sunshine 
was  so  bright,  the  leaves  so  red  and 
yellow,  the  band  playing  so  cheerily,  that 
gruesome  fancies  died  oiit,  and  more 
cheerful  talk  ensued.  What  visions  of  the 
night  can  stand  against  the  buoyancy  of  a 
crisp  autumn  day,  flooded  with  light  and 
colour  % 
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The  band  of  the  Ooe  Handred  and 
Ninety-Third  was  a  celebrity.  From  the 
Colonel  to  the  tiny  toddlers  in  the  married 
quarters  eyery  one  delighted  in  its  music, 
and  we  already  knew  of  the  unsarpassable 
excellence  of  Herr  Schafifenhausser,  the 
talented  bandmaster. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  there  were 
two  bands — the  reed  band  and  the  string 
band — and  now,  on  this  winsome  day  that 
summer  must  have  lost  and  autumn  found, 
the  former  was  going  to  play  in  the  Mar- 
dyke.    Perhaps  nowhere  in  Ireland,  if  we 
except  that  fairy  glen,  the  Dargle,  near 
Dublin,  is  there  a  prettier  spot  than  the 
Mardyke.    There  in  the  smooth  velvet- 
green  ground  is  cricket  in  summer  time, 
carried  on  with   zeal   that   never   flag*, 
while  the  click  of  the  bat  mingles  with 
the  murmur  of  the  river  near  at  hand.    In 
autumn  the  lovely  tints  on  all  the  woods 
around  make  a  lovely  landscape,  in  some 
years  a  sort  of  faint  reflection  of  the  fair 
Canadian    Fall;    and    the    river    shows 
gleams  of  red  and  yellow  mirroring  the 
boughs    above.      From  one  side  of    the 
Mardyke  is  seen  the  queenly  College  on 
its  beautiful  wooded  height,  and,  where  the 
bridge  spans  the  water  that  here  and  there 
glides  in  shallow  glassy  reaches  through  the 
archway,  loose-strife   and   meadow-queen 
bepd  from  the  bank,  mingling  their  blos- 
soms with  the  sedge  and  pale  foiget-me-not. 
Add  the  strains  of  Rossini  or  Auber  to 
this  scene,  and  little  remains  to  be  asked 
for.    Indeed,  happy  smiles,  and  the  music 
of  laughter,  the  murmur  of  merry  voices, 
and  the  frou-frou  of  pretty  skirts  against 
the  grass  made  Lieutenant  Charles  Vet- 
rinder   inclined   to   think  that   life  was 
decidedly  worth  the  living.  True,  a  nervous 
agitation  was  to  benoticed  inhis  demeanour, 
but  it  was  a  pleasant  flutter,  and  not  un- 
connected with  the  sight  of  two  graceful 
figures   walking   to  and   fro   under  the' 
chaperonage   of   Mrs.  Musters.      If   the 
consciousness  of  having  made  a  mistake 
is  painfull  a  certain  pleasurable  sensation 
may  accrue  from  the  conviction  that  the 
mistake  can  be  remedied.    Mr.  Verrinder 
was  full  of  this  delightful  assurance,  and 
beamed  as  he  walked.    Chubby  had  been 
on  detachment  duty  since  that  day  when 
his  eyes  were  opened,  and  his  heart  glad- 
dened by  feeling  that  he  had  made   a 
blunder ;  and  this  was  the  first  time  he 
had  seen  Elsie. 

**Our  friend  seems  to  have  a  lot  of 
'side'  on  to-day,"  said  a  grinning  youngster, 
indicating  Chubby,  to  Blizzard. 


But  Blizzard  knew  all  about  it.  and  only 
nodded  by  way  of  reply. 

Elsie  was  "so*  surprised  to  see  Mr. 
Verrinder.  She  really  had  thought  he  was 
gone  away — to  Haidbowline,  wasn't  iti 
— for  quite  a  long  time." 

The  two  had  fallen  a  little  behind,^  and 
wer«  virtually  alone. 

Verrinder  looked  gravely  into  hU  com- 
panion's face,  and  under  his  gaze  the 
laughter  died  out  of  her  eyes,  and  her 
mouth  trembled  at  the  corners.  Bat  Elsie 
fonght  hard  to  carry  things  off  with  a  high 
hand.  She  had  a  high  spirit  of  her  own, 
he  thought, ^nd  would  take  a  lot  of  taming; 
but  the  spirit  of  mastery  was  on  him.  He 
had  blundered  once,  he  was  not  going  to 
blunder  again,  and  —  the  present  oppor- 
tunity was  precious.  The  Hennekers  were 
such  a  very  united  and  devoted  family; 
you  generally  found  them  in  groups.  But 
here  was  the  sunshine,  and  the  music,  and 
— Elsie  all  to  himself.  The  grave  look 
that  he  had  turned  upon  her  seemed  to 
strip  all  the  little  affectations  off  Elsie's 
soul.  Her  voice  faltered  a  little  as  she 
said : 

'<  Besides — ^I  thought — ^I  fancied " 

'*  Yes  ! "  he  answered,  bending  forward 
with  intense  yet  restrained  interest,  **  you 
thought— yoa  fancied  t " 

Oh,  why  had  she  ever  b^un  a  sentence 
she  could  not  finish !  Actually  the  tears 
were  starting  to  her  eyes,  but  then  tiliose 
waltzes  always  made  her  feel  like  that» 
They  had  the  saddest  rhythm. 

''Miss  Elsie,  I  am  not  a  very  patient  | 
man  —  and    this   Is   rather   trying,    you 
know  1 " 
*<  Well,  I  mean  that  you  seemed — ^that 

we  thought '' 

"  Yes ! " 

Then  out  It  came  with  the  prettiest  little 
rush  of  confidence : 

"  Were  you  angry  with  us — with  Alison 
and  me  t  We  thought— we  fancied — ^we 
were  so  sorry," 

<*  No — ^I— made  a  blunder.  I  could  not 
be  angry  with  you,  Miss  Henneker  — 
Elsie  —  because  there  is  nothing  in  the 
world  I  think  so  much  of,  bat — ^you  know 

that » 

The  soft,  low  thud  of  the  dram  still 
marked  the  swinging  time  of  the  waltz* 
To  Elsie  the  whole  world  seemed  swinsbg 
round  to  its  sad,  sweet  melody.  The 
moment  had  come  to  her  that  comes  to 
most  women — the  moment  when  a  word 
means  a  life ;  when  a  smile  is  a  gift  for 
all  time. 
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She  lifted  her  blue  eyes  to  his^bashfal 
enough,  yet  steadfast,  too. 

"  Yep,"  she  said,  "  I  know." 

After  that  the  deluge. 

At  least  so  it  seemed  to  those  two, 
for  rushing  seas  of  feeling,  dancing  waves 
of  joy  filled  either  heart ;  and  no  thought 
of  Yerrinder's  pay  looked  upon  as  a  means 
of  subsistence,  or  of  the  portly  Rector  in 
his  Midland  parish — not  even  of  Major 
Henneker^intruded,  to  dim  their  vast, 
supreme  content 

Everything  was  very  confused,  ill-defined, 
and  uncertain,  but  oh,  so  delightful  1  Yer- 
rinder,  wishing  to  enter  into  explanations, 
was  obliged  to  do  so  in  a  fragmentary  kind 
of  way,  in  consequence  of  interruptions. 

"You  see  I  made  a  mistake  about — 
Dennison.    I  fancied "    . 

Elsie's  saueiness  was  by  no  means  yet 
driven  out  of  her.  The  tears  were  scarce 
dry  in  her  eyes,  yet  a  gleam  of  fun  shone 
out  like  a  sparkle  as  her  eyebrows  went 
up. 

'<  I  don't  know  anything  so  annoying  as 
to  find  one  has  made  a  mistake  and— 
fancied  things." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Yer- 
rinder,  getting  red ;  '*it  may  be  very  nice 
to  find  you  have  been  in  the  wrong,  and 
to  be  set  right,  don't  you  know  t  Ail  the 
same  I  am  very  sorry  about  Dennison. 
Please  forgive  me  for  speaking  of  him — 
you  see,  I  feel  I  have  a  sort  of  right — 
that  is  yon  have  given  me " 

"  I  have  given  yon  nothing  yet,"  said 
Miss  Coquette,  casting  her  eyes  down  with 
an  exasperating  demureness.  "  I  only  said 
— ^I — ^knew.  • 

"StOl,  you  wouldn't  have  said  It  like 
that  if  you  hadn't " 

Was  ever  such  a  gathering  of  broken 
sentences  known,  yet  words  significant  of 
so  much ! 

At  this  point  much  skilful  generalship 
was  needed  to  avoid  Mrs.  Musters,  who 
had  suddenly  become  conscious  that  one  of 
her  chickens  had  strayed  frop  beneath  the 
shelter  of  her  wing.  Crafty  manoeuvring 
baffled  the  enemy,  and  exultant  in  victory. 
Chubby  led  his  companion  towards  the 
further  confines  of  the  ground,  ostensibly 
to  admire  Queen's  College  glittering  white 
In  the  sunshine  amid  Its  coronal  of  trees. 

Even  so,  they  were  worried  by  skir- 
mishers in  tiie  form  of  little  Missy  and  good 
Eliza,  who  had  come  with  the  rest  of  the 
world  to  hear  the  band. 

<<0h,  Mis— ter  Yerrinder,"  sdd  little 
Missy,  pushing  back  her  bl^  picture-hat 


with  its  snowy,  curling  feathers,  the  better 
to  look  up  into  her  destined  sweetheart's 
face,  "  Mr.  Drummer  says  the  old  boy  wQl 
get  the  Fenians.  Who  is  the  old  boyf 
*L\zdk  won't  tell  me." 

"My  dear  little  soul,"  said  Mr.  Yerrinder 
in  reply,  ''  this  Is  no  place  for  theological 
discussion.  Run  back  to  Eliza  like  a  good 
girl." 

Which  Missy  did,  pouting ;  but  the  last 
glimpse  they  caught  of  her  she  was  flying 
like  a  lapwing  after  her  friend,  the  big 
horse-soldier,  doubtless  to  put  the  same 
trying  question  to  him,  the  while  Eliza, 
helpless  and  distracted,  tried  to  follow  In 
her  wake. 

Having  wandered  far,  it  suddenly 
occurred  to  Elsie  that  they  had  better 
take  the  shortest  way  home  at  once ;  for 
the  music,  faint  with  distance,  had  ceased, 
and  Mrs.  Musters  was  doubtless  on  her 
way  to  Monte  Notte,  consoled  by  Alison's 
assurance  that  Elsie  would  be  safe  as 
safe,  for  Mr.  Yerrinder  was  i^ith  her. 
But  Mr.  Yerrinder's- idea  of  the  shortest 
way  home  was  peculiar,  not  to  say  zfg- 
zaggy,  and  given  to  falling  back  upon 
itself  in  curves.  They  found  themselves 
at  last,  however,  strolling  up  the  steep 
incline  of  Patrick's  Hill,  and  just  then, 
Patsey's  dear  bells  fell  to  pealing  in  the 
valley  that  lay  like  an  outstretched  picture 
below. 

'^How  sweet  they  arel"  said  Elsie, 
lingering  a  moment  by  the  low  stone  walL 

**Ye8,"  said  Yerrinder,  looking  ab- 
solutely idiotic,  ''deuced  sweet — er — ^I 
like  to  hear  them,  don't  you  know  f  They — 
er — sound  like " 

But  Elsie  turned  upon  him  like  a  young 
fury,  and  was  just  about  to  tell  him  that 
he  let  his  imagination  run  away  with  him, 
and  that  It  would  be  all  very  well  to  hint 
at  wedding  bells  a  hundred  years  hence  or 
so ;  when  instead,  she  gave  a  little  scream 
and  shrunk  up  against  his  side. 

Something  that  had  lahi  curled  In  the 
dust  in  the  angle  of  the  wall,  rose  and  faced 
them — something  that  was  doubtless 
human,  yet  hardly  looked  so.  A  shrunken 
form,  from  whose  palsied  limbs  fell  tat- 
tered clothing;  an  eldrich  face,  ashen- 
coloured,  with  the  skin  stretched  tightly 
over  the  bones,  and  eyes  sunken,  yet 
glowing  under  bushy  brows;  and  long 
white  elf-locks  floating  on  the  bowed 
shoulders. 

"  For  the  love  av  God — for  the  love  av 

God  1"  and  a  claw-like  hand  was  held  out, 

I  the  fingers  working  with  eager  longing. 
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Elflia  fambled  for  her  pome,  bat  Verrinder 
laid  a  small  silver  coin  in  the  outstretched 
pahn,  and  stood  stnrdily  between  his  love 
and  the  sinister  figoze  of  Uie  beggar. 

The  creature  peered  round,  pointing  at 
the  shrinking  girl. 

"There's  love  fai  life,  but  there's  sorrow, 
too,  an'  death,  an'  darkness,  an'  them 
that  sing  in  the  momin'  will  cry  before 
night.  Holy  Mary,  Mother  av  Ood,  pray 
for  us ! " 

TUs  sad  diatribe  was  chanted  rather 
than  spoken,  the  voice  acrid,  husky, 
terrible.  At  the  last  words  Uie  creature 
fell  upon  its  knees  in  the  dust,  then 
dropped  as  before  Into  a  heap  of  rags. 

PflJe  and  saddened,  strangely  silent, 
Elsie  and  her  lover  took  their  way  home. 
What  blight  had  fallen  on  the  first  sunny 
day  of  their  love  t 

It  was  arranged  that  Verrinder  should 
see  Major  Henneker  on  the  morrow,  and 
then  the  two  parted,  and  Elsie  was  soon 
in  her  own  snug  room,  where  Alison 
was  already  arranging  her  hdr. 

The  two  made  a  pretty  picture  in  the 
mirror,  as  Elsie's  arms  stole  round  her 
cousin's  neck. 

''  Alison,  I'm  going  to  take  the  Qaeen's 
shniiog  after  all." 

"  Oh,  my  darling  I " 

**  But  I  don't  think  we  shall  have  much 
else  to  live  upon— he  and  1 1 " 

When  Alison  went  down  to  the  drawing- 
room  she  found  Captain  Dennison  and  the 
doctor  chatting  with  the  Major. 

"Let  us  have  some  tea,  my  child,"  said 
the  latter,  and  then  the  chat  was  resumed, 
and  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell. 

Except  with  Hugh  Dennison.  His  hand 
shook  as  he  took  &e  cup  Alison  profifered, 
and  his  eyes  rested  softly  and  sadly  on  her 
face.  He  had  often  fancied  himself  in 
love,  but  '  now  he  knew  the  difference. 
Dennison  had  found  his  ideal— found  the 
woman  whose  whole  nature  was  pro- 
foundedly  true,  and  exquisitely  tender. 
But  she  would  not  yield  herself  to  him 
to  raise  his. life  heavenward,  and  give 
him  to  drink  of  the  chalice  of  a  perfect 
joy.  He  had  meant  to  keep  away  from 
her  altogether,  but  she  drew  him  as  the 
magnet  draws  the  steel  She  could  not 
be  all  his  own;  but  he  might  share 
her  sweetness  with  the  rest  of  the  world. 
He  would  take  what  he  could  get.  He 
was  conscious  of  some  nervous  tension 
about  the  girl  this  afternoon;  but,  of 
course,  he  could  not  know  how  her  whole 


soul  was  thrilled  through  and  through  with 
Elsie's  happinesa  He  could  only  watch 
the  sweety  changing  fiaee,  and  pray  that  all 
was  well 

"Is  tUs  not  a  golden  dayt"  she  said 
presently.  **It  is  hard  to  realise  that 
autumn  is  really  here — so  still,  so  sunny 
everything  seems — and  &ncy  having  the 
window  wide  opien  like  this ;  it  is  a  bit  of 
summer  come  back  to  us  again." 

A  silence  followed,  as,  natorally  enough, 
they  aU  looked  out  into  the  sunlit 
square,  and  in  that  moment  a  sound — ^the 
clear,  sharp  *'  pfaig  "  of  a  riflendiot,  so  dear 
that  it  almost  seemed  to  whistle  past  their 
ears,  cut  the  stillness  like  a  knife. 

The  men  started  to  their  feet. 

"Gh>od  Heaven!  it  is  in  the  square," 
shouted  the  Major.  "  Some  one  is  shot." 
And  he  and  the  doctor  were  down  the 
stairs  in  an  instant. 

Dennison  lingered  a  moment  Alison 
had  not  spoken,  but  she  was  white  as  a 
lily,  and  in  her  eyes  a  great  fear. 

Before  he  could  find  a  word  that  might 
comfort  her,  Blizzard,  bounding  up  three 
steps  at  a  time,  came  in  like  a  bombshelL 

"  They  said  Musters  was  here,"  he  cried 
panting. 

"  He  is  just  gone.  What  is  it,  BUzzard  t " 
and  Dennison  moved  to  the  door,  speaking 
softly.      "  Is  any  one  down  % " 

"Yes;  Colour  -  Sergeant  number  one 
company  shot  through  the  lungs." 

Then  BUzzard  fled,  intent  upon  being  of 
use  somehow ;  while  Dennison,  turning  to 
say  a  word  of  farewell,  heard  a  ftUnt^ 
strangled  cry,  and  in  a  moment  AUbou 
Drew,  falling  with  a  heavy  thtid,  lay  sense- 
less at  his  feet. 


JUGGLING. 


It  is  a  commonplace  to  remark  on  the 
vicissitudes  through  which  the  meanings 
and  the  dignity  of  words  are  wont  to  pass. 
Yet  there  may  seem  to  be  a  certain  appro- 
priateness in  the  way  in  which  the  word 
*<  jaggler"  has  been  turned  practically  in- 
side out.  Nowadays,  of  course,  to  "jaggle" 
is  to  deceive,  and  in  this  sense  the  verb 
was  first  used  by  Milton.  Tennyson  even 
makes  a  substantive  of  it,  and  speaks  of  a 
'*  juggle  born  of  the  brain."  Really,  how- 
ever, the  word  is  but  a  phonetic  corrup- 
tion of  "  joculator  " — merrymaker — tiie 
title  of  an  important  official  in  the  Courts 
of  old.  This  again  is  a  synonym  for 
'^Gleeman,"  which  was  the  Saxon  name 
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for  one  who  rejoiced  Kings  and  nobles  with 
all  the  combined  arts  of  the  miustrel  and 
the  tumbler.  How  highly  favoured  these 
entertainers  were  may  be  seen  from  an 
entry  in  Domesday  Book,  to  the  effect  that 
one  Berdici  Jocolator  to  William  the  Gon- 
qneror,  was  rewarded  for  his  services  by 
.  the  gift  of  three  towns  and  five  caracates 
of  land  near  Gloucester.  The  simplest 
form  of  amusement  provided  by  these 
officials  consisted  In  tumbling  and  dancing, 
such  as  were  long  ago  sung  by  Homer  in 
his  account  of  Uie  joint  wedding  break- 
fasts of  the  son  and  daughter  of  Menelaus. 
la  later  times  the  Greeks  delighted  in 
witnessing  performances  of  this  nature; 
but  it  was  not  considered  proper  for  a 
fzeebom  gentleman  to  be  himself  proficient 
in  them.  A  story  told  by  Herodotus 
forms  an  amusing  contrast  to  the  ideas 
and  practice  of  the  present  day,  when,  as 
the  play  says,  ^'  charity  uncovers  a  multi- 
tude of  shins,"  and  the  high-road  to 
matrimony  in  certain  circles  is  best 
traversed  by  exceeding  high  leaps  and 
much  kicking  up  of  '*  clocked  "  ankles. 

GlistheneSi  King  of  Sicyon,  wished  to 
marry  his  daughter  Agariste  well  and  fitly. 
Accordingly  he  summoned  the  most  proper 
young  men  from  all  Greece,  and  entertained 
them  for  a  year  in  order  to  test  their  cha- 
racters. At  last,  before  making  his  choice 
known,  he  gave  a  banquet,  at  which  one  of 
the  most  favoured  of  the  assembled  suitors, 
Hippoclides  by  name,  took  advantage  of  a 
pause  in  the  proceedings  to  exhibit  his 
agility.  First  he  danced  the  Spartan 
measure,  then  the  Attic;  then  he  called 
for  a  table,  and,  poising  himself  on  his 
head  thereon,  kept  time  to  the  music  with 
his  feet  Clisthenes,  meanwhile,  was 
greatly  troubled;  he  endured  the  first 
two  performances,  but  the  third  was  too 
much.  Bestraining  himself  *<  lest  he 
shquld  brei^  out  upon  him,"  he  said, 
*'Son  of  Tisander,  thou  hast  danced  away 
thy  wife."  Hippoclides  replied  with  the 
Greek  equivalent  for  *<  What's  the  odds )" 
and  Agariste's  hand  was  bestowed  else- 
where. 

If  the  word  juggling — except  in  its 
meaning  of  deception — were  not  almost 
obsolete,  a  real  distinction  might  be 
drawn  between  it  and  conjuring.  Properly, 
a  juggler  may  be  said  to  do  that  which 
seems  difficult  without  concealing  his 
method,  while  a  conjurer  does  that  which 
seems  impossible  without  revealing  his 
method.  In  the  former  case  merely  a 
high  degree  of  physical  skill  is  required, 


while  in  the  latter,  mechanical  contrivances 
and  apparatus  are  well-nigh  indispensable. 
However,  juggling  in  the  Middle  Ages  was 
inevitably  associated  with  enchantment  of 
some  kind. 

Sir  John  Mandeville,  after  describing  a 
performance  before  the  Great  Cham,  re- 
marks: "And  be  it  done  by  craft  or 
necromancy  I  wot  not"  Tregetour  or 
tragetour  was  another  name  for  juggler, 
derived  from  a  Norman-French  word  '*  tres- 
getter,"  to  cozen.  Chaucer  relates  how 
he  "sawe  playenge,  jogelours,  magyciens, 
trageteours,  phetonysses,  charmer^fises, 
olde  witches  and  sorceresses."  A  con- 
temporary but  anonymous  writer  says  in 
bewilderment:  **Oather  a  tregettour ' he 
most  be,  Or  ellis  God  himself  is  he." 

The  accounts  of  Edward  the  Second's 
household  contain  an  entry  showing  that 
twenty  shillings  were  given  to  *' Janino 
the  EJng's  tregetour  for  performing  his 
minstrelsy  before  the  King."  Until  Henry 
the  Eighth's  time  there  was  always  a 
King's  juggler  in  the  Palaces;  but  the 
profession  then  fell  into  disrepute,  until 
in  Elizabeth's  reign  a  jaggler  is  classed 
among  ''ruffians,  blasphemers,  thieves, 
vagabonds,  Hereticsi  Jews,  Pagans  and 
sorcerers,"  and  the  post  was  abolished. 
A  little  later,  again,  the  title  of  "hocus 
pocus"  was  conferred  in  ridicule  and  con- 
tempt upon  this  sort  of  person.  Though 
no  longer  subsidised  by  Eoyalty,  tumbling 
and  acrobatic  displays  still  continued 
popular,  and  it  is  chronicled  with  some 
care  that  the  saturnine  Queen  Mary,  on  a 
visit  with'  Cardinal  Pole  to  Greenwich 
Park,  witnessed  the  antics  of  a  tumbler, 
« whereat  she  was  observed  to  laugh 
heartily."  At  the  coronation  of  Edward 
the  Sixth,  a  man  balanced  himself  on  his 
chest  upon  a  rope  stretched  from  the 
battlements  of  old  St  Paul's  steeple  to 
the  ground  in  front  of  the  Dean's  house- 
gate,  and  so  slid  to  earth ;  while  a  pre- 
cursor of  the  modern  ''Steeple  Jack" 
stood  upon  the  weathercock  of  the 
Cathedral  and  waved  a  streamer.  Not 
content  with  their  own  performances  alone, 
jagglers  or  tumblers  devoted  much  atten- 
tion to  teaching  dogs,  apes,  bears,  and  other 
animals — ^perhaps  the  "  boxing  kangaroo  " 
and  the  "wrestling  lion"  of  to-day  are 
only  instances  of  the  force  of  heredity  ! — 
to  dance  and  imitate  all  manner  of  human 
actions.  It  is  to  this  practice  that  the 
well-known  proverb,  "  Man  pays  in  money, 
the  ape  in  gambols,"  owes  its  origin.  For 
in  the  reign  of  Saint  Louis  a  toll  had  to  be 
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paid  for  all  animala  entering  PariB,  and 
the  only  exoeption  was  made  in  favoar  of 
the  jocalator,  who  was  allowed  to  take  his 
animal  through  on  maldng  it  exhibit  Its 
aecomplishments. 

Scot,  In  his  <'  Diieoverie  of  Witchcraft/' 
pabllshed  In  1584,  nu&es  mention  of  almost 
all  the  best  known  tricks  of  to-day  with 
oards,  coins,  and  balls,  and  he  also  goes  to 
considerable  tronble  to  explain  on  other 
grounds  than  those  of  sorcery  many 
wonders  which  would  more  strictly  be 
called  coDJorlng  than  juggling.  Some  of 
these  were  managed,  he  says,  by  '*  per- 
spective glasses,'^  others  by  arranging 
matters  beforehand  or  by  working  with 
confederates.  As  an  instance  x>f  the  com- 
paratlve  simplicity  of  many  apparently 
miraculous  performances,  the  case  of  one 
Powel  may  be  quoted.  This  man,  about 
1760,  was  In  the  habit  of  broiling  apiece  of 
beefsteak  on  his  tongue.  A  lump  of  lighted 
charcoal  was  placed  under,  and  a  piece  of 
steak  over,  his  tongue ;  a  spectator  then 
blew  upon  the  former  until  the  meat  was 
cooked.  That  is  the  story,  and  an  ex- 
planation may  be  found  in  the  fact  that 
the  human  skin  can  be  protected  tem- 
porarily from  the  action  of  fire  by  being 
rubbed  with  alum  or  even  soap. 

Of  the  more  proper  kinds  of  juggling 
there  have  been  and  still  are  famous  pro- 
fessors. Mr.  Maskelyne,  at  the  present 
time,  spins  plates  and  dishes  to  the  most 
marvellous  degree  of  perfection.  In  order 
to  perform  thb  feat,  nothing  is  needed,  as 
he  tells  his  spectators,  except  seven  years' 
practice  of  seven  hours  a  day,  and  the  best 
wash-hand  badn  and  dinner  service.  The 
famous  Eobert  Houdin  must  also  be  classed 
among  the  jugglers,  for  he  prepared  himself 
for  the  eminence  to  which  he  attained  as  a 
conjurer  by  learning  from  a  com-curer, 
named  Maous,  to  keep  four  balls  at  once 
In  the  air,  while  reading  a  book  aXl  the 
whQe  with  comfort.  Houdin  says  that  so 
thoroughly  did  he  learn  this  art  tiiat,  after 
ihe  lapse  of  thirty  years  without  touching 
the  balls,  he  could  still  keep  three  of  them 
going  while  he  read.  It  was  a  curious 
chance  which  determined  Houdin's  career. 
As  he  showed  great  fondness  for  mechani- 
cal contrivances,  he  was  apprenticed  when 
quite  a  boy  to  a  watchmaker,  and  was  sent 
one  day  to  buy  Berthoud's  "Treatise  on 
Olockmaking."  By  mistake  the  shopman 
gave  him  a  volume  of  an  encyclopedia 
containing  descriptions  of  scientific  amuse- 
ments. Houdin  was  fascinated,  and  de- 
cided at  once  upon  his  profession.     He 


owned  as  master  in  the  art  of  conjuring 
the  celebrated  Torrini,  whose  real  name 
was  the  Gount  de  Grisy.  This  man  may 
be  said  to  have  juggled  a  Pope.  He 
was  givhig  an  exhibition  before  Pius  the 
Seventh,  and  begged  the  Pope  to  write 
something  on  a  piece  of  paper,  which  he 
would  bum  and  restore  again.  Half  in- 
credulous, the  Holy  Father  wrote:  '<I 
have  much  pleasure  in  stating  that  Mon- 
sieur le  Oomte  de  Orisy  is  an  amiable 
sorcerer."  The  paper  was  duly  burnt,  and 
afterwards  appeared  intact  in  Torrlni's 
hand.  The  Pope  was  delighted,  and 
allowed  the  juggler  to  keep  his  autograph 
testimonial.  In  1886  there  were  in  Lon- 
don three  excellent  jugglers  of  foreign 
extraction,  named  Ginquevalli,  Katsnoschm, 
and  Trewy.  By-the-bye,  the  first-named 
is  again  with  us  at  the  present  time.  Some 
of  their  performances  were  very  marvellous. 
Ginquevalli,  for  instance,  took  a  knife,  a 
fork,  and  a  potato,  and,  after  passing  them 
from  hand  to  hai&d  several  times,  threw 
them  all  into  the  air.  He  then  caught  the 
fork  in  his  right  hand,  spiked  the  potato 
on  the  prongs,  and  balanced  the  knife  oti  its 
point  In  the  potato.  Trewy,  again,  would 
balance  on  his  chin  a  rod,  having  a  long 
cross-piece  upon  which  small  pieces  of  card- 
board were  placed.  Taking  a  pea-shooter, 
he  proceeded  to  hit  each  of  them  off  with 
small  pellets. 

Exhibitions  such  as  these  are  not  now 
In  much  vogue,  but  any  one  who  keeps  Ua 
eyes  open  at  fairs,  race-meetings,  and  other 
popular  gatherings  may  still  see  very  good 
proofs  of  extraordinary  quickness  and  accu- 
racy of  hand  and  eye,  accompanied  some- 
times by  excellent  original  patter.  Does 
this  bring  to  mind  the  story  in  Xenophon 
of  the  juggler  whose  chief  and  fervent 
prayer  was  that  his  lot  might  be  east  in 
places  where  there  was  much  money  and 
many  simpletons  t 


WINTER  IN  HOLLAND. 


They  do  not,  in  the  provincesof  Holland, 
make  quite  enough  provision  for  your 
comfort  during  the  frigid  winter's  nights 
in  the  hotels.  It  is  a  trial  to  sleep  between 
the  ice-cold  sheets  of  your  bed  at  night. 
But  it  Is  much  more  of  a  trial  when  the 
waiter  the  next  morning  hammers  hard  at 
your  door,  and  Intimates  to  you  tJbat  it  is 
time  to  step  forth  into  the  freesing  air  of 
your  bed-chamber. 

Everything  is  rigid.    How  in  the  world, 
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you  ask  yourself,  as  yonr  teeth  chatter 
in  yonr  head,  can  you  wash  with  a  sponge 
as  hard  as  the  bedstead,  with  half  an 
inch  of  solidity  on  the  water  of  year 
jag,  and  your  fingers  in  two  minutes  so 
numb  that  you  can  hold  nothing  fast,  while 
the  buttoning  of  collar  to  shirt  and  the 
other  processes  of  dressing  are  as  painful 
physically  as  they  are  trying  to  the  temper) 

They  are  a  Spartan  set  of  fellows  in 
North  Holland,  and  do  not  steep  you  in 
comforts  in  the  winter-time.  Even  when 
you  get  downstairs,  red-nosed  and  petulant, 
the  odds  are  that  the  stove  in  the  dining- 
room  is  surrounded  with  large-bodied 
Hollanders,  who  are  not  at  all  proper  dis- 
tributors of  warmth.  These  gentlemen 
will  probably  be  smoking  bad  cigars  and 
expectorating.  If  they  are  talking  ex- 
citedly, depend  upon  it  there  is  something 
doing  in  the  butter  and  beast  maiket. 
Either  yet  one  more  shipping  outlet  is 
frozen  up,  or,  perchance,  some  iniquitous 
merchant  Is  toying  his  hand  at  a  corner  in 
butter  or  beasts,  to  the  vexation  of  all 
honest  traders. 

However,  the  waiter  shuffles  in  with  the 
white  napkin  on  his  arm,  and  genially 
shows  his  teeth  to  you  as  he  whispers  th6 
morning  salutation  and  suggests  breakfast. 
If  he  is  a  very  communicative  and  en- 
thusiastic youth,  he  prattles  to  you  while 
setting  before  you  the  various  dined  slices 
of  meats  which  you  are  expected  to 
consume.  There  is  an  ice  contest  in  the 
neighbourhood.  So-and-So  and  So-and-So 
are  to  meet  in  a  skating  match  for  a  gold 
medal  and  so  many  score  of  guilders.  It 
is  a  very  great  occasion  indeed.  There 
are  special  trains  from  places  fifty  miles 
away,  and  it  will  be  an  absurd  oversight 
on  your  part  if  you  do  not  go  to  the  course 
as  soon  as  you  have  tossed  the  hot  cofifee 
down  your  throat 

Bat  the  hot  coffee  is  rather  long  in 
appearing.  The  selfish  Datchmen  at  the 
stove  do  not  budge,  and  the  blue  eddies 
of  their  cigars  curl  upwards  in  excited 
wreaths  towards  the  painted  ceiling.  The 
newspapers  do  not  attract  you,  unless  you 
too  are  as  keen  as  the  country  folk  about 
butter  and  ice-champions.  Besides,  they 
are  hard  to  read,  if,  as  is  probable,  your 
knowledge  of  printed  Dutch  is  limited. 

And  so  yoa  impatiently  scale  six  or 
seyen  square  inches  of  ice  from  the  window 
of  the  room,  which  looks  upon  the  street, 
and  seek  diversion  in  the  outer  scenes. 
The  houses  of  trim  red  and  yellow  brick, 
with  their  stabcase  gables,  cloaked  pre- 


cisely in  nice  white  snow,  upon  which  the 
pallid  gold  of  the  January  sunlight  shines 
mildly,  are  pretty  enough  to  behold. 
Qiite  likely,  too,  as  you  peer  forth,  you 
meet  the  eyes  of  a  chubby,  sympathetic 
Datch  maiden  or  full-blown  citizeness  in 
her  room  opposite.  The  lady,  you  perceive, 
has  a  retreat  as  snug  and  congenial  as  cto 
be.  The  tall  forms  of  sub-tropical  plants 
flank  her  at  the  window — unfailing  indica- 
tions that  the  temperature  of  her  room  is 
very  agreeable.  She  has  also  a  subtle  ar- 
rangement of  mirrors  outside  the  window, 
so  that  sitting  by  the  double  panes  she 
can  see  a  great  deal  of  what  happens  A 
the  street  both  ways.  No  wonder  the 
dear  soul  is  able  to  meet  yonr  gaze  with  an 
expression  of  serene  self-satisfaction  that  is 
never  unbecoming,  and  which  in  your 
situation  enhances  to  you  such  beauty  as 
she  may  possess. 

Bat  even  pretty  Dutch  maidens  have 
tiresome  plagues  of  little  brothers.  Why, 
you  ask  yourself,  did  this  parUcular  round- 
faced  damsel  with  the  large,  innocent  eyes 
suddenly  throw  her  head  backwards  and 
disappear  into  the  comparative  gloom  of 
the  interior  of  the  room)  Was  it  from 
stress  of  indignation  at  meeting  your 
unamiable  gaza )  Not  a  bit  of  Jt.  For  a 
moment  later  she  retakes  her  standi  with 
slightly  flashed  cheeks ;  and  she  smooths 
as  best  she  can  the  dishevelled,  straw- 
coloured  pigtail  of  hair  which  hangs  so 
bewitchingly  between  her  shoulder-blades. 
A  fat-faced  boy  now  stands  demurely  by 
her  side,  looking  as  harmless  as  the  moon. 
He  pulled  her  pigtail  a  moment  ago,  and, 
probably,  in  a  minate  or  two  he  will  pull 
it  again. 

At  this  hour  the  milkmen  and  maids 
are  in  the  ascendant.  How  their  j)olished 
cans  glow  in  the  frosty  air  I  You  can  almost 
see  the  street  reflected  in  their  bright  sides. 
And  the  cheeks  of  the  milk-vendors  are  as 
apple-red  as  the  cans  are  lustrous.  Tinkle, 
tinkle,  sound  the  bells,  as  the  milk  goes 
this  way  and  that.  The  big,  thick-coated 
dogs  which  draw  the  little  carta  do  not 
seem  a  bit  affected  by  the  thirty  degrees 
of  frost  in  the  air.  They  plump  down  in 
the  powdery  snow  whenever  they  think 
they  can  snatch  half  a  minute's  repose,  and 
loll  their  red  tongues — enveloped  in  the 
vapour  of  their  breath  —  as  if  it  were 
Aug^ust  instead  of  mid-winter. 

Having  toasted  his  boots  to  the  cracking 
point,  one  of  the  huge  Datchmen  now 
recedes  from  the  stove  and  makes  civil 
advances  to  you.    Bat  his  husky  observa- 
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lions  about  the  weather  are  not  very 
welcome,  and  at  the  waiter's  Invitation  you 
speed  to  yonr  cofiee  as  a  much  more 
attractive  subject 

'No  sooner  Is  breakfast  over  than  the 
charm  of  the  Dutch  winter  gets  hold  of 
you.  Warmed  within,  you  laugh  at  the 
cold.  Your  skates  are  to  hand — yonder 
three  young  collegians,  home  for  the 
vacation,  are  arguing  about  them  as  they 
stand  at  the  coat-rack  and  compare  them 
with  the  approved  but  clumsy  runners  of 
Friesland.  The  waiter  has  joined  the 
coUegianp,  and  has  already  pointed 
towards  you  with  a  discreet  token  of 
respect.  The  scholars  are  deterred  by  no 
false  or  constitutional  modesty  from 
straightway  accosting  you  as  yon  approach 
to  take  up  your  blades.  They  are  burning 
for  information  as  to  their  price  and  speciiS 
features.  The  upshot  is  tiiat  you  form  a 
fourth  in  their  party,  and  idl  four  of  you 
hie  forth  into  the  nipping  air  to  make 
tracks  for  the  ice-course. 

The  students  are  admirably  clothed  for 
ice-exercise.  The  short,  dark  jacket, 
double-breasted  and  elegantly  frogged, 
harmonises  with  the  black  knee-breeches 
tied  with  ribbons.  The  little  sealskin 
caps  on  their  heada  are  of  course,  too, 
quite  the  most  befitting  accompaniment  of 
the  rest  of  their  attire.  They  carry  no 
sticks.  It  is  by  no  means  the  vogue  in 
Friesland  to  encumber  the  hands.  These 
are  either  deep  in  the  pockets,  folded 
across  the  chest,  or  tightly  clasped  in  the 
small  of  the  back.  Though  there  Is  much 
that  Is  grotesque  and  unshapely  among 
the  Dutchmen  of  the  large  towns,  you  wiU 
find  nowhere  more  satisfying  figures  of 
manhood  than  in  the  northern  parts  of  the 
kingdom.  For  this  it  seems  only  reason- 
able to  render  homage  to  the  winter's  ice. 

The  ice-course  is  a  mile  from  the  town, 
away  among  the  bleak  heathery  moorlands. 
It  is  a  swamped  meadow,  garnished  with 
cord  railings,  Venetian  masts,  with  the 
flags  of  the  nations  clingbg  limply  to  them 
— thank  goodness  there  is  no  wind ! — two 
or  three  sheds  for  the  sale  of  gin  and  ham 
sandwiches,  a  bandstand,  In  which  five 
men,  with  flame-coloured  cheeks  and  with 
woollen  comforters  to  the  lips,  alternately 
discourse  in  frenzied  bursts  of  melody,  and 
blow  into  their  hands  and  beat  their  chests 
with  theb  arms ;  and  about  flve  thousand 
spectators  at  one-and-eightpence  each  have 
already  assembled  on  tne  meadow  to  see 
the  much-desired  race. 

The  three  students  have  learnt  a  little 


English  at  Leyden,  which  quite  abaolvea 
you  from  the  need  to  mould  what  yoa 
flatter  yourself — ^toooften  In  vain — are  both 
scholarly  and  Intelligible  Dutch  sentencea 
They  are  good-natured  fellows,  like  yontha 
of  their  age  and  standing  all  the  world 
over.  Twice  at  their  Invitation  ere  yon 
reach  the  course  you  drink  gin  with  them. 
It  Is  but  a  thimbleful  at  a  time ;  but  yoa 
learn  thus  how  easy  It  is  for  the  humble 
colporteur  and  men  of  Us  kind  to  squander 
In  spirits  the  winter's  earnings  which  ought 
to  have  been  consecrated  to  wife  and 
family. 

Tou  skate  from  the  town  to  the  course 
by  the  canal.  The  canal  has  been  thus  a 
highway  since  the  middle  of  November.  In 
both  sides  of  it,  near  the  town,  a  number 
of  big-bowed  green  and  black  boats  are 
frozen  up ;  but  the  average  Dutch  boatman 
will  not  desert  his  home  merely  because  it 
is  transformed  Into  a  species  of  Iceberg. 
The  smoke  curls  upwards  from  his  little 
cabin,  and  a  row  of  stifif  socks  and  stockings 
on  a  line  between  his  chimney  and  what 
you  may  call  his  nudnmast  tells  of  the 
numerous  offspring,  who  also  have  to  live 
In  the  ice  for  a  few  months. 

The  canal  ice  Is  not  so  good  as  it  might 
be.  It  is  strong  enough  for  anything. 
Mark,  for  example,  yonder  big  dray  laden 
with  furniture,  and  crowned  by  an  old 
woman  nursing  a  baby — it  is  either  a  baby 
or  a  baby-shaped  woollen  bundle.  With 
the  men  that  draw  It,  the  entire  burden 
must  be  something  in  tons.  Yet  the  Ice 
does  not  even  creak  under  the  weight. 
But  there  is  one  fell  consequence  of  this 
sort  of  traffic  and  that  of  the  various 
market  sledges,  with  sails  set  in  the 
direction  of  the  wind — all  of  which  use 
the  canal  for  their  winter  highway.  The 
ice  is  cut  into  deep  ruts  like  an  English 
country  road  in  the  wet  season.  This  is 
not  at  all  desirable  for  the  mere  pleasure- 
seeker.  It  entails  constant  caution,  and 
not  a  few  stinging  tumbles  In  spite  of  the 
utftiost  care. 

**  Behold,  sir/'  exclaims  the  most  literate 
of  the  three  students  as  the  outskirU  of 
the  town  are  reached,  and  the  tall  whited 
spire  of  the  town  church  now  shows  to  the 
best  advantage,  domineering  over  the  red 
and  yellow  houses  of  the  citizens. 

It  is  not  the  church  that  you  are  bidden 
to  behold,  but  the  splendour  of  the  looal 
'*  barn,"  or  ice-course.  Each  country  town 
In  North  Holland  thinks  Its  own  course 
one  of  the  flnest  in  the  realm.  The  weak- 
ness is  a  very  excusable  one. 
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Bat  as  at  that  moment  four  peasant 
gills  come  speeding  towards  yon  hand-in- 
hand,  swaying  with  abundant  grace  from 
side  to  side,  and  with  the  dcdi  sunlight 
gleaming  on  their  silver  sknll-caps,  you 
are  loth  to  give  all  yonr  attention  to  the 
trivial  arrangement  of  poles  and  flags  and 
sheds  which  colistitate  this  particular 
•'  bam." 

*'Look  out!''  yoQ  suddenly  cry;  but 
you  are  too  late.  The  courteous  young 
student,  in  his  anxiety  that  you  shall  form 
a  thorough  idea  of  the  magnificence  of  the 
"  bam  "  of  his  native  place,  is  blind  to  the 
advance  of  the  helmeted  maidens.  The 
crash  is  terrific.  The  student's  head  rings 
loudly  on  the  ice.  The  maidens  laugh 
and  reel  for  an  instant.  Their  capsize 
also  seems  inevitable.  But  no.  There  is 
safety  in  numbers,  on  the  ice  as  elsewhere, 
and  ere  the  stupefied  student  has  collected 
himself  adequately  again,  they — the  imme- 
diate cause  of  his  downfall — are  speeding 
on  towards  the  orange-coloured  sun,  but 
little  above  the  horizon  of  white  fields, 
low -browed  farmhousesi  and  Liliputian 
trees. 

*  *'  My  head,"  observes  the  victim  of  their 
prowess  with  deliberation,  <■  is  not  so  much 
hard  as  the  ice.    I  feel  pain  at  ik" 

"  In  it,"  you  suggest. 

"I  thank  you.  Yes;  I  would  say  'in 
it.'    You  are  very  obliging  to — to ^" 

But  the  effort  to  obtain  coherent  English 
from  his  aggrieved  brain  is  too  much  for 
the  poor  young  man,  and  he  comes  to  a 
stop  with  a  smUe. 

Anotherparty  of  peasant  girls  approaches, 
singing  as  they  glide  along.  This  time 
you  and  the  students  give  them  a  clear 
passage,  of  which  they  avail  themselves 
with  merry  rec(^nition  in  their  eyes,  and 
cheeks  knowingly  dimpled.  As  you  live, 
one  of  these  rustic  damsels  glitters  with  a 
golden  headpiece  I 

''Oh,  yes,"  murmurs  the  most  intelligent 
of  the  students  in  reply  to  your  enquiry  on 
the  subject.  '*  It  is  idthout  doubt  a  thing 
received  from  a  gross  parent — ^gnndparent, 
is  it  notf  It  is  in  the  family.  They 
possess  them  of  the  value  of  two  thousand 
guilders.  It  is  not  to  be  believed,  and  it 
is  true — on  my  word." 

From  tiie  canal  we  tramp  across  a  snow- 
bound field  or  two,  thickly  dotted  with 
black  rooks  and  grey-headed  ravens,  and 
80  come  upon  the  course. 

A  heat  is  just  beginidng.  There  is 
a  subdued  hum  of  ezdtement  from  the 
crowd.     The  officials  in  control  of  the 


meeting  move  about  majestically  within 
the  restricted  lines,  some  wearing  medals 
indicative  of  their  own  abilities  as  icemen, 
and  some  clad  in  lordly  furred  jackets 
which  give  them  a  distinguished  appear- 
ance. They  all  hold  watches  in  their 
hands,  and  follow  with  absorbed  eagerness 
the  progress  of  the  two  competitors  who 
have  been  sent  off. 

Another  minute  and  the  clamour  in- 
tensifies. It  is  a  close  race.  Both  men 
are  bowed  almost  double.  They  do  not 
look  very  well  in  this  attitude,  but  the 
posture  seems  to  aid  them.  And  thus 
they  rush  almost  neck  and  neck  over  the 
goal-line  amid  the  resonant  plaudits  of  the 
bystanders. 

Then  follows  a  brief  but  energetic  dispute 
between  a  furred  official  and  another 
gentleman.  They  disagree  as  to  the  frac« 
tion  of  a  second.  However,  the  referee 
interferes  and  reconciles  them  outwardly; 
though  each  goes  his  own  way  uncon- 
vinced. It  makes  a  great  difference 
whether  you  win  your  heat  by  two-thirds 
of  a  second  or  three-quarters  of  a  second. 

The  crowd  and  the  excitement  conjoined 
soon  Iseparate  you  from  your  student 
friends.  These  have  a  hundred  acquaint- 
ances on  the  course.  They  are  exceedingly 
anxious  to  introduce  you — or  rather  your 
skates — ^to  certain  of  their  comrades.  But, 
being  of  an  unobtrasive  disposition,  yon 
are  not  eager  to  become  the  cynosure  of  a 
hundred  curious  rather  than  admiring  or 
even  respectful  pair  of  eyes,  and  so  you 
allow  circumstances  to  whirl  you  away 
from  the  courteous  youths. 

The  races  are  not  to  you  a  very  great 
affair;  You  do  not  know  Dirk  from  Jan, 
nor  Hans  from  Peter.  Therefore,  when 
you  have  seen  three  or  four^  heatF,  and 
noticed  the  same  disputation  about  the 
fractions  of  a  second  at  the  end  of  each  of 
them,  you  glide  hither  and  thither  at  your 
own  sweet  will 

It  is  a  pity  the  Dutchmen  pollute  the 
fine  strong  air  with  so  much  pestilential 
tobacco.  Most  of  their  cigars  are  of  the 
kind  for  which  yon  pay  a  penny  for 
five.  As  fast  as  they  smoke  one  they 
light  another,  so  that  it  is  possible  in  an 
afternoon's  brisk  movement  to  consume 
two-pennyworth  of  the  articles. 

Tills  it  is,  no  doubt,  that  compels  towards 
the  consumption  of  so  much  gin.  Yon 
find  your  way  into  one  of  the  refreshment 
booths,  and  take  your  thimbleful  withthe 
rest.  If  you  are  hungry,  there  is  plenty  of 
half-raw  meat  between  slabs  of  bread  to 
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regale  apon.  There  are  also  portly  cabes 
of  eake,  which  the  girLi  with  the  silver 
headgear  and  white  lace  over — ^making 
them  look  like  grandmothers  while  stiU 
in  their  teens — eat  in  no  half-hearted 
manner.  There  is  not  much  that  is  false 
about  the  average  Dutch  girl  of  the  north, 
from  the  teeth  and  hair  of  her  head  to 
her  red  cheeks  and  childlike  nature. 

After  a  couple  of  hours  yon  are  content 
to  leave  Hans,  Dirk,  Jan,  Peter,  and  the 
others  to  fight  their  battles  unhonoured  by 
your  presence.  The  short  January  day 
has  begun  to  set  downhiU.  The  sky  is  a 
dusky  red  in  the  west,  and  by  the  numb- 
ness of  your  fingers  and  nose  you  know  full 
well  that  the  thermometer  is  briskly  lower- 
ing again  for  a  bitter  night 

Wherefore  you  return  to  the  canal, 
resolved  to  have  an  hour's  spin  into  the 
country  on  your  own  account  ere  returning 
to  the  town  and  your  indifferent  hotel, 
with  its  rather  coarse  dinner-table  and 
very  coarse  Dutch  commercial  travellers 
clustered  round  the  stove. 

It  is  a  bracing,  hearty  experience.  You 
are  going  the  way  of  the  market  carts  and 
sledges  this  time,  and  can  easily  out-pace 
them.  Still,  it  is  humiliating,  as  you  speed 
along  at  what  yon  are  convinced  is  a  most 
creditable  rate,  to  be  overtakenby  a  weather- 
beaten  old  dame  with  a  basket  on  her  head. 
She  gives  you  a  severely  restrained  nod  as 
she  passes.  It  is  as  clear  as  anything  that 
she  has  but  a  poor  opinion  of  your  craft  as 
an  iceman. 

Of  landscape  you  do  not  get  much  that 
is  engrossing  here  in  North  Holland.  It 
is  so  in  summer  and  winter  alike.  Two  or 
three  church  spires  in  the  distance,  be- 
tokening hamlets ;  any  number  of  stumpy 
f armhousesy  frost-bound  in  all  their  parts ; 
and  the  above-mentioned  trees;  these 
almost  exhaust  the  details  of  your  sur- 
roundings. 

But  they  do  not  quite  exhaust  the  list. 
One  other  feature  insists  on  recognition. 
North  Holland,  indeed  Holland  every- 
where, would  be  duller  than  it  is  were 
it  not  for  its  windmills.  They  are  of 
many  kinds  and  colours  :  chestnut-brown, 
green,  white  as  the  snow  around  them, 
black  as  your  boots,  primrose- hued,  or  a 
watery  scarlet ;  and  with  bases  shaped 
housewise,  boatwise,  or  in  various  hybrid 
ways.  Whether  their  sails  be  sweeping 
round  with  that  inimitable  grace  of  theirs, 
or  they  are  standing  still,  they  are  always 
welcome  objects.  In  their  neighbourhood, 
too,  are  sure  to  be  not  a  few  frosted  sheep. 


and  companies  of  birds  more  numerons 
than  elsewhere. 

The  hour's  run  outwards  is  wholly 
pleasurable.  Not  so  the  return.  By  this  time 
the  baby  moon  has  come  into  emphatic 
existence,  and  the  red  sun  has  sunk  into 
the  effulgence  of  misty  crimson  and  gold 
in  the  west.  The  ruts  in  the  ice  are  not 
now  so  readily  avoided — ^nor  are  the  carts 
and  peasants,  returning  home  after  their 
day  in  town. 

It  is  only  to  be  expected,  therefore, 
that  you  capsize  prone  upon  the  canal 
three  or  four  times  ere  yon  again  get  into 
the  compass  of  the  town,  with  its  frost- 
bound  boats  and  quaint  little  bridges, 
under  which  you  have  to  duck  discreetly 
if  you  do  not  wish  to  split  your  already 
aching  skull.  The  school-children  have 
taken  possession  of  the  canal  precincts 
within  the  town,  and  their  merry  shoats 
echo  up  and  down  the  placid  streets 
wherever  the  waterway  goes. 

There  is  something  unique  about  the 
aspect  of  these,  little  towns  under  the 
starlight.  The  effect  upon  yon  is  as 
tranquillising  as  a  camp  in  the  desert. 

"Well,  mynheer,"  says  the  aproned 
master  of  the  hotel  as  you  take  your 
place  at  the  dinner-table,  '*Iiaf  you  hat 
goot  day  ? " 

"Very  good  day,"  you  reply.  Then 
down  falls  the  master's  carving-knife  upon 
the  red  joint,  and  the  big  DatchmeUi  your 
companions,  tuck  their  napkins  into  their 
necks  and  glower  at  the  meat  until  their 
turn  comes. 


MISTRESS  SARAH'S  ROMANCE. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

She  was  mostly  called  ''Mistress 
Sarah."  Even  the  Rector  had  fallen  into 
the  prevalent  habit.  Her  surname  was 
Buggs,  which,  it  was  generally  conceded 
in  the  parish,  had  an  uncivil  sound — aa 
applied  to  a  lady.  And  yet  the  family  had 
been  established  in  Gussertonfor  centuries. 
If  you  had  good  eyes  and  a  taste  for 
such  exploration,  you  might  in  the 
Gusserton  churchyard  have  discovered 
divers  stunted  brown  stone  monuments, 
with  cherubs  and  trumpets,  bearing  seven- 
teenth-century dates  and  the  name  of 
Baggs.  But  in  those  days  ttiey  seem  to 
have  spelled  the  name  with  only  one  '^g," 
which  of  course,  however,  was  only  to  be 
ascribed  to  laziness  in  the  stonemason. 

Mistress  Sarah  was  fifty— *' a  middlin' 
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ag4  for  a  womao/'  as  the  landlady  of  the 
"  Hopperft'  Arms  "  once  said,  with  especial 
reference  to  Miss  Baggs.  She  was  small 
and  stout,  without  behig  unwieldy.  Un- 
wieldy, indeed  !  A  woman  who  kept  the 
old  Red  House  Farm  going  as  she  did  could 
hardly  be  unwieldy.  It  was  often  ac- 
counted a  wonder  that  she  did  not  dispose 
of  it,  and  retire  to  a  state  of  comfortable 
and  respected  private  independence  in  the 
Cathedral  Close  of  Bester,  only  ten  miles 
away.  That  is  what  nine  maiden  ladies 
out  of  ten,  circumstanced  as  she  was,  would 
surely  have  done.  Bat  Mistress  Sarah 
was  not  a  common  woman. 

She  had  kindly  grey  eyes,  dark  hair,  a 
mouth  that  looked  far  more  positive  than 
it  really  was,  and  a  complexion  that  still 
possessed  much  of  its  earlier  beauty. 

At  twenty,  Mistress  Sarah  had  been 
"  somethin'  worth  lookin'  at ! "  So  the 
old  folk  of  Ousserton  said,  though  the 
newer  generation  scoffed  at  such  taU:. 

She  lived  all  alone  in  tiie  Red  House. 
That  is  to  say,  she  had  servants  enough, 
but  no  blood  relative  to  take  off  the  chill 
of  her  solituda  It  was  a  marvellous  thing 
tomostfolkswhyshehad  rejected  suitorafter 
suitor  during  her  prime — say  from  four-and- 
twenty  to  five-and-thirty.  Her  father  was 
alive  in  those  da^s,  and  had  been  made 
quite  testy  by  this  strange  conduct.  He 
did  not  like  to  leave  the  Red  Hotise  pro- 
perty to  a  daughter,  but  there  was  no  help 
for  it,  since  he  had  not  a  son.  He  liked 
hifinitely  less  to  think  of  its  eventual 
transmission  to  idien  hands  after  the  death 
of  his  Sarah,  unwedded. 

It  was  a  charming  old  residence — three- 
storeyed,  with  stone  mulUons  and  a  stone 
balustrade  at  the  roof-line.  Its  h<^\de  was 
draped  with  roses,  wisteria,  and  Virginia 
creeper,  which  each  in  their  season  ma^e  it 
a  sight  to  warm  the  cockles  of  an  artist's 
heart.  On  either  side  of  it  were  low  green 
hiUs;  behind  it  was  a  coppice,  sloping 
gently  backwards ;  in  front  yon  approached 
it  by  a  drive  between  unddating  pasture- 
land,  set  about  with  just  enough  spreading 
old  oaks  and  chestnut-trees  to  ^ve  the  idea, 
without  the  conviction,  of  a  park.  For  a 
mere  farmhouse  it  was,  in  fact,  a  fine  place. 
And  the  white  cowls  of  the  huge  kilns, 
and  the  extensive  mellowed  out-buildings 
adjacent  on  the  one  side,  added  to  its 
attractiveness. 

Such  was  the  abode  in  which  Mistress 
Sarah  enjoyed  her  single  blessedness. 
Even  at  fitty  she  might  have  got  a  husband 
with  little  effort,  if  she  had  wished. 


Two  scenes  in  the  lady's  life  in  earlier 
days  explain  sufficiently  her  standpoint. 
They  were  both  still  so  fresh  in  her  re- 
tentive mind  that  they  mij  be  described 
as  having  occurred  but  yesterday. 


It  was  a  bright  September  morning; 
such  a  day  as  the  hop-farmer  loves  to.  see, 
especially  if  his  yards  are  packed  with  the 
human  riff-raff  of  town  and  country  who 
represent  his  hop  hands.  The  Red  House 
hop-fields  were  full  of  promise ;  the  cones 
crisp  and  large ;  no  blight  anywhere ;  and 
ten  acres  more  under  cultivation  thkn  in 
any  year  previously  mentioned  in  the 
domestic  annals.  Farmer  Buggs  was  a 
happy  man,  and  his  daughter,  "beautiful 
Miss  Sarah,"  as  the  dependents  who  loved 
her  called  her,  was  even  happier  than  her 
father  in  the  strong  pride  of  his  health, 
and  strength,  and  worldly  well-being. 

Miss  Sarah  had  risen  at  half-past  five, 
and  by  six  was  out  in  the  keen  fresh  air 
and  the  dewy  grass.  She  stole  through  the 
shrubbery  and  across  the  orchard,  and  ere 
the  Gasserton  church  tower  had  tinkled 
six  o'clock  she  was  in  the  arms  of  her  liero, 
the  immaculate,  the  glorious  and  incom- 
parable Michae]. 

Michael  Nethersleigh  was  the  only  son 
of  Farmer  Nethersleigh,  of  Bowstoke.  He 
was  handsome  as  a  man  need  be  to  win  a 
maiden  heart,  dissipated,  and  thirty.  His 
reputation  in  the  district  was  bad — ^in  the 
Bowstoke  district,  that  is.  Bowstoke  is 
ten  miles  from  Gasserton.  But  what 
cared  the  pretty  Sarah  for  the  lies  the 
world  told  about  him,  so  long  as  she  knew 
from  his  own  lips  that  she  was  his  darling, 
the  only  girl  he  had  ever  really  loved,  and 
the  maiden  who— and  he  would  swear  it^ 
looking  magnificent  the  while — was  meant 
by  heaven  and  earth  to  be  his  wife  f 

They  had  often  met,  these  two,  during 
the  last  six  jnonths.  Farmer  Bnggs  fancied 
the  recent  brightness  in  his  girl's  eyes  was 
due  to  the  new  health  she  obtained  from  a 
wonderful  new  corset,  or  something  of  that 
kind.  He  knew  nothing  about  Michael 
Nethersleigh  except  what  he  heard  at  the 
farmers'  ordinary  at  Bester  and  Pachester. 
What  he  heard  on  these  occasions  was  not 
calculated  to  raise  Michael  in  his  regard 
— especially  if  old  Nethersleigh's  place 
at  table  was  vacant. 

Michael  and  Sarah  had  kissed,  and  looked 
in  each  other's  eyes,  and  kissed  again,  ere 
the  girl  broached  the  subject  that  was 
nearest  her  heart. 

'<Yoa  know  you  promised,"  she  mur- 
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mured,  ''and  on  my  birthday  yon  can't 
refoaa" 

■'I'll  not  refnae,  yon  can  take  yonr 
oath,"  replied  the  other. 

<'  Well,  then,  you've  got  to  come  back 
with  me  and  tell  father  all  abont  it.  I  do 
■0  want  him  to  know.  E6  will  be  glad, 
Michael,  when  he  sees  who  yon  are." 

Bat  Michael  did  not  seem  to  think  sa 
Maeh  persnasion  was  needfal  to  exorcise 
from  Um  the  sadden  gloom  that  got  hold 
of  him ;  and  very  mach  more  afterwards 
to  indnce  him  to  submit  to  tiie  guidance  of 
Sarah's  fairy  fingers,  which  gripped  him  so 
lovingly  by  the  arm. 

It  came  about  at  length,  however.  The 
young  man  fastened  his  eyes  on  the  girl,^ 
and  for  a  moment  or  two  there  was  some- 
thing of  real  nobility  in  his  expression  as 
he  said  tremulously,  and  with  ill-restrained 
passion: 

**If  only  the  old  man  would  see  it, 
you'd  be  the  making  of  me,  my  Uttle 
darling!" 

SariJi  liked  these  words  so  well  that  she 
stood  on  tiptoe  to  kiss  the  lips  that  had 
uttered  them.  Her  grey  eyes  sparkled 
with  joy.  Of  course  ''the  old  man" 
would  see  it — especially  on  her  birthday ! 

But  disillusionment  came  all  too  soon. 
Michael  Nethersleigh's  instinct  had  not 
played  him  false. 

They  were  approaching  the  farmhouse 
by  the  orchard,  openly  and  hand  in  hand — 
an  idyllic  spectacle — ^when  Farmer  Buggs 
faced  them,  riding-whip  in  hand,  and  with 
his  legs  set  apart  as  if  he  meant  to  keep 
his  balance.  The  pretty  Sarah  had  just 
time  to  whisper :  **  Now,  be  bold,"  when 
her  &ther  broke  from  his  attitude  of 
amazement  and  fell  upon  the  pair. 

"  Take  yourself  off,"  he  cried,  pointing 
with  the  leather  of  his  whip  at  young 
Netherslefgh. 

"  But,  father "  begah  Sacah. 

And  her  lover  also,  having  first  un- 
covered his  head— an  extraordinary  token 
of  contrition  and  humility  in  him — ^ventured 
to  exclaim : 

"  Please  to  give  me  a  few ^" 

He  had  no  time  to  finish,  however. 

"By  Heaven,"  cried  Farmer  Buggs, 
"  I'll  not  stand  this.  A  reptile  like  you 
holding  my  girl's  Iiand  I " 

The  riding-whip  crashed  upon  young 
Michael's  uncovered  head — ^twice.  The 
victim  stood  to  bear  the  blows.  The  whip 
would  have  descended  a  third  time  had  not 
Sarah  thrown  herself,  screaming,  into  her 
father's  arms.    She  had  fainted. 


"I  hope  some  day  you  will  be  sorry 
for  this,  sir,  and  I  wish  you  good  morning," 
said  young  Nethersleigh,  who  then,  wiUi 
one  yearning  look  at  the  white  shape 
embarrassing  his  assailant,  turned  away 
and  went  home — ^heedless  of  his  fallen  hat. 

Scene  the  second  is  far  less  sensational. 

Eleven  hopping  seasons  have  gone  by. 
The  "beautiful  Miss  Sarah"  has  already 
grown  into  "  Mistress  Sarah."  Her  father 
having  died  three  years  back,  she  is  ruler 
at  the  Red  House,  and  a  shrewd  though 
indulgent  ruler  into  the  bargain. 

There  was  some  trouble  with  the  hop 
hands.  It  had  been  the  same  the  two 
previous  years.  This  dangerous  assemblage 
of  tramps,  gipsies,  and  discontented  artisans 
and  iron-workers  had  struck  once  more. 
They  wanted  to  pick  five  bushels  to  the 
shilling  instead  of  six.  They  fancied  they 
might  do  as  they  pleased  vrith  a  woman  for 
the  "  gaffer." 

Mistress  Sarah  girded  herself  for  the 
combat,  put  on  her  spectacles — ^It  was  too 
early  in  her  life  for  the  thing?,  but  she 
did  not  now  tliink  much  about  her  personal 
appearance — and  with  a  sun-hat  on  Iier 
head,  and  attended  by  her  trusty  man 
Joseph,  went  forth  to  do  battle  with  the 
malcontents. 

And  she  beat  them,  too.  The  year  had 
not  been  a  good  one.  The  Red  House 
Farm  balance  was  like,  indeedi  to  be  on 
the  wrong  side.  Both  mould  and  "aphis" 
had  been  sadly  at  work  on  the  bines,  and 
the  weather  for  the  picking  had  not  thus 
far  been  kind. 

*'  My  friends,"  she  said  to  the  ring- 
leaders of  the  revolt,  "  I  am  sorry  I  cannot 
give  you  a  bushel  less  to  the  shilling  tids 
year.  As  it  is,  I  expect  te  be  a  loser  on 
the  picking.  If  you  think  I  am  doing  you 
a  wrong  you  must  leave  off,  that's  alL 
You  shall  be  paid  according  to  theschednle, 
and  I'll  take  my  chance  of  other  hands.  I 
shall  not  mind  sacrificing  hM  the  harvest. 
You  ought — at  least,  the  experienced  ones 
among  you  ought — to  see  what  that  means." 

There  was  some  grumbling,  of  eonrse, 
and  a  good  score  or  two  of  hands  did 
leave— to  drink  off  their  earnings  at  the 
"  Hoppers'  Arms."  The  others,  however, 
yielded  to  reason.  It  was  a  bad  year — 
there  was  no  denying  it  And  at  any 
rate,  the  bushellers  had  promised  •  not  to 
press  the  hops  tightly  while  measuring  them. 

Joseph  and  his  mistress  were  leaving 
the  fields  for  the  house  again,  when  at  a 
gate  in  a  lane  they  saw  a  man  and  a  little 
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girl.  The  man  looked  odd;  his  mouth 
moved  like  one  in  an  epilepsy.  Neverthe- 
less, Mistress  Sarah's  heart  bounded  at 
sight  of  him. 

She  had  neither  seen  nor  heard  aught  of 
Miehael  in  the  meantime.  He  had  sent 
her  one  little  letter,  telling  her  that  he 
should  come  back  to  daim  her  when  he 
felt  worthy  of  her.  >  She  had  waited,  and 
meant  to  wait  And  now  her  heart  told 
her  that  the  moment  had  arrived.  It 
was  nothing  to  her  staunch,  true  nature 
that  the  man  was  palpably  a  wreck  of 
humanity.  "• 

''Ask  them,  Joseph,  if  they  want  to 
join  the  other  pickers,"  she  said.  The 
man  turned  to  look  at  her  to  see  why  her 
voice  sounded  so  queer.  But  he  did  her 
bidding. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  replied  the  girl,  who 
then  told  that  her  companion  was  a 
"loony."  "He's  bin  off  his  head,  miss/' 
the  diild  went  on  to  say,  "  ever  since  I've 
had  to  do  wi'  him." 

"  Axe  you  his — his  daughter  1 "  Mistress 
Sarah  asked,  with  growhig  grief  at  the 
heart 

"Not  me,"  was  the  instant  and  con- 
temptuous answer.  "My  father's  a 
travelling  tinker,  I've  took  up  wf  him 
to  see  if  it  pays — he  has  fits  that's  fright- 
ful to  see.  We  made  a  'arf-crown,  pretty 
nigh,  out  of  the  last.'^ 

While  the  girl  spoke,  Mistress  Sarah 
scanned  the  man.  There  was  a  long 
mole  on  his  throat  She  knew  that  mole. 
There  was  a  slight  distortion  to  the  right 
nostril,  and  that  also  she  recognised.  Mis 
eyes  she  searched  in  vain.  Alas !  all  the 
virUe  pride  and  glory  had  gone  from  them. 
They  were  now  bloodshot  and  faded,  and 
eloquent  of  infinite  sneering  and  degrada- 
tion The  hands,  too,  once  so  strong  and  so 
comfortable  when  clasped  about  her,  were 
now  knotted,  and  quivering,  and  miserable 
to  see. 

All  her  first  half-aDzIous  doubts  left  her. 

"Joseph,"  she  said,  "take  this  poor 
fellow  into  the  house — ^the  parlour." 

Joseph  exclaimed  :  "  The  parlour,  Miss 
Sarah  1"  as  he  might  have  uttered  a 
vigorous  oath. 

"Yes,  the  parlour,"  was  the  reply. 

Thus  Mistress  Sarah  regained  her  heart's 
idol,  and,  all  shattered  and  mired  though 
it  was  by  unnameable  and  unknowable 
experiences^  she  joyously — to  herself  alone 
— acknowledged  her  true  allegiance  to  it 

Her  secret  was  her  own.  She  was  glad 
that  the  dispersal  of  the  Nethersleigbs  of 


Bowstoke  put  her  under  no  moral  com- 
pulsion to  share  it  with  any  one.  Michael's 
father  had  come  down  in  the  world  and 
had  died  insolvent  No  one,  except  just 
herself,  cared  two  oat -straws  about  the 
discovery  of  thip  sheep  that  was  lost. 

The  Bed  House  domestics  and  the 
gOBsipsf  of  Gusserton  expressed  their  sur- 
prise at  the  detention  in  the  farm  of  this 
unpresentable  and  unmannerly  stranger. 
Decently  dressed  and  cleaned,  he  looked, 
of  course,  more  respectable  than  when 
Mistress  Sarah  had  first  set  eyes  on  him  at 
the  field  gate.  But  he  was  still  an  outlaw, 
an  alien  among  mankind.  li  could  not  be 
otherwise.  A  man  who  gibbered  at  his 
benefactress,  and  could  not  walk  three 
steps  without  risk  of  collapse,  was  not 
likely  to-be  thought  much  of. 

In  time  he  was  removed  from  the  farm 
to  a  little  wUte  cottage  at  the  extremity 
of  the  village.  The  cottage  was  soothing 
to  See,  with  its  diamond  window-panes, 
its  white  roses  on  its  walls,  and  the 
honeysuckle  which,  in  the  summer-time, 
made  its  gabled  porch  a  sweet  nook  to  rest 
in.  There  were  but  four  rooms  to  it  Two 
of  these  were  devoted  to  Silly  Mark,  as 
Gusserton  cidled  him.  The  oiiher  two  were 
tenanted  by  the  old  dame  whom  Mistress 
Sarah  paid,  and  paid  well,  to  look  after 
her  penidoner. 

Mistress  Sarah  walked  daily  froxn  the 
farm  to  the  cottage.  At  first,  encouraged 
by  medical  opinion,  she  had  hoped  morning 
after  morning  to  see  the  spark  of  reason 
show  once  more  in  her  lover's  dulled  eyes. 
But  the  years  went  by,  and  he  did  not 
change.  At  least  he  did  not  change  in 
that  dfarection.  He  became  stout,  and  his 
drivel  took  a  funny  turn.  He  would  sit,, 
for  instance,  in  the  garden  and  laugh  the 
true  idiot's  laugh  for  hours  on  end.  And 
nothing  pleased  him  better  than  to  have 
the  Gusserton  school -children  clustered 
about  the  palings  of  his  garden,  laughing, 
and  eggiog  him  on  to  new  imbecilities. 
But  when  Mistress  Sarah  appeared  the 
children  would  vanish,  and  leave  her  to 
enjoy  Silly  Mark's  pleasantries  alone. 

It  was  Mistress  Sarah  who  had  suggested 
that  her  prot^g^'s  name  was  Mark.  She 
dared  not  call  him  Michael  in  public.  And 
it  seemed  to  matter  little,  seeing  that  even 
when  she  had  him  to  himself  and  pleaded 
with  his  laggard  understanding,  addressing 
him  as  "Michael,"  and  "dear  Michael," 
she  produced  no  effect  He  liked  to  have 
her  with  him,  that  was  evident  The  faces 
he  made  when  they  twain  were  alone  would 
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have  enchanted  the  ichool-ebildren ;  but 
not  one  iotii  of  intelligence  did  he  show 
from  first  to  last. 

This  state  of  things  endared  for  twenty 
years.  Mistress  Sarah's  devotion  was 
unique.  Onsserton  had  long  grown  recon- 
ciled to  the  anomaly  of  it.  Even  the 
Rector — he  was  of  but  five  years'  residence 
in  the  village — had  ceased  to  marvel  at  it. 

And  so  the  keen  winter  of  1890  ap- 
proached, and  instead  of  sitting  in  the 
sunshine  among  the  bees  and  mignonette, 
with  the  pleasant  view  of  the  Oueserton 
valley  green  and  radiant  to  one  side,  old 
Mark  sat  in  his  arm-chair  and  grinned  at 
the  red  coals  in  the  fire. 

The  doctor  had  hinted  to  Mistress  Sarah 
that  the  idiot's  constitution  had  weakened 
of  late,  and  that  severe  cold  would  try 
him  seriously.  And  when  the  snow  came, 
and  a  biting  frost  that  turned  solid  the 
Gusserton  brook  as  well  as  the  ponds,  it 
was  evident  that  the  doctor  was  right. 
Silly  Mark  resented  more  and  more  the 
being  drawn  from  his  warm  bed  i^  the 
morning.  His  limbs  seemed  to  stiffen, 
and  his  face  grew  more  and  more  lack- 
lustre. Old  l^ary,  who  looked  after  him, 
did  her  best  with  him,  but  she  too  con- 
firmed the  doctor's  belief  that  he  was 
dwindling  away. 

They  noticed  in  Ousserton  the  extra- 
ordinary look  of  anxiety  that  now  became 
settled  upon  Mistress  Sarah's  brave  little 
face.  It  was  visible  even  through  the  veil 
she  had  come  to  wear.  But  none  associated 
it  with  Silly  Mark.  That  seemed  too  absurd. 

And  yet,  in  the  good  little  woman's 
heart  there  was  now  one  great  hope  omni- 
present. It  had  been  told  her  that  people 
with  clouded  minds  ofton,  when  nearing 
their  end,  were  blessed  with  an  instant  or 
two  of  sane  vision.  If  only  Michael  might 
recognise  her,  and  once  press  her  hand  with 
the  touch  that  means  a  communication 
from  heart  to  heart,  she  would  be  content, 
and  more  than  content 

Christmas  Day  came  and  went  On 
Christmas  Eve  Mistress  Sarah  had  given 
the  sick  man  a  little  piece  of  mistletoe. 

'*  See  here,  Michael,"  she  had  whispered 
as  they  sat  knee  to  knee,  '^  there's  no  one 
else  I  would  do  this  fori"  and  she  had 
kissed  the  drawn  lips  beneath  the  little 
twig.  Afterwards  she  had  given  him  the 
sprig,  and  he  had— eaten  it,  before  she 
could  interfere. 

"Failing  fast,"  said  the  doctor,  when 
he  saw  him  the  next  day.  Bat  he  did  not 
attribute  anything  to  the  mistletoe. 


The  following  morning,  while  MistreBs 
Sarah  was  at  breakfast,  little  Betty  Graham 
from  the  mill  scampered  through  the  snow 
of  the  Bed  House  drive,  to  bid  MistreBs 
Sarah  hurry  to  the  cottage. 

"  He's  going,"  she  said,  alluding  to  Silly 
Mark. 

He  seemed,  indeed,  quite  gone  when  the 
little  lady,  trenrbling  and  wi&  tears  in  her 
eyes,  came  to  his  bedside  and  lifted  his 
white,  nerveless  hand. 

"Will  you  be  wanting  me  to  stay  for 
it  1 "  asked  old  Mary ;  and  Mistress  Sarah 
said  «  No." 

From  nine  o'clock  until  past  twelve  ahe 
sat  watching  the  quiet  face,  which  already 
seemed  settling  into  the  dignified  repose  of 
death.  His  breath  just  came  and  went 
His  eyes  did  not  open.  And  all  the  time 
Mistress  Sarah  was  praying  her  selfish 
prayer  that  she  might  be  recognised. 

Between  twelve  and  one  she  left  the 
room  for  a  moment  or  two;  and  old  Mary 
must  needs  steal  in  and  put  a  Bible  under 
the  Idiot's  head.  She  had  some  old-fashioned 
notions,  and  this  was  one  of  them. 

"  He'll  go  easy  now,"  she  said  to  herself. 

Hardly  had  Mistress  Sarah  reentered  the 
room,  indeed,  when  Silly  Mark  stirred  in 
the  bed  and  opened  his  eyes  very  wide ;  the 
look  came  into  them,  and  he  cried  "  Ah ! " 
and  tried  to  lift  his  arms. 

That  was  alL 

But  it  was  enough  for  Mistress  Sarah. 
When  old  Mary  again  came  in  she  found 
the  lady  sobbing, "Oh,  Michael— Michael  1 " 
with  her  face  side  by  side  with  the  dead 
face  on  the  pillow. 

Mistress  Sarah  enjoyed  one  more 
thoroughly  contented  hour,  sitting  with 
her  dead  lover  of  past  days,  and  then  she 
returned  to  the  Bed  House  Farm.  There 
she  still  continues  to  live.  The  litde 
cottage  is  still  rented  by  her,  and  old 
Mary  is  its  tenant.  Both  are,  in  her  esteem, 
too  sacred  to  pass  into  other  hands. 

There  is  a  bright  grave  in  the  Gusserton 
churchyard,  with  a  small  head-stone  bearing 
the  initials  "M.  N."  No  grave  is  better 
kept  And  Mistress  Sarah  has  left  explicit 
instructions  in  her  will  for  its  maintenance 
in  good  order  when  she,  too,  rests  beneath 
its  trim  green  coverlet. 

OLD  JOKES  IN  NEW  FORMS. 


The  world  would  seem  to  be  very  easOy 
satisfied  in  the  matter  of  its  jokes.  Though 
they  may  be  hoar  with  age,  and  feeble 
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about  the  jofntB,  It  takes  no  objection.  It 
indulgently  suffers  a  sixteenth-century  jest 
to  be  served  up  again  in  the  nineteenth, 
and  deigns  to  laugh.  Perhaps  the  world 
is  of  opinion  that  the  quip,  epigram, 
or  '*bon  mot/'  which  outlives  the  chance 
and  change  of  two  or  three  hundred 
years,  possesses  a  certain  titality  which 
entitles  it  to  respect  Perhaps  it  Ukes  the 
old  familiar  faces,  even  when  an  attempt  is 
made  to  smooth  down  the  wrinkles  of  age 
and  refurbish  the  faded  compleidon.  At 
all  events,  it  is  obvious  enough  that  many 
of  the  '^  good  things  "  which  ever  and  anon 
are  put  into  currency  as  if  they  were 
freshly  coined,  really  belong  to  ancient 
mints,  and  have  changed  hands  many 
a  time  before  they  came  into  ours  1  For 
example,  here  is  the  original — if,  indeed, 
there  be  not  an  older  original — of  an 
amusing  anecdote  which  has  had  more 
lives  than  one,  and  has,  I  believe,  been 
labelled  with  several  namds.  A  famous 
''chef  de  cuisine"  revelled  in  dirt  from 
head  to  foot,  so  that  not  an  inch  of  his 
corporeality  could  be  described  as  clean 
except  the  tip  of  his  fore-finger,  which  he 
was  constantly  dipping  into  his  sauces  to 
test  their  flavour.  One  day  his  patron 
said  to  him:  ''What  dirty  hands  you 
have !"  "Ah,  Monsieur,  ce  n'est  pas  rien ; 
you  should  see  my  feet  1 " 

To  the  best  of  my  belief,  this  story 
was  first  published  in  the  "  Encyclop^die"; 
yet  it  has  been  associated  with  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  and  also  with 
Madame  de  Stael. 

It  happened  one  day  that  the  gallant 
OhevaJier  Bussy,  having  accompanied  some 
ladies  to  the  menagerie  at  the  Tuileries, 
was  invited  by  the  fairest  and  proudest  to 
recover  her  glove,  which  she  had  dropped 
into  the  lion's  den.  Sword  in  hand,  Bussy 
entered  the  pit,  and  picked  up  the  glove 
without  any  menacing  movement  on  the 
lion's  part.  Eetuming  it  to  "la  Belle 
Dame  sans  Merci,"  he  gave  her  a  slight 
tap  on  the  cheek,  and  said  :  "  Take  it,  and 
another  time  do  not  involve  a  brave  man 
in  a  needless  risk." 

This  picturesque  incident  is  related  by 
Tallemant  des  S^anx  in  his  "  Histoire  du 
Gomte  de  Montsoreau."  But  it  is  also 
told  by  Brant  dme,  who  makes  its  hero  a 
Marquis  de  Lorges,  and  varies  the  details. 
This  latter  version  Schiller  has  expanded 
into  a  fine  ballad,  which  Leigh  Hunt  has 
imitated,  and  both  Lord  Lytton  and  Sir 
Theodore  Martin  have  translated.  Lord 
Lytton,  by  the  way,  remarks   that  the 


original  is  in  Saint  Foix's,  "Essai  sur 
Paris."  For  myself,  I  think  it  probable 
that  the- story  has  an  Eastern  original  It 
is  worthy  oif  note  that  Bobert  Browning 
has  also  treated  the  incident,  "  more  suo," 
putting  the  narrative  into  the  mouth  of 
Pierre  Bonsard. 

We  are  reminded  of  a  favourite  form 
of  American  humour  by  the  following 
gasconade.  A  young  Gascon,  describing 
an  adventure  in  which  he  and  his  sword 
had  been  engaged,  confessed  to  having 
received  a  box  on  the  ear.  '*  Ob,  and  what 
then  9"  enquired  his  hearers.  **  What  then  1 
Ob,  the  man  was  buried  next  day ! " 

The  Due  de  Boquelaure  was  a  man  of 
great  ugliness  and  much  humour.  One  day 
he  met  in  the  street  a  most  unlovely- 
looking  Auvergnat,  who  had  some  petition 
or  memorial  to  present  at  Versailles.  He 
immediately  introduced  him  to  Louis  the 
Fourteenth,  remarking  that  he  was  under 
a  special  obligation  to  him.  The  King 
granted  the  favour  asked  for,  and  then 
enquired  of  the  Dake  what  might  be  the 
nature  of  the  obligation.  "But  for  him, 
your  Majesty,  I  should  be  the  ugliest  man 
in  your  dominions ! " 

I  am  reminded  of  Heidegger,  the  mana- 
ger of  the  Opera  House  in  the  Haymarket, 
when  George  the  Second  was  King.  One 
day  he  laid  a  wager  with  the  Earl  of 
Chesterfield  that  he  would  not  find  in  all 
London  an  uglier  face  than  his.  After  a 
long  search  the  Earl  produced  a  woman  of 
St.  Giles's,  who,  at  first,  seemed  to  outvie 
the  manager;  but  when  the  latter  put  on 
the  woman's  headgear,  his  superior  ugliness 
was  at  once  admitted. 

It  would  be  uncharitable,  perhaps,  to 
describe  Fontenelle  as  impious,  but  it  must 
be  confessed  that  he  showed  himself  as  in- 
different on  religious  matters  as  on  things 
mundane.  I  am  not  sure,  however,  but 
that  there  was  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  his 
answer  to  the  priest  who  remarked  in  his 
hearbg  that  **  God  had  made  man  in  his 
own  image."  "  Ay,"  said  Fontenelle, "  and 
man  has  returned  the  compliment." 

Only,  the  strange  thing  is  that  the  very 
same  answer  has  been  put  into  the  mouth 
of  Heine. 

A  certain  Bishop  of  Quebec,  in  the  days 
when  Canada  was  French,  strayed  into  the 
forests,  and  disappeared.  A  party  sent  in 
search  of  him  fell  in  with  a  company  of 
Indians,  the  picturesque  Bedskins  idealised 
by  Fenimore  Cooper,  and  enquired  of  them 
if  they  knew  the  missing  prelate.  "  Knew 
him  ! "  said  one  of  them ;  "  I  helped  to 
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One  Menu  to  get  a  hint  of  this  poignant 
realm  in   Byron's  ''Viaion  of  Judge- 


1 
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eat  him ! "  Certainly,  intimacy  oonid 
hardly  be  carried  forther!  But  I  may 
point  oat  that  similar  jests  are  of  freqaent 
oconrrence  in  both  French  and  English 
jest-books,  and  perhaps  were  not  wholly 
unknown  to  Sydney  Smith  when  he  talked 
of  "cold  boiled  missionary  on  the  side- 
board." 

»The  humorist  SanteuD  sometimes  re- 
tomed  to  his  monastery  at  a  much  later — 
or  earlier — hour  tlum  became  a  man  in 
his  position.  One  night,  when  he  pre- 
sented himself  at  the  gate  of  Saint- Victor 
after  eleven,  the  porter  refused  to  open  it, 
liaving,  he  said,  been  strictly  forbidden  to 
do  so.  After  repeated  solicitations  and  as 
many  dedinations,  our  poet  slipped  a  half- 
louis  under  the  gate,  and  bolt  and  bar  were 
immediately  withdrawn.  As  soon  as  he 
was  inside,  he  pretended  that  he  had  left  a 
book  on  the  stone  seat  where  he  had  kept 
vigil.  The  porter  obligingly  stepped  out 
for  it,  and  Santeuil  immediately  closed 
the  gate  upon  him.  Master  Peter,  idio 
was  only  half-dressed,  knocked  lustily  at 
the  door.  "I  dare  not  open  it," replied 
'Santeuil.  "Monsieur  le  Prieur  has  *  for- 
bidden me."  **  Ah,  Monsieur  de  Santeuil, 
I  ox>ened  it  for  yon."  "  Yes,  and  I  will  let 
you  in  on  the  same  terms."  The  porter 
returned  the  half-louls  and  was  admitted. 

Tliis  incident  has  been  Anglicised  by 
George  Colman,  and  put  into  verse.  San- 
teuil becomes  an  undergraduate,  and  the 
locale  is  transferred  to  one  of  the  colleges 
at  Cambridge. 

La  Mothe  d'Orl^ans,  Bishop  of  Amiens, 
was  in  attendance,  with  several  other 
prelates,  on  Madame  Louise  de  la  Yalli^re, 
some,  time  after  that  Princess  had  made 
her  vows.  The  prelate  stood  apart,  and 
seemed  to  take  no  interest  in  the  airy 
conversatiion  that  fluttered  round  her.  At 
last  Madame  Louise  aaked  him  the  subject 
of  his  reverie. 

"Ah,  madame,  t  was  dreaming  that  I 
was  in  Paradise,  and  that  some  one  having 
knocked  at  the  gate,  Saint  Peter  asked 
who  it  was.  '  A  Carmelite,'  was  the  reply. 
'Let  her  enter.'  A  few  moments,  and 
there  was  another  knock;  the  same  en- 
quiry, the  same  reply.  There  came  a 
third  rapping.  «  Who  is  that  ? '  'A 
Carmelite.'^  <Eh)  Good  Heavens!  No- 
body comes  here  but  Carmelites.'  After 
awhile  there  was  a  fourth  summons  at 
the  gate.  *Is  that  another  Carmelite?' 
•No,  your  Saintship,  'tis  a  Bishop.'  'Ah,  ah,' 
cried  Saint  Peter,  '  he  is  welcome,  for  'ds 
centuries  since  a  Bishop  passed  this  way.' " 


ment 

<«  And  who  is  Geoige  the  Third?"  repUed  the 
Apoetle : 
''What  George?    What  Third?"    "The  King  of 
Enghuid,"  said 
The  Angel.   ' '  Well,  he  won't  find  Kings  to  jostle 
Him  on  his  way." 

During  the  demolitions  and  ezeavationB 
which  took  place  at  Belleville,  near  Parui, 
about  the  middle  of  the  kst  century,  the 
workmen  came  upon  a  stone,  essayed 
with  rude  characters,  which  attracted  much 
attention  among  antiquaries  and  arcbseolo- 
gists,  and  was  eventually  thought  worthy 
of  being  examined  by  the  memben  of  the 
Academy  of  Inscriptions  and  the  Bellea 
Lettres.  After  careful  ezambiation  they 
made  out  the  following  lettera,  in  the 
order  given;  but  to  what  language  they 
belonged,  or  what  was  their  meaning,  not 
the  most  learned  pundit  could  conjecture. 

I        0 
I 

L 
E 
C  H 

E    M 

I 

D    E 

S  A  NES 

The  most  competent  authorities  were 
consulted,  but  in  vain.  At  length  the 
beadle  of  Montmartre,  happemng  to  hear 
of  the  stone  and  tiie  difficulty  under  which 
the  Academicians  laboured,  asked  per- 
mission to  see  it,  and  immediately  boM 
the  problem.  The  letters,  he  explamed, 
belonged  to  a  very  simple  bit  oi  inionna- 
tion:  "Ici  le  chemin  des  aneB"-thlflM 
the  donkeys'  path.  Formerly  flome  plastei 
quarries  were  worked  at  Belleville^  ^siivii 
stone  had  been  set  up  as  a  guide-post  to 
show  the  nearest  way  to  the  loading-pl>w. 

I  find  this  quip  upon  antiqawi» 
credulity  in  the  '« M4moires  de  Bachsn- 
mont,"  1779.  ^  ^ 

Now  everybody  knows  the  similar  satire 
in  "The  Antiquary,"  when  Monkbarnfl 
supposed  discovery  of  a  Roman  P/astonflo 
is  so  rudely  upset  by  Edie  Ochiltree.^&D^ 
Walter  Scott  refers  to  a  story  of  "J^«JP 
on  this  Syde,"  in  the  «  Town  and  County 
Magazine  "  for  1771,  but  in  his  notes  men- 
tions that  the  incident  of  the  ^^^fj^^ 
actually  happened  to  an  antiquary  w  f®Jj 
learning  and  acuteness.  Sir  John  ^^\ 
Penicuik,  one  of  the  Oommisaioners  lo 
the  Treaty  of  Union  between  m^ 
and  Scotland.  It  would  therefore  »PP»^ 
that  the  jest  is  of  much  earUer  origin  v^^ 
the  French  *'  M^moires." 
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Torenne,  one  day,  observing  that  at 
each  volley  from  a  certain  battery  some  of 
his  soldiers  ducked  their  heads,  bat  drew 
themselves  ap  again  immediately,  lest  they 
should  be  reprimanded,  exclaimed :  **  Mes 
enfans,  there  is  no  harm  in  what  you  do ; 
such  visitors  well  deserve  an  obeisance." 
This  reminds  one  of  the  French  officer's  po- 
liteness when  he  saw  a  bomb  approaching. 
Leaping  aside  as  it  approached,  he  took 
oflF  his  hat,  and  bowing  low,  remarked : 
"  I  never  dispute  precedence  with  gentle- 
men of  your  family." 

A  certain  French  poet,  who  had  written 
verses  in  honour  of  Napoleon,  after  the 
Restoration  poetised  in  praise  of  the 
Bourbons.  Having  presented  his  elegantly 
written  couplets  to  Louis  the  Eighteenth, 
the  King  remarked : 

''They  are  very  fine;  but  I  think  those 
were  much  finer  which  you  dedicated  to  my 
predecessor." 

''Tour  Majesty  is  right,"  replied  the 
poet,  unabashed ;  '*  but  everybody  knows 
that  poets  succeed  much  better  in  fiction 
than  in  reality." 

It  is  certainly  a  curious  coincidence,  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  that  exactly  the  same 
reply  under  the  same  circumstances  should 
have  been  made  by  Edmund  Waller  to 
Charles  the  Second.  "When  Waller," 
says  Mr.  Gosse,  '<  presented  the  fourth 
of  his  panegyrics  to  Charles  the  Seccmd, 
the  King  made  the  awkward  remark  that 
he  thought  it  much  inferior  to  his  panegyric 
en  Cromwell.  This  double  thrust^  attack- 
ing his  loyalty  and  his  poetry  at  once, 
would  have  silenced  most  men ;  but  Waller 
extricated  himself  from  the  trying  position 
with  habitual  coolness.  '  Sir  1 '  he  replied, 
'  wa  poets  never  succeed  so  well  in  writing 
truth  as  fiction.' " 

A  cur4  was  examining  the  children  of 
his  parish  in  their  catechism.  The  firat 
question  in  the  Heidelberg  catechism  runs 
as  follows:  "What  is  thy  only  conso- 
lation in  life  and  death  9 "  The  young  girl 
to  whom  it  fell  began  to  laugh  and  blush, 
and  declined  to  reply.  The  priest  insisted. 
'*  Well,"  she  said  at  last,  "  if  I  must  tell 
you,  it's  ttie  young  shoemaker  in  the  Bue 
des  Agneaux." 

This  not  very  bright  joke  occurs  in  the 
"M^moires  de  la  Princesse  Palatine." 
Recently  I  saw  it  going  the  rounds  as  a 
brand-new  joke,  adapted  to  the  American 
market. 

Henri  Qaatre  was  a  lover  of  "  les  bons 
mots"  as  well  as  of  "les  bonnes  filles." 
Halting    at    a  village   one    day  to   get 


some  dinner,  he  gave  orders  that  whoever 
was  reputed  to  Im  the  greatest  wit  should 
be  brought  to  amuse  him  during  his  repaist. 
On  the  appearance  of  the  rustic  prodigy,  he 
commanded  him  to  sit  down  on  the  other 
side  of  the  table. 

"What  is  your  namet"  enquired  the 
King. 

"  Sire,  my  name  is  Gaillard." 

"Hah,  and  what  is  the  di£Eerence  be- 
tween  Gaillard  and  paillard  —  a  lewd 
fellow  f " 

"Sire,"  was  the  unexpected  reply,  "there 
is  only  the  table  between  them." 

"  Yentre-saint-gris  ! "  exclaimed  Henry, 
laughing,  "he  has  me  there.  I  never 
expected  to  find  so  much  wit  in  so  little  a 
vUlage." 

There  is  a  home-made  story  to  the  effect 
that  a  certain  eccentric  Archbishop-  asking 
a  young  priest,  who  was  among  his  guests, 
what  was  the  difference  between  a  goose 
and  a  curate,  received  the  same  stinging 
reply. 

An  old  joke  preserved  by  Tallemant 
exists  in  several  English  versions.  This  is 
the  way  in  which  Tallemant  puts  it.  Some 
deputies  from  the  provinces  having  been 
admitted  to  an  interview  with  Cardinal 
Richelieu,  Bautru  thought  to  display  his 
wit  at  the  expense  of  the  elder  among 
them.  "  Sir,  pardon  me  for  interrupting 
you,  but  what  was  the  price  of  asses  in 
your  country  when  you  left  f  "  "  Those  of 
your  size  and  figure,"  rejoined  the  deputy, 
"ffstched  ten  crowns."  It  is  surprising 
that  men  supposed  to  be  practised  wits 
should  expose  themselves  to  such  easy 
retorts. 

To  quote  again  from  the  "M^moires 
de  Bachaumont,"  ed.  1777.  The  grand 
almoner,  Roche- Aymon,  in  his  imbecile  old 
age,  was  complaining  of  his  gout  to  Dr. 
Bouvarty  and  exclaimed  that  he  suffered 
like  one  of  the  damned.  "  What,  already  ? " 
— "Qaoi,  d^jk?" — rejoined  the  malicious 
physician. 

Now  Sydney  Smith  says :  "  Nobody's  wit 
was  of  so  high  an  order  as  Talleyrand's, 
or  has  so  well  stood  the  test  of  time.  You 
remember  when  his  friend  Montrond  was 
taken  ill,  and  exclaimed,  'Mon  ami,  je 
sens  les  tourmens  de  Tenfer.'  'Qaoi, 
di}k  ? '  was  his  reply."  But  the  fact  seems 
to  be  that  Talleyrand  simply  retorted  this 
bit  of  malignity  as  a  quotation. 

Moore  records  an  anecdote  told  by 
Croker  as  one  of  the  happiest  things  he 
had  ever  heard.  F^n^lon,  who  had  teased 
Richelieu  without  success  for  subscriptions 
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to  Tariotis  charitiet,  was  telling  him  one 
day  that  he  had  jiut  Be^n  Us  picture. 
*' And  did  yoa  ask  it  for  a  Bubfloriptionf " 
sneered  BicheUeo.  "  No ;  I  saw  there  was 
no  chance ;  it  was  bo  like  yon."  Bat  is  not 
a  similar  jest  connected  with  Grarrick  f 

Madame  Fanny  de  Beanhamais,  en- 
deavouring to  acquire  a  reputation  both 
as  poetess  and  beauty,  provoked  from 
Lebrun  a  bitter  epigram : 

La  belle  Egl^,  dit-on,  a  deux  petits  traven : 
Kile  fait  sou  visage  et  ne  fait  pas  ses  vers. 

This  reappears  in  Byron's  poems : 

^gle,  beauty  and  poet,  has  two  little  crimes  : 
She  znakes  her  own  face,  and  does  not  make  her 
rhymes. 

Martial  has  an  epigram  :  '*  Sint  Maece- 
nateSi  non  deerunt,  FJacce,  Marones" 
— Msacenases  would  not  be  wanting,  O 
Fiaccuf,  if  there  were  Yirgils.  Now  a 
French  chronicler  relates  that  when  King 
John  of  France  had  come  to  Paris,  and 
called  his  Parliament  together,  he  com- 

f)lained  "in  a  pitiful  tone"  of  his  mis- 
ortunes  and  the  calamities  of  his  realm. 
Among  the  rest  he  lamented  that  he  could 
find  no  more  Rolands  or  Gawains,  Where- 
upon one  of  his  peers,  who  had  been 
famous  for  his  valour  in  his  youth,  and  was 
incensed  at  the  King's  slothfnlness,  replied. 
There  would  be  no  want  of  Bolands  if 
there  were  Gliarlemains.  As  the  French 
noble  could  not  have  read  Martial,  we  may 
suppose  either  that  the  Latin  poet's  witty 
saying  Iiad  been  handed  down  as  a  proverb, 
or  that  the  coincidence  was  purely  acci- 
dental, which  is  probably  the  case. 

Here  is  the  original,  from  the  "M^ 
nagiane,"  of  an  old  joke — a  perfect  *'  chest- 
nut." At  the  last  sermon  of  a  mission  in  a 
rural  district,  everybody  wept,  except  one 

Eeasant     ''And  why  do  you  not  weepl" 
e  was  asked.     "  Ob,  I  don't  belong  to  this 
parish  1" 

We  all  remember  PojOTs  ingenious  excuse 
for  plagiarism  in  '<  The  Critic."  <'  Haven't 
I  heard  that  line  before ) "  enquires  Sneer. 
"  Yes,"  says  Dangle, ''  I  think  there's  some- 
thing like  it  in  *  Othello.' ''  ''  Gad,"  ex. 
claims  Puff,  "  now  you  put  me  b  mind 
on't,  I  believe  there  is — but  that's  of  no 
conseqtience ;  all  that  can  be  said  is,  that 
two  people  happened  to  hit  upon  the  same 
thought — and  Shakespeare  made  use  of  it 
firsts  that's  alL" 

I  am  remmded  of  Sheridan's  witty  say- 
ing by  an  epigram  of  the  Chevalier  d'AceUly, 
dating  from  the  seventeenth  century.  <'  Do 
I  say  anything  tolerably  good  1  Antiquity, 
in  pure  imagination^  pretends  to  have  said 


it  before  me.    She  is  a  jocose  damsel ! 
Why  didn't  she  come  after  me  1    Then  I 
dionld  have  said  my  good  things  first." 
I  subjoin  the  Frenen : 

Dis-je  quelqne  chose  assez  belle  ? 

L'antiquit^  tout  en  cervelle 

Pretend  Tavoir  dite  avant  moL 

G'est  tine  plaisante  donzelle ! 

Que  ne  venait-elle  aprbs  moi  ?  ^ 

J 'aurais  dit  la  chose  avant  elle. 

In  recommending  a  candidate  for  em- 
ployment, the  man's  friend  remarked, 
«  Everybody  must  live."  **  Je  n'en  vois  pas 
la  n^cessiti,"  replied  Talleyrand. 

But  this  answer  had  already  been  made 
by  Monsieur  d'Argenson  to  the  Abb^ 
Desfontaines,  and  put  into  verse  by  Piron 
long  before  Talleyrand's  time.  It  has  also 
been  given  as  the  reply  of  a  French  Judge 
to  a  thief,  who  pleaded  agunst  being  sen- 
tenced to  death. 

It  has  been  the  illusion  of  many  of  ns 
that  "the  King  is  no  subject"  was  a  good 
home-made  conundrum;  but  I  read  that 
when  Louis  the  Fifteenth  asked  the  witty 
Monsieur  de  Bi^vre  to  invent  a  riddle^  the 
latter  said :  **  On  what  subject,  sir  % " 
"'N'importe;'  on  me,  if  you  will." 
"  Mais  vdtre  Majesty  n'est  pas  un  sujet  1 " 

Another  of  our  favourite  facetiae  moat 
be  resigned  to  the  land  of  bons-mots  and 
calemlMurs.  The  Oomte  de  Glermont 
d'Amboise,  in  full  dress,  and  blazing  with 
orders,  was  waiting  for  some  one  to  admit 
him  into  the  staUs  of  the  Th^tre  des 
Frai]96ds.  Seeing  a  wit  of  the  day,  one 
Martin,  sumamed  the  Oynic,  the  Duke— t- 
who  did  not  know  him  personally — ^has- 
tened towards  him.  "Are  you  the  box- 
opener,  mon  cher  f "    "  No ;  are  you  %  " 

The  "Grenesis  of  Jokes"  may  be  recom- 
mended to  the  literary  archaeologist  aa  a 
subject  which  has  not  yet  received  the 
attention,  it  deserves. 

THE   GREY   BOY. 

A  SHORT  SERIAL  STORY. 
CHAPTER  IV. 

The  groom  and  the  butier — a  negro — 
both  sprang  to  her  assistance.  She  had 
struck  her  temple  rather  severely  against 
the  side  of  the  door.  The  butler,  pompous 
but  kindly,  was  full  of  concern. 

'^Missie  hab  tolerable  bad  tumhle,"he 
said.  ''Here  is  Mrs.  Maria;  she  look 
after  you.  What  a  nighty  to  be  suarl" 
turning  away  to  shut  the  heavy  oaken 
door,  in  which  he  was  assisted  by  the 
groom. 
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An  elderly  womaD,  also  of  negro  ex- 
traction, came  horryiDg  forward  from  the 
back  of  the  hall.  If  her  manner  were  less 
dignified,  ahe  spoke  better  English  than 
the  butler,  and  after  a  first  astonished 
glance  into  the  pale  young  face,  she  warmed 
into  motherly  f  usslness  which  went  straight 
to  the  heart  of  the  tired,  lonely  girl. 

"  How  is  Mrs.  Anson  1 "  asked  the  butler 
in  a  low  voice,  as  she  turned  away  for  a 
moment  to  give  some  order  about  Leila's 
luggage.  '*Mr.  Hesketh — become  home 
in  a  debil  of  a  bad  temper.  He  just  mad 
wid  indignation." 

''She's  better,"  the  woman  answered 
hastily,  in  the  same  lowered  voice.  "  Bat 
it  has  been  a  bad  attack  tlus  time.  Will 
you  please  follow  me,  misst"  aloud  to 
Leila,  who,  standing  listlesdy  by,  had 
just  caught  a  few  words. 

She  led  the  way  to  the  oak  staircase,  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  halL  The  hall  was 
very  handsome,  warm,  and  bright,  with 
two  great  fires,  and  severid  lamps.  The 
brilliance  of  the  illumination  contrasted 
vividly  with  the  darkness  outside.  Indeed, 
brightness  and  warmth  pervaded  the  whole 
house,  giving  a  general  sense  of  comfort 
and  luxury  to  Leila  as  she  followed  her 
guide  through  what  seemed  a  maze  of 
corridors  and  windins  passage?,  to  the  suite 
of  rooms  set  aside  for  the  use  of  herseU 
and  her  pupil.  By  the  time  she  reached 
them,  troublesome  doubts  and  the  sense  of 
dreariness  and  loneliness  were  fast  fading. 
An  hour  later,  almost  everything  else 
was  forgotten  in  a  keen  appreciation  of 
the  present  comfort  of  her  position.  A 
dainty  meal  in  a  pretty  school-room,  waited 
on  by  the  motherly  half-caste,  Maria; 
then  a  restful  lounge  over  the  fixe  of  the 
beautifully  furnished  sitting-room  set 
apart  for  her  own  special  use,  so  artistic 
and  luxurious  in  its  fittings  and  hangings, 
that  she  felt  mox^  like  a  princess  than  a 
lonely  stranger  in  an  unknown  family ;  and 
when  at  last  she  retired  to  her  equally^cosy 
bedroom,  she  felt  that  her  Ibes  had  indeed 
fidlen  in  pleasant  places.  So  far  she  had 
seen  none  of  the  family,  with  the  exception 
of  Mr.  Hesketh  Anson,  who,  she  gathered 
from  Maria,  was  Mr.  Anson's  brother. 
He  lived  at  Moorlands,  and  acted  as  his 
brother's  agent.  Mrs.  Anson  was  too 
unweU  to  see  her  that  day,  but  she  had 
given  Maria  instructions  to  see  that  Miss 
Mallet  had  everything  that  she  needed. 
Her  pupU,  too,  had  been  confined  to  her 
room  for  the  last  day  or  two  with  a 
feverish  cold,  but  would  probably  be  well 


enough  to  come  into  the  school-room  on 
the  morrow. 

Maria,  who  had  most  faithfully  carried 
out  her  mistress's  instructions^  came  again 
to  her  bedroom,  the  last  thing  at  night,  to 
see  that  she  was  comfortable,  and  insisted, 
in  spite  of  Leila's  economical  scruples — a 
fire  in  her  bedroom  haidng  hitherto  been 
an  unheard-of  luxury — in  making  up  one 
to  last  through  the  night. 

"You  will  need  it  before  the  morning," 
she  said,  with  a  shiver.  "  It  is  the  worst 
fall  of  snow  I've  seen  in  my  life — and  the 
wind  1  Hark  at  it ! "  Then  as  a  thought 
seemed  to  strike  her,  "  You  are  sure,  miss," 
looking  curiously  at  the  girl,  "  you  aren't 
afraid — Lord'  a  mercy!  you  don't  look 
much  more  than  a  child  yourself,"  a 
troubled  note  in  her  voice. 

Leila  laughingly  disclaimed  any  such 
fears;  and  the  woman,  casting  another 
curious,  half-reluctant  glance  back  at  her, 
left  the  room. 

Tired  out,  Leila  had  scarcely  laid  her 
head  on  the  pillows  before  she  was  asleep. 
It  was  between  two  and  three  in  the  morn- 
ing when  she  started  suddenly  out  of  a 
deep  aleep. 

There  was  a  luU  in  the  wind. 

The  room  was  dark,  except  for  a  dim 
glimmer  at  the  farther  end,  where  a  red 
glow  still  burned  at  the  heart  of  the  dying 
fire.  She  did  not  know  what  had  roused 
her.  But  she  sat  up  frightened,  and  wide 
awake,  to  listen. 

There  was  a  longer  pause  than  usual 
between  the  gusts  of  wind,  and  for  the 
moment  everything  was  intensely  still. 
She  could  hear  the  mice  scampering  behind 
the  wainscoting;  the  faint  crackling: 
sound  of  the  burned-out  embers  in  the 
grate;  a  creak  from  the  basket-chair  by 
the  fireside  ;  and  with  these  other  noises, 
familiar  to  the  night,  was  another,  less 
easy  to  recognise,  but  still  distinct,  in  that 
almost  supernatural  stillness  that  reigns 
between  the  gusts  of  a  raging  wind,  or  the 
deafening  crashes  of  a  thunderstorm.  It 
came  from  the  door.  It  sounded  most  like 
the  passing  of  a  human  hand  across  the 
woodwork;  like  the  stealthy  fumbling 
of  crawling  fingers,  searching  for  the  bolt. 

She  remembered  suddenly,  with  a  feeling 
of  relief  and  thankfulness  which  sent  the 
chilled  blood  surging  with  suffocating 
swiftness  through  her  veins,  that  she  had 
locked  the  door  before  going  to  bed.  Then 
the  wind  swooped  down  once  more  on  the 
house,  and  in  the  first  second  of  its  fury 
she  seemed  to  catch  a  sound  like  a  far-off 
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choked  cry  of  rage  and  agony,  lost  instantly 
in  the  roar  of  the  raging  wind. 

She  sat  up  in  bed,  straining  her  ears  to 
listen,  till  the  gust  once  more  died  away. 
Then  she  hastQy  lit  her  candle,  and,>teal- 
ing  out  of  bed,  stirred  up  the  fire,  which 
broke  after  a  moment  into  a  blaze,  giving 
her  a  vague  sense  of  cheery  companion- 
ship. Battling  with  the  nervous  fancies 
and  fears  that  beset  her,  she,  with  a  light, 
went  over  to  the  door,  where  she  stood 
listening  for  a  few  seconds  for  any  sound 
on  the  other  side.  Then,  with  a  violent 
effort  conquering  her  cowardice,  she 
cautiously  opened  the  door  and  looked 
Into  the  adjoining  apartment,  which  was 
her  sitting-room.  It  was,  as  she  with  much 
unnecessary  energy  had  told  herself  it 
would  be,  empty.  Its  door,  leading  in  its 
turn  into  the  passage,  was  shut.  The 
eerie  noises  had,  after  all,  only  been 
conjured  up  by  her  excited  fancy.  She 
fiaBhed  the  candle,  gaining  courage,  into 
all  its  corners,  and  was  just  turning  back 
into  her  room,  when  something  on  the 
floor  close  to  the  threshold  of  the  door 
i^ttracted  her  attention.  She  bent  swiftly 
to  look.  It  was  a  glove— a  man's  drivingr 
glove.  It  was  heavy,  and  saturated  with 
moisture,  as  it  the  wearer  of  it  had  but 
just  come  in  from  the  raging  snowstorm 
outside.  As  she  stood,  pale  and  bewil- 
dered, staring  at  it,  the  light  of  her 
candle  falling  full  on  It,  she  saw  that  it 
lacked  a  button. 

CHAPTER  V. 

*'I  DO  think  that  you  are  just  the 
loveliest  governess  I've  ever  had  i " 

The  sincere  enthusiasm  of  the  speech, 
perhaps,  atoned  for  the  lack  of  accuracy  in 
the  statement.  Leila  knew  that  not  by  the 
most  liberal  canons  of  art  could  she  claim 
any  pretensions  to  being  a  beauty.  She 
laughed,  looking,  with  the  most  intense 
appreciation  of  the  child's  own  loveliness, 
at  her  little  pupil. 

Maria  had  brought  her  into  the  school- 
room about  eleven  o'clock  that  morning. 
The  child  was  about  ten.  She  still  looked 
delicate  from  her  indisposition,  but  Leila 
thought  her  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
children  she  had  ever  seen.  There  was 
something  uncommon  and  foreign-looking 
about  her,  and  Maria,  who  was  plainly 
devoted  ,to  the  family,  told  Leila  with 
great  pride  that  Mrs.  Anson  was  half 
Spanish,  and  the  most  beautiful  w6man  in 
the  county. 


Dolores  Anson  was  sitting  on  the  arm 
of  the  big  chair  by  the  school-room  fire, 
watching  Leila  put  a  tuck  In  her  doll's  last 
new  frock.  Her  next  statement,  perhaps, 
rather  qualified  the  first 

"  Tou  see,"  with  a  certain  old-fashioned 
air  which  touched  her  at  times,  ''  all  tiie 
others  have  been  so  ugly — and  old,  too. 
You  haven't  forgotten  the  time  yet,  have 
you,  when  you  used  to  play  with  doUs)" 
with  a  sudden  anxious  wistfulness. 

"  No,"  promptly.  "  I  still  have  my  doIL 
It  is  put  away  carefully  in  a  drawer  at 
home.    And  do  you  know " 

She  checked  herself  abruptly  as  she 
remembered  her  position  as  instructor  of 
youth,  and  questioned  the  wisdom  of  be- 
traying the  fact  that  she  had  even  taken 
a  look  at  it,  to  see  that  it  was  all  right, 
before  leaving  home. 

"Oh,  I  do  wish  you  had  brought  it 
with  you  4  We  could  have  had  such  lovely 
times  together !  Couldn't  we  send  Washing- 
ton for  it  1    Oh,  yes,  we  will  1 " 

"  He  will  have  to  go  to  the  Land's  End 
nearly  for  it/'  Leila  said,  with  a  laugh. 
"  Who  is  Washiiigton  9 " 

"  He's  our  butler.  Do  you  come  from 
very  far  ? "  in  an  anxious  tone. 

<'  Yes,  from  miles  away,  and  I  couldn't 
tell  you  how  many  miles  there  are  between 
my  doll  and  me  1 "  with  an  odd  note  of 
half-sad,  half-amused  regret.  "  But  I  will 
help  you  look  after  yours.  That  will  be 
better." 

n  Yes— if  you  only  stay,"  with  a  sudden 
sorrowful  doubt.  "  But  you  will  be  going 
away  like  all  the  rest.  Fve  had  hundreds 
of  governesses,  I  think,"  with  melandioly 
weariness. 

Leila  looked  up  quickly. 

'^Oh,  none  of  them  ever  stay  here 
long,"  answering  the  look.  *^  They  mostly 
go  as  soon  as  they  get  here.  None  of  the 
last  stayed  more  than  a  week,"  more  cheer- 
fully, as  if  there  had  been  some  redeeming 
feature  in  the  speediness  of  their  departure, 
<<  Father  and  I  weren't  sorry.  They  were 
all  so  prim  and  ugly.  But  mother  gets  so 
tired  of  always  changing,  and  it's  all  the 
same ;  no  one  ever  stays  long  here,  servants 
or  anything.  We  do  everything  we  can 
to  make  the  governesses  happy,"  with  an 
air  of  dignity.  '^  Mother  had  tike  sitting 
and  bedroom  all  done  up  new  for  the  last 
one,  and  she  only  stayed  three  days.  She 
was  a  German.  We've  tried  Germans, 
and  Italians,  and  Russians,  and  everything. 
But  I  don't  think  they  seem  to  like 
us.   They  all  go,  some  crying,  some  angry, 
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and  one — ^I  heard  her;  Uncle  Hesketh  tried 
to  keep  her  quiet,  bcit  she  woold  Bcream 
80,  that  I  heard  everythbg — and  she 
stamped  her  foot,  and  said  she  would  send 
the  polieemen  and  put  us  all  in  prison, 
and  wanted  to  see  father  and  mother,  but 
Undo  Hesketh  would  not  let  her." 

•(  Why  not  1 "  involuntarily  thinking  of 
that  young  man  with  a  flush  of  her  own 
eheek.  She  trusted  that  any  communication 
she  should  hold  with  the  family  would  not 
have  to  be  carried  out  tlnrough  him. 

<'Ohl  He  always  does  everything. 
Mother  gets  frightened,  and  won't  see 
them,  and  father  is  not  strong  enough. 
He  has  some  illness  that  makes  him  very 
funny  and  bad,  sometimes,"  with  tender 
gravity,  ''He  is  too  bad  sometimes  for 
me  to  see  him,  and  so  Uncle  Hesketh  does 
most  things  like  that.  How  lovely  your 
hair  is.  Miss  Mallet,"  nestling  her  cheek 
with  childish  admiration  against  the 
pretty  head  of  her  new  governess,  <'  only 
you  don't  do  it  nicely." 

That  young  lady  sat  for  a  second, 
dismayed.  The  child's  arms  suddenly 
slipped  round  her  neck. 

"Don't  go  away  like  the  others/'  she 
pleaded.  "  It  is  so  dull  here  sometimes. 
I  have  no  little  boys  or  girls  to  play  with, 
and  there  are  lots  of  children  about  here. 
I  look  at  them  in  church,  and  do  so  wish 
they  would  come  and  have  tea  with  me ; 
but  they  never  do,  and  I  don't  know  any 
of  them.  Sometimes  I  go  to  have  tea  with 
Mrs.  Lucas  at  the  Vicarage,  but  not  often, 
and  she  hasn't  any  children  of  her  own,  and 
she  doesn't  ask  me  when  she  has  a  party." 

LeOa's  arm  slipped  with  a  sudden  piti- 
fiilnesB  round  the  child's  waist,  but  the 
gravity  in  her  eyes  deepened. 

"  It  won't  be  so  dull  now  you  are  here," 
and  the  chOd  nestled  closer  into  the  caress- 
ing embrace.  "You  look  so  different  to 
all  the  other  horrid  prim  things  we've  had 
lately.  And  you'll  stay ;  oh,  you'll  have 
to  1  Just  look  at  the  snow  1 "  And  she 
sprang  off  the  arm  of  the  chair  and  ran  to 
the  window  to  look  out. 

Leila  rose,  too,  and  followed  her.  Before 
her  stretched  a  scene  of  the  most  complete 
winter  desolation.  Thje  house,  enclosed  in 
extensive  grounds,  stood  on  the  side  of 
one  of  those  bare,  bleak  hills  of  Derbyshire 
which  alternate  in  such  stem  contrast  with 
its  lovely  valleys.  The  grounds  were 
fairly  well  wooded,  considering  the  exposed 
situation,  the  thick  belt  of  old  firs  enclosing 
them  helping  to  shield  the  less  sturdy 
trees  from  the  full  force  of  the  wind  as 


it  swept  round  the  hillside.  From  the 
school-room  window  not  another  house 
could  be  seen.  The  snow,  which  had  been 
falling  all  night,  had  increased  as  the  wind 
lulled  towards  the  morning,  and  wais  now 
falling  in  a  thick  sheet  of  whirling  enow- 
flakes  from  the  leaden  sky  overhead.  As 
far  as  the  eye  could  reach  there  was  one 
unbroken  sweep  of  snow.  Bleak  hUls, 
trees,  garden  paths,  and  distant  country 
roads,  lay  white  beneath  it;  while  here 
and  there,  where  the  wind  had  raged  in 
unchecked  fury,  the  snow  had  been  driven 
into  wreaths  and  drifts,deep  enough  to  make 
passage  not  only  difficult  but  dangerous. 

"Uncle  Hesketh  says  it  will  probably 
snow  for  the  next  two  days,  and  if  it  does, 
we  shan't  get  out  for  a  week.  You  don't 
know  what  it  is  like  here  in  the  winter, 
Miss  MaUet.  Do  look  1  Isn't  it  lovely 
when  the  wind  swoops  down  like  that 
and  sends  the  snowflakes  whirling  up  in 
the  air  again  1  I  always  think  they  must 
be  haviog  such  fun.  And  I  do  so  want  to 
go  out  and  join  thdm ! "  pressing  her  face, 
with  a  strange,  eager  passion  in  her  eyes, 
closer  to  the  window-pane.  "And  they 
won't  let  me.  It's  horrid  I  I  don't  wonder 
that  the  Grey  Boy  always  comes— -«" 

She  stopped,  growing  red  and  confused, 
glancing  with  a  queer,  anxious  look  into 
LeUa's  face. 

The  child's  manner,  perhaps,  made  the 
allusion  more  noticeable. 

"  Who  is  the  Grey  Boy  f "  she  asked. 

Dolores  brushed  away  the  mist  her  warm 
breath  had  left  on  the  window. 

"They  said  I  wasn't  to  tell  you  about 
him,"  she  said,  with  a  touch  of  suUdness, 
after  a  pause.  "But  I  don't  see  that  it 
matters.  If  we  don't  tell  them  they  find 
it  out  I  believe  it  is  that  that  frightens 
them  and  sends  them  away.  He's  a  ghost 
that  haunts  this  house.  I  feel  a  little 
frightened  myself  sometimes,"  drawing 
closer  to  Leila,  "though  he  won't  hurt 
me.  For  I  met  him  once  down  there."  She 
pointed  through  the  window,  down  to  a 
thick  shrubbery  that  skirted  one  side  of  a 
small  lawn,  which  with  only  a  bed  between 
reached  almost  to  the  walls  of  the  house. 
"  There  is  a  pathway  through  ttie  shrub- 
bery, leading  to  the  bowlmg-green.  It 
was  getting  dark.  It  was  winter-time, 
and  it  had  been  snowing  all  the  afternoon, 
and  I  couldn't  stay  indoors  any  longer. 
Miss  Grove,  that  was  my  governess  then, 
had  gone  to  lie  down  with  a  headache, 
and  I  was  all  alone.  So  I  slipped  out  just 
to  see  the  snow  better,  and  when  I  reached 
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the  path  I  saw  the  Orey  Boy  coming  down 
it,  through  the  snovr ;  and  he  pasted  me 
qoite  elose  in  the  dnsk.  I  could  see  his 
face— it  was  quite  white— and  his  eyes 
frightened  me,  I  couldn't  move.  And 
then  he  put  out  his  hand  and  touched 
minci  uid  it  was  as  white  and  cold  as 
snow ! "  She  passed  one  hand  over  the 
other  as  if  she  could  still  feel  the  icy 
touch.  "And  I  didn't  scream,"  with  a 
half-fearful  pride,  "and  then  he  disap- 
peared, and  he  hadn't  hurt  me  a  bit.  Bat 
mother,  and  father,  and  uncle,  were  so 
angry  that  Miss  Grove  was  sent  away  next 
day  for  letting  me  go  out  in  the  snow." 

"  But  that's  just  what  I  say  1 "  going  on 
again  petulantly.  "They  needn't  be  so 
sUly  and  scared ;  he  didn't  hurt  me.  He 
is  mostly  seen  when  the  snow  is  on  the 
ground.  I  beUeve,"  with  mysterious  awe, 
warming-up  into  complete  forgetfulness  of 
the  bjunction  lidd  on  her,  not  to  mention 
the  subject  to  her  new  govemess,  ^'that 
he  was  walkfaig  last  night.  It  is  just  the 
sort  of  night  that  he  always  comes,  and 
mother  was  bad  yesterday,  aud  isn't  up 
yet.  She  is  always  ill  when  he  is  seen. 
And  father  was  very  bad,  too.  I  heard 
Uncle  Hesketh  and  Wasbdngton  helping 
him  to  bed  ever  so  late  last  night,  and  he 
was  making  such  queer  noises.  But  when 
I  spoke  to  Maria  about  it  this  morning, 
she  was  yery  cross.  She  always  is  when  I 
speak  about  the  Grey  Boy,  and  says  it  is 


all  nonsense.  But  it  isn't  noDsense.  He 
comes,  I  know,  and  that's  partly  why  we 
haye  mostly  black  seryantc— that  and 
because  mother  is  used  to  them.  They 
aren't  frightened  of  him  like  the  silly 
English  ones^  who  are  always  BcreamiDg 
and  thinking  he's  after  them  to  kill  them; 
and  then  they  giye  notice  and  go.  Bat 
mother,  and  father,  and  unde,  too,  are 
yery  angry  if  it  is  talked  about" 

Leila,  feeling,  too,  that  it  was  an  on- 
suitable  subject,  changed  the  conversation. 

She  and  Dolores  spent  the  day  together, 
in  the  suite  of  apartments  set  apart  for 
their  use.  Besides  her  own  two  rooms, 
there  was  the  school-room,  and  also  a 
play-room  for  the  child.  The  passage 
leading  to  it  was  shut  off  from  the  rest  of 
the  left  wing  of  the  house,  in  which  it  was 
situated,  by  a  heayy  swing-door.  She  and 
Dolores  did  no  lessons  that  day,  and  she 
had  several  opportunities  of  diBooveiingthe 
character  of  the  child  she  had  to  teach.  She 
did  not  see  any  of  the  other  members  of 
the  family  till  nearly  dinner-time. 

Dolores,  still  treated  as  an  bvalid,  had, 
after  considerable  opposition  on  her  psrt^ 
been  taken  off  by  Maria,  who  was  her 
special  attendant,  to  her  bedroom,  whicb 
opened  off  that  of  her  mother'^  in  tbe 
centre  of  the  house. 

It  was  about  half-past  seven,  when 
Leila,  sitting  alone  in  her  own  room,  saw 
the  door  open,  and  Mrs.  Anson  enter. 
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AND 

ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Painting  on  Linen. — In  transparent 
painting  on  linen,  seleot  a  fine  and  good 
material,  stretch,  and  lash  on  a  wooden 
frame.  Size  the  linen  with  gilders'  siza 
dilated  in  warm  water,  and  use  warm. 
When  dry,  re-stretoh  and  re-size,  and 
leave  it  to  dry  again,  once  more  stretching 
the  material  Try  the  oil-coloors  npon  it, 
and  if  they  do  not  sink  in,  commence  yoar 
painting.  Bat  if  they  do,  re-size,  let  it 
dry,  and  then  rub  tha  surface  wibh  pumice- 
stone  till  smooth,  and  re-stretch.  The 
design  must  be  traced  with  charooid ;  and 
when  perfect,  go  over  the  outlines  with  a 
quill  pen  dipped  in  Indian  ink.  You 
may  also  stencil  patterns  with  stencil 
plates.  Mix  the  oil-colouri  to  be  used  with 
japanners'  gold-size,  working  them  up  well 
with  a '  palette  knife.  Then  mix  the 
colours  in  separate  saucers,  thinning  some 
of  them  with  turpentine  to  make  them 
lighter  in  tone,  mixing  a  great  variety  of 
colours  before  beginning  to  paint.  Use 
pieces  of  sponge  instead  of  brushes  to 
apply  the  paint  to  the  fine  linen,  and  take 
out  lights  when  the  colours  are  nearly  dry 
with  a  palette  knife.  You  should  use 
hog's-hair  brushes  for  foreground  efi'ects, 
and  produce  depths  of  colour  by  putting 
on  more  and  more  of  it;  and  work  at 
night  with  gas,  or  a  strong  light,  behind 
the  linen;  and  make  all  the  white  tints 
and  high  lights  by  leaving  those  parts  un- 
painted. 

Enquiring  Mind. -The  object  withwUeh 
the  great  pyramids  of  Egypt  were  built  is  a 
much- vexed  question.  Very  many  conjec- 
tures have  been  made,  but  as  yet  no  history 
or  traditions  have  been  handed  down  to  us 
to  clear  up  the  mystery.  The  late  Profes- 
sor Proctor  suggests  that  they  were  erected 
by  di£fdrent  kings  for  the  purpose  of  astro- 
nomical observations,  and  this  more  espe- 
cially with  a  view  to  predictions  having 
personal  reference  to  their  future  life,  and 
to  discover  those  epochs  that  might  appear 
dangerous  or  propitious  to  their  reigns. 
In  fact,  the  science  of  astrology  is  the  key- 
note, as  it  were,  to  the  theory  he  pro- 
pounded. How  the  enormous  blocks  of 
stone  were  raised  one  above  another  is 
likewise  an  unsolved  mystery.  Experts 
say  that  with  all  our  modern  appliances 
and  experience  to  aid  us  we  could  not  now 
build  the  Great  Pyramid  at  a  less  cost  than 
thirty  millions  of  money. 


A  Prudent  Servant. — A  young  Aus- 
trian count, imprudently  fond  of  the  gaming 
table,  by  a  run  of  luck  at  Baden  found 
himself  a  winner  of  thirty  thousand  florins, 
carried  the  money  away  with  him,  and  de- 
posited it  carefully  in  his  desk,  fully  intend- 
ing to  recommence  operations  next  morning 
with  renewed  vigour.  To  his  unspeakable 
dismay,  however,  the  precious  roll  of  notes 
had  in  the  course  of  the  night  unaccount- 
ably disappeared,  and  with  it  his  servant, 
an  old  retainer  of  the  family,  of  whose 
honesty  he  had  hitherto  never  entertained 
the  slightest  doubt.  Ten  days  later,  while 
still  bewailing  his  loss,  the  absentee  quietly 
entered  the  room  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened, and  handed  a  folded  paper  to  his 
master.  '*  Where  have  you  been  t"  angrily 
exclaimed  the  young  man.  "  To  Vienna," 
coolly  replied  Fritz.  '*And  my  thirty 
thousand  florins,  where  are  they  t ''  *'Per- 
fectly  safe.  I  felt  sure  you  would  lose 
them  again,  so  I  took  them  to  your 
banker's,  and  the  paper  you  have  in  your 
hand  is  his  receipt  for  the  money." 

Yorkshire  Tea  Cake.— Oream  half  an 
ounce  of  German  yeast  with  a  teaspoonful 
of  castor  sugar ;  melt  an  ounce  of  dripping 
in  a  saucepan,  and  pour  a  teacupf  ul  of  milk 
on  it,  make  it  lukewarm,  then  add  it  to 
the  yeast  and  sugar.  Place  three-quarters 
of  a  pound  of  flour  In  a  basin  and  strain 
the  liquid  on  to  it,  add  one  well-beaten 
egg,  and  mix  all  thoroughly.  Turn  the 
dough  on  to  a  floured  board,  knead  it,  and 
cut  it  into  round  cakes  with  the  top  of  a 
cake  tin,  grease  the  tins  and  put  the  cakes  in 
them,  stand  them  near  the  fire  for  an  hour 
till  they  have  risen,  then  bake  them  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour.  These  cakes  must  be 
idlowed  to  cool,  they  can  then  be  toasted, 
buttered,  and  served  hot  in  a  muffineer. 

Maud. — ^You  do  not  say  what  amount 
you  are  prepared  to  spend  on  the  furnish- 
ing of  your  drawing-room.  With  wood- 
work of  pitch  pine  I  should  have  a  floral 
paper,  and  panel  the  doors  with  Japanese 
paper  in  cream  and  gold.  Carpet  with  drab 
ground  and  various  colours  blended  in  con- 
ventional design ;  curtains,  either  tapestry 
or  chenille;  couch,  two  easy-chairs,  and 
three  or  four  others  covered  in  tapestry ;  a 
draped  wicker  one ;  bookshelves  in  bamboo 
to  go  over  the  cupboard ;  stand  for  music, 
also  in  Japanese  bamboo;  small  table  with 
flaps ;  octagon  ditto ;  stand  for  ornaments 
to  fix  in  corner  of  the  room,  and  cabinet, 
both  in  the  same  style  of  furniture.  It  is 
by  no  means  expensive,  and  looks  exceed- 
ingly nice  and  bright. 
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Vital  Mechanism.  —  It  has  been  m- 
aamed  by  those  competent  to  form  an 
opinion  that  there  are  twenty-five  thonBand 
muscles  in  a  silkworm.  There  are  eight 
thousand  in  the  trunk  of  an  elephant,  and 
in  most  of  the  serpents  perhaps  more  than 
a  million.  Through  the  instrumentality  of 
those  organs  the  flexibility  of  the  boa- 
constrictor  depends.  By  an  act  of  will — 
that  is,  instantly  charging  the  muscles  with 
an  exi'ira  force — the  great  python  of  Africa 
crushes  a  living  lion  into  a  shapeless  mass 
for  swallowing.  Every  bone  is  ground 
into  fragments,  so  that  no  opposing  ob- 
stacles, in  the  form  of  splinters,  or  project- 
ing points,  cin  injare  the  throat  on  the 
way  to  the  snake's  immensely  large  elastic 
stomach.  Neither  art  nor  science  has  yet 
discovered  a  method  f  jr  generating  such 
power  by,  apparently,  such  a  simple  device. 

Abmiston. — The  sobriquet  of  theDakeof 
Wellington  was  applied  to  him  without  any 
reference  to  his  character  and  firmness  of 
purpose^  although  the  latter  was  a  lead- 
ing characteristic  of  his.  It  originated  in 
the  naming  of  an  iron  steamboat  after  him, 
which  plied  between  Liverpool  and  Dublin, 
and  was  called  "The  Duke  of  WellingtoD,'' 
and  distinguished  from  him  as  '*  The  Iron 
Dake."  Subaequently  the  name  was  applied, 
in  a  jocular  way,  to  the  Duke  himself. 
The  origin  of  the  name  "Dragoon"  is 
traced  to  the  fact  that  the  oldest  regiment 
of  them  (the  ''Soots  Greys,"  raised  1681) 
were  called  after  a  short  musket  which  they 
carried,  decorated  with  the  head  of  a 
dragon  on  the  muzzle,  out  of  the  mouth  of 
which  the  fire  spouted,  as  it  was  supposed 
to  do  out  of  that  of  the  monster  so  named. 

Chef  — ^To  prepare'^he  mutton  cutlets  in 
the  way  you  mention,  garlic  must  be  used  ; 
c'aop  three  or  four  cloves  of  garlic  very  fine, 
with  a  little  parsley,  mix  with  breadcrumbs 
seasoned  with  salt  and  pepper.  Cut  some 
rather  large  slices  from  a  leg  of  mutton, 
and  shape  them  like  small  cutlets,  then  fix 
a  small  piece  of  macaroni  at  each  end  to 
form  the  bone  (when  the  cutlets  are  finished 
a  small  frill  of  paper  would  go  round  each 
stick)  Dip  each  cutlet  in  melted  butter, 
then  cover  it  with  breadcrumbs,  etc.  When 
that  is  done  fry  them  in  butterin  a  saut^  pan, 
then  dish  them  and  put  them  aside.  Pour 
a  large  breakfast-cupfal  of  broth  into  the 
saut^  pan  with  the  gravy,  and  let  it  warm 
up,  then  strain  it  through  a  sieve,  pouring 
back  the  clear  gravy  into  the  saut^  pan; 
put  the  cutiets  back  into  this  gravy,  add  to 
It  a  little  sugar,  salt,  and  pepper.  Let  this 
simmer  slowly  for  a  few  minutes. 


To  Kate. — Tes,  I  have  a  prescription 
for  almond  paste,  but  I  do  not  often  gi?e 
it,  for  I  find  people  do  not  care  for  the 
trouble  of  making  it.  I  advise  your  doing 
so,  for  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of 
kaowlng  that  you  have  a  pure  and  safe 
preparation  for  the  skin.  Pound  a  quarter 
of  a  pound  of  sweet  almonds  in  a  mortar, 
adding  gradually  the  white  of  an  egg  to 
moisten  them.  When  the  almonds  are 
reduced  to  a  pulp,  add  sufficient  rose  water 
and  rectified  spirit  in  equal  proportions  to 
make  a  paste.  Press  this  into  covered 
pots,  and  paste  paper  over  so  that  the  air 
cannot  get  to  it,  until  required  for  usa 

Scotch  Collops  and  mince  are  two  very 
different  things,  the  former  being  decidedly 
aaperior  in  every  way.  For  it  yon  require 
about  one  pound  of  lean  steak  free  from 
fekln  and  fat.  Mince  it  carefully.  D/edge 
a  little  flour  over  it,  and  season  with  pepper 
and  salt  Melt  about  an  ounce  of  batter 
or  dripping  in  a  saucepan.  Then.add  the 
mince,  stirring  it  constantly  for  about  ten 
minutes.  Then  pour  over  it  aboatagiU 
or  rather  less  of  boiling  stock,  stir  it  well, 
and,  if  necessary,  dredge  in  a  little  more 
flour.  Fry  some  three-cornered  pieces  or 
bread,  arrange  them  round  the  disbiaDd 
pour  the  collops  into  the  centre.  Si^tter 
a  little  chopped  parsley  over,  and  serve. 

Dried  Vegetables.— With  theapproach 
of  winter  our  supply  of  fresh  vegetables 
begins  to  diminish  very  perceptibly.  '^^^ 
obliges  us  to  use  the  various  dried  vege- 
tables which  are  sold.  Among  the  most 
useful  are  peas,  beans,  and  lentils.  These 
are  very  nourishing,  and  contain  more 
nitrogenous  matter  than  any  other  kiod 
of  vegetable.  All  dried  vegetables  should 
be  soaked  in  cold  water  for  some  hoars 
before  boiling,  and  they  also  reqaire  long 
cooking  to  make  them  soft  and  digestible. 
These  three,  peas,  beans,  and  lentils,  take 
the  place  of  meat  to  vegetarians;  they  are 
nourishing,  and  make  bone  and  naasde. 

London  Toffee  —  Place  in  a  china- 
lined  saucepan  half  a  pound  of  ^^^*J^ 
a  pound  of  Demerara  sugar,  and  war 
ounces  of  butter,  which  should  be  hrom 
into  small  pieces.  Place  the  aaocepan  J» 
a  clear  fire,  and  stir  slowly,  till  aU  tw 
ingredients  are  well  mixed.  Ato  ^""j 
boil  slowly  for  half  an  hour,  but  do  nw 
stir  often,  or  the  sugar  will  granulate,  ana 
your  chance  of  making  toflfee  sriil  be  gon 
The  juice  of  half  a  lemon  is  a  nice  flavour- 
ing. When  nearly  done,  test  the  toflae  oy 
dropping  a  little  into  cold  water,  and  « 
crisps  pour  into  a  buttered  tin. 
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Extraordinary  Success  in  the  Treat- 
ment OF  Obesity. — '*  Oar  corpulent  readers 
will  be  glad  Co  learn  hovr  to  positively  lose 
two  stone  in  about  a  montb  with  the 
greatest  possible  benefit  to  health,  strength, 
and  muscle,  by  a  comparatively  new  system. 
It  is  a  singular  paradox  that  the  patient, 
returning  quickly  to  a  healthy  stage,  with 
increased  activity  of  brain,  digestive,  and 
other  organs,  naturally  requires  more  food 
than  hitberto ;  yet,  notwithstanding  this, 
he  absolutely  loses  in  weight  1  to  2  lb. 
daily,  as  the  weighing-machine  will  prove. 
Thus  there  is  no  suggestion  of  starvation. 
It  is  an  absolute  success,  and  the  author, 
who  has  devoted  years  of  study  to  the 
subject,  absolutely  guarantees  a  noticeable 
reduction  within  twenty-four  hours  of  com- 
mencing the  treatijient.  This  is  different 
with  other  diseases,  for  the  patient,  in  some 
cases,  may  go  for  weeks  without  being  able 
to  test  whether  the  physician  has  rightly 
treated  him,  and  may  have  derived  no  real 
or  apparent  improvement  in  health.  Here, 
we  repeat,  the  author  guarantees  it  in  twenty- 
four  hours,  the  scale  to  be  the  unerring  j  adge. 
The  treatment  aims  at  the  actual  root  of 
the  disease,  so  that  superflaous  fat  does 
not  return  when  discontinuing  the  treat- 
ment It  is  perfectly  harmless.  We  advise 
our  readers  to  call  the  attention  of  stout 
friends  to  this,  because,  sincerely,  we  think 
they  ought  to  know.  For  their  information 
we  may  say  that,  on  sending  cost  of  postage 
(sixpence)  a  reprint  of  Press  notices  from 
some  hundreds  of  medical  and  ottier  jour- 
nals— British  and  foreign — and  other  inte- 
resting particulars,  including  the  *  recipe,' 
can  be  had  from  a  Mr.  F.  C.  Kussell, 
Woburn  House,  Store  Street,  Bedford 
Square,  London,  W.C."— "Belfast  News 
Letter." 

A  Positive  Cure  for  Corpulence. — 
"Any  remedy  that  can  be  suggested  as  a 
cure  or  alleviation  for  stoutness  will  be 
heartily  welcomed.  We  have  recently  re- 
ceived a  well- written  book,  the  author  of 
which  seems  to  know  what  he  is  talking 
about.  It  is  entitled  'Corpulency,  and  the 
Cure,'  and  is  a  cheap  issue  (only  sixpence), 
published  by  Mr.  F.  Busaell,  of  Woburn 
House,  Score  Sc.,  Bedford  Square,  London. 
Oar  space  will  not  do  jastice  to  this  book  : 
send  for  it  yourself.  It  appears  that  Mr. 
Bosseli  has  submitted  all  kinds  of  proofs 
to  the  Eoglish  press.  The  editor  of  the 
I  Tablet,'  the  Catholic  organ,  writes  :  *  Mr. 
Bissell  does  not  give  us  the  slightest  loop- 
hole for  a  doubt  as  to  the  valae  of  his 
cure  j  for  in  the  most  straightforward  and 


matter-of-fact  manner  he  submitted  some 
hundreds  of  original  and  unsolicited  testi- 
monial letters  for  our  perusal,  and  offered 
us  plenty  more,  if  required.  To  assist  him 
to  make  this  remedy  known,  we  think  we 
cannot  do  better  than  publish  quotations 
from  some  of  the  letters  submitted.  The 
first    one,    a    Marchioness,    writes    from 

Madrid :  *My  son.  Count ,  has  reduced 

his  weight  in  twenty-two  days  16  kilos. — 
Le.,  34  lb.'  Another  writes  :  'So  far  (six 
weeks  from  commencement  of  following 
your  system)  I  have  lost  f  'lly  two  stone  in 
weight.'  Tue  next  («  lady)  writes :  '  I  am 
just  half  the  size.'  A  fourth :  *  I  find  it  is 
successful  in  my  case.  I  have  lost  8  lb.  in 
weight  since  I  commenced  (owo  weeks).' 
Another  writes :  'A  reduction  of  18  lb.  in 
a  month  is  a  great  success.'  A  lady  from 
Bournemouth  writes:  *I  feel  much  better, 
have  less  difficulty  in  breathing,  and  can 
walk  about.'  Again  a  lady  says:  'It  re- 
duced me  considerably,  not  only  in  the 
body,  but  all  over.'  The  author  is  very 
positive.  He  says  :  '  Step  on  a  weighing- 
machine  on  Monday  morning  and  again  on 
Tuesday,  and  I  can  guarantee  that  you 
have  lost  2  lb.  in  weight  without  the 
slightest  harm,  and  vast  improvement  in 
health  through  ridding  the  system  of  un- 
healthy accumolations.' " — "Cork  Herald," 
27i«h  August,  1892. 

Good  News  for  Stout  People. — It 
does  not  follow  that  a  person  need  to 
be  the  size  of  Sir  John  Falstaff  to  show 
that  he  is  unhealthily  fat.  According  to  a 
person's  height  so  should  his  weight 
correspond,  and  this  standard  has  been 
prepared  by  Mr.  F.  C.  Kassell,  of  Woburn 
House,  Store  St.,  Bddford  Square,  London, 
W.C,  so  that  any  one  can  see  at  a  glance 
whether  or  no  he  is  too  stout.  People 
in  the  past  have  been  wont  to  regard 
fatness  as  constitutional,  and  something 
to  be  laughed  at  rather  than  to  be  pre- 
scribed for  seriously ;  but  this  is  evidently 
an  error,  as  persons  whose  mode  of  life 
has  caused  a  certain  excess  of  fiesh  require 
treating  for  the  cause  of  that  excess,  not 
by  merely  stopping  farther  increase,  but 
by  removing  the  cause  itself.  It  is 
marvellous  how  this  ''  Pasteur "  and 
'*  Koch"  of  English  discoverers  can  actually 
reduce  as  much  as  14  lb.  in  ieven  days 
with  a  simple  herbal  remedy.  His  book 
only  costs  sixpence,  and  he  is  quite 
willing  to  afford  all  information  to  those 
sending  as  above.  It  is  really  well  worth 
reading."  —  "  Forget-Me-Not,"  November 
196h,  1892. 


ALL  THE  YEAR  BOUND. 


Marking  Linen. — The  daughter  of  the 
late  John  Bond  ia  jastly  eelebrated  for  the 
marking  ink  which  ia  manafactored  in  her 
name.  It  is  most  esaential  to  get  a  good 
and  well-known  ink  for  marking  linen, 
or  probably  all  the  trouble  taken  will 
be  wasted,  under  the  rigid  course  of  wash- 
ing adopted  by  laundresses.  By  sending 
for  a  bottle  of  this  ink  yon  will  be  com- 
pensated in  two  ways :  Firstly,  by  getting 
the  correct  thing;  and  secondly,  by  a 
coupon  which  entitles  the  purchaser  to 
their  monogram  or  name  rubber  stamp. 
These  stamps  will  last  a  lifetime,  and  are  a 
marvel  of  cheapness  and  durability.  The 
trade  mark  of  this  ink  is  **  Crystal  Palace,*' 
so  do  not  gfit  any  other. 

Town  House.— John  Noble  is  sending 
out  a  very  large  assortment  of  patterns  of 
new  season's  goods.  You  could  not  pos- 
sibly choose  so  well  at  a  shop  as  from 
these  patterns.  The  serges  are  really  beau- 
tiful, and  certain  to  wear  well  It  appears 
almost  incredible,  yet  it  is  perfectly  true, 
that  you  can  buy  a  lady's  serge  costume 
for  ten  shillings  and  sixpence,  made  from 
the  John  Noble  cheviot  serge,  trimmed 
black  russia  braid,  and  ready  for  immediate 
wear.  They  are  a  marvel  of  cheapness  and 
excellence.  Patterns  on  application  free  of 
charge  will  be  sent  by  return  of  post  by 
John  Noble,  11,  Piccadilly,  Manchester. 

Housekeeper. — ^Unfermented  bread  is 
made  with  Borwick's  baking  powder, 
and  is  not  only  perfectly  wholesome, 
but  by  many  persons  found  to  be  more 
digestible  than  fermented  bread.  The  great 
secret  of  success  in  making  unfermented 
bread  lies  in  the  expeditious  mixing  of  the 
flour  with  the  liquid,  and  in  putting  it  into 
the  oven  the  moment  this  is  done.  An  impor- 
tant point  is  the  thorough  incorporation  of 
the  baking  powder  with  the  flour,  as  if  this 
is  not  done  little  yellow  spots  appear  in 
the  bread,  frequently  giving  rise  to  need- 
less apprehension  of  some  unwholesome 
ingredients.  Care  should  be  taken  to 
ascertain  that  the  oven  is  at  a  proper  heat 
before  mixing  the  bread ;  the  baking  sheet 
should  be  floured  and  ready  to  hand,  and 
not  an  instant  lost  in  putting  the  loaves 
into  the  oven.  Only  a  small  quantity  of 
this  bread  should  be  mixed  at  one  time. 
Two  pounds  are  enough  for  one  operation, 
and  should  be  divided  into  three  or  four 
loaves.  Half  an  hour  will  bake  them.  Two 
teaspoon  fuls  of  Bor  wick's  baking  powder  and 
half  a  pint  of  water  are  the  proportions  for  a 
pound  of  flour  of  the  finest  quality;  a  little 
less  liquid  is  required  for  second  qualities. 


Lameness. — It  is  now  possible  for  those 
persons  who  are  afllicted  with  a  shortened 
limb  to  do  away  with  the  conventional 
cork  boot  or  the  unsightly  iron  attachment, 
and  pi>sseB8  an  extension  which  will  enable 
them  to  stand  erect^  wear  ordinary  shoes 
or  slippers,  and  present  the  appearance  of 
having  two  pexfect  feet.  The  inventor  is 
Mr.  O'Connor,  whose  right  leg  is  six  inches 
shorter  than  the  left,  and  who  has  8U& 
ceeded  in  producing  an  extension  which 
removes  all  appearance  of  deformity,  and 
enables  the  wearer  to  walk  long  distances 
comfortably  and  naturally.  The  arrange- 
ment is  such  that  the  foot  of  the  short  leg 
fits  comfortably  into  the  appliance,  and  a 
stocking  and  ordinary  shoe  can  be  drawn 
over  it.  The  invention  is  one  which  will 
assuredly  be  considered  a  boon  by  those 
who  need  it.  The  sole  makers  are  ICessrs. 
JJllej  and  Skinner,  275  and  276,  High 
Holborn. 

Mabel. — I  am  sorry  to  hear  such  bad 
news  about  your  baby ;  but  he  is  evidently 
mending  now.    So  you  must  cheer  up.  and 
look  on  the  bright  side.     You  should  get 
a  very  useful  little  book  which  is  issued 
by  Mr.  Alfred  Fennings,  West  Oowes,  Isle 
of  Wight,  called  "  Every  Mother's  Book" 
It  contains  plenty  of  hints  which  yoa  will 
do  well  to  study.     I  like  Baecham's  Tooth 
Paste  b^st ;  it  is  put  up  in  tubes  and  lasts 
a  very  long  time.    Tou  can  get  it  at  any 
chemist's.      Do    you    use    flannel  idghtr 
gowns  for  your  baby  %    If  not,  commence 
them  at  once ;  they  are  so  necessary  for 
restless  children,  who  always  throfr  off  the 
bed-clothes. 

Art  at  Home. — It  is,  as  you  say,  no 
easy  matter  to  select  a  good  style  of  lace 
curtains  at  an  ordinary  shop,  and  we  can 
hardly  guide  your  taste  in  the  matter  with- 
out further  particulars  than  you  have  given. 
We  strongly  advise  you  to  send  to  Samuel 
Peach  and  Sons,  Lister  Gate,  Nottingham, 
for  their  illustrated  price  list  The  des^i 
of  this  firm  are  very  elegant,  and  the  quality 
of  the  lace  curtains,  etc.,  better  for  the  price 
than  can  be  obtained  at  any  London  house. 

Annus  Mirabilis. — Ghireti  would  make 
your  hair  darker.  What  you  want  is  some- 
thing to  make  it  lighter.  Try  washing  it 
with  Scrubb's  Ammonia  in  hot  water  once  a 
week,  and  you  may  then  brush  a  very  little 
peroxide  of  hydrogen  down  the  length  of 
the  hair.  Possibly,  after  the  first  week,  if 
you  do  this  once  a  month  or  once  In  six 
weeks  it  would  be  sufficient.  Salts  of 
tartar  in  the  water  tends  to  make  the  hair 
lighter,  but  dries  it  very  much. 
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been  as  matters  of  course,  now  hurt  hfm. 
The  coarseness  of  many  of  those  who  sur- 
rounded him,  and  with  whom  he  was 
necessarily  brought  into  close  contact, 
grated  upon  him  cruelly.  The  unsavoury 
word,  broad  j  ^st,  or  noisy  oath  seemed  an 
offence  against  her  perfect  purity  and 
exquisite  refinement. 

Ic  was  a  wretched  life  enough  the  man 
led,  conscious  of  his  own  madness  and 
folly,  yet  helpless  to  break  his  fetters; 
nay,  fully  realising  that  those  fetters  were 
closing  upon  him  day  by  day.  He  counted 
the  days,  he  counted  the  hours,  until  the 
one  that  should  bring  him  into  her  pre- 
sence. That  hour  seemed  the  culmination 
of  his  life.  Yet  it  was  agony  to  see  the 
men  of  her  own  rank  paying  her  open 
deference — ^noble  service  of  gentle  courtesy 
— while  he  had  to  stand  by  dumb. 

One  precious  privilege  he  had  that  no 
one  could  take  from  him. 

He  could  listen. 

When  the  birds  sing  in  the  sunshine, 
the  humblest  of  GhI's  creatares  may 
hearken  at  will,  and  take  the  joy  and  the 
rippte  of  the  music  into  their  own 
hearts  to  gladden  them  ;  and  when  Alison 
spoke  or  sang,  no  one  could  hinder  him 
from  drinking  in  the  sweetness  of  tone  or 
tune.  He  knew  that  every  time  his  eyes 
rested  on  her  sweet  face,  the  madness 
within  him  grew;  that  every  time  she 
spoke  a  casual  word  to  him,  her  power 
over  him  increased  a  hundred-fold.  He 
knew  that  if  by  chance  his  hand  touched 
hers,  as  he  moved  the  music  at  her 
bidding,  his  pulses  were  stirred  to  a  tumuU 
of  joy.  He  knew  these  privileges  of  his, 
which  he  shared  with  every  creature  about 
her,  to  be  poor  tbiogs  indeed,  but  yet — as 
he  would  say  to  himself  with  a  passionate 
insistence — his  own.  His  kindness  to 
Drammer  Coghlan  fairly  puzzled  that 
astute  man,  who  straightway  gave  a  glow- 
ing description  of  the  Sergeant  to  'Liza 
and  little  Missy  was  not  behindhand  in 
chattering  to  Alison  and  Elsie  of  bis 
manifold  perfections,  ending  up  by  solemnly 
announcing  that  she  hadn't  made  up  her 
mind  if  she  shouldn't  throw  over  **Mis — ter 
Yerrinder"  and  take  the  *< bee— oo— fitel" 
Sergeant  for  a  sweetheart.  When  it  was 
explained  to  her  that  ladies  didn't  take 
Sergeants  for  sweethearts,  she  evidently 
looked  upon  the  distinction  as  a  narrow 
and  invidious  one,  declaring  her  intention 
of  being  <*  trumphiant "  and  pleasing  her 
own  self  when  she  was  "  big  as  *L'zk' 

The  fact  was,  that  the  S  rgeant,  made 


canning  by  that  astute  schoolmaster.  Love, 
managed  to  hear  somethiog  of  Miss  Drew's 
movements    through    the    open-hearted 
drummer,  and  even  stooped  so  pitifully 
low  as  to  affect  an  unbounded  interest  in 
Shadracb,  Mesbacb,  and  little  Abednego, 
and  to  have  those  worthies  brought  to  his 
bunk  for  exhibition.     So  it  came  about 
that  he  heard  about  little  Patsey,  and  his 
eyes  grew  quite  misty  as  be  thought  of  his 
Lady  going  on  her  mission  of  love  and 
comfort  to  the  suffering  child.     Har  kind- 
ness   to  Norah,   her    interest   in    Harry 
Deacon,  these  things  he  knew,  and  held 
sacred.     Had  he  not  proved  it  ?    Had  he 
not  been  "falsely  true*' — of   *' faith  un- 
faithful" — became   of   themt      He  had 
thought    seriously,    several    times    since 
that  night,  of  Harry  Deacon ;  indeed,  he 
and   the    drummer  had   held  a  sort  of 
council  together  on  the  matter.    To  have 
stayed  out  without  pass  after  post,  be- 
cause of  N>rah  ('I'm  that  way  myself 
with  'Liz  ft,  when  she  gets  off  for  an  hour, 
an'  we're  after  taking  a  turn  by  the  river 
in  the  twilight,"  Goghlan  had  put  in  at 
this  stage  of  the  said  council)  that  was  a 
mere  nothing ;  to  get  a  trifle  too  much  on 
the  spree,  bad,  truly,  but  still  what  many 
a  good  soldier  falls  into  now  and  again. 
A  pity,  since  no  good-conduct  badge  can 
be  won  that  way,  and  the  record  sheet 
cannot  be  as  clean  as  might  be  wished, 
but  after  all,  not  an  unpardonable  sin, 
looked  at  from  a  soldier's  point  of  view. 

But  the  possibility 

G  jgblan  winced  as  if  some  one  had  stuck 
a  pin  into  him,  even  in  only  suggesting  it, 
and  the  Colour-Sergeant  looked  grave. 

"  I  don't  think  the  Colonel  could  stomach 
such  a  notion,  anyway,"  said  Goghlan. 
"He'd  be  after  losing  his  sinses  at  the 
mere  mintlon  of  it ;  for  though  they  do  call 
him  the  soldier's  friend,  he  can  ba  stiff 
enough  when  needs  be — as  the  lot  of  us 
knows  weH — an'  I'm  after  thinkin',  Ser- 
geant, M  the  Adjitant  suspects  Harry,  an' 
sets  a  little  he-divel  by  the  name  o'  Tim,  a 
flictin'  shadder  of  an  unbaptised  spalpeen 
as  lives  up  the  valley  way,  to  spoy  on  him 
besoides.  Not  a  worred  o'  this  to  ony 
livin'  sowl,  Sergeant,  beyond  you  an'  me. 
I'm  terrified  to  say  the  ghost  of  a  worred, 
even  to  'L'zi,  for  if  mischief  came  to  Harry 
Deacon,  Norah  would  break  her  blessed 
heart,  an'  Miss  Alison—the  saints  make 
her  bed  in  her  sickness  when  her  own 
time  comes ! — she's  that  pitiful  and  tinder- 
hearted,  she'd  cry  her  sweet  eyes  out  to 
keep  her  company." 
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it  is  all  gone  he  goes  back  to  the  woik- 
honsa  again.  It  is  quite  posdble,  indeed, 
that  the  master  thief  himself  and  many  of 
his  apprentices  may  be  among  the  crowd, 
not  on  predatory  bosineu  bent,  but  a  little 
anxious  as  to  the  security  of  their  own 
particular  dividends. 

For  the  British  funds  are  the  only  kind 
of  security  in  the  dyilised  world  to  which 
a  man's  or  woman's  face  is  the  only  title- 
deed.  A  man  may  possess  Consoli — the 
name  will  survive  in  literature  although 
on  the  Stock  Exchange  it  may  become 
obsolete  —  to  any  amount  without  the 
existence  of  a  scrap  of  paper  or  a  line  of 
writing  to  betray  the  fact.  And  all  this 
throng  of  people,  who  flock  in  all  day 
long,  are  regarded  by  tibe  Bank  as  so  many 
accounts,  with  balances  due  to  be  paid  on 
demand. 

Bat  now  you  find  yourself  in  a  hand- 
some room  or  hall  that  reminds  one  of  the 
old  Irish  Commons  House,  now  the  Back 
of  Ireland,  for  it  is  a  lofty  rotunda  with  a 
circular  counter  in  the  middle,  with  ever 
so  many  glazed  pens  for  the  paying  clerks, 
all  of  whom  are  busy  enough  weighing 
gold  or  counting  over  note^,  or  clashing 
bags  of  silver  on  the  poliahed  aurface.  lb 
b  a  ailent  scene,  too,  and  the  stillness  is 
only  broken  by  the  jingle  of  coin  and  the 
ring  of  copper  shovels  and  scales.  It  was 
quite  otherwise  once  upon  a  time  in  this 
rotunda,  which  was  formerly  a  place  of 
meeting  for  brc  kers  and  others,  a  kind  of 
succnrsal  to  the  Stock  Exchange,  where 
much  of  the  business  in  Government 
securities  was  conducted.  When  the 
stockbrokers  were. at  last  shut  out  in  order 
to  extend  the  business  part  of  the  Bank, 
they  resented  the  exclusion  which  was 
carried  out  with  some  brusqueness ;  and  it 
b  bM  that  the  relations  between  the  "  old 
lady"  of  Threadneedle  S.reet  and  the 
Stock  Exchange  have  never  since  been 
marked  by  the  cordiality  that  formerly 
prevailed.       Anyhow,    when     the    then 

Sovemor  of  the  Batk  became  subsequently 
ankrupt,  it  b  said  that  the' announce- 
ment was  greeted  with  three  cheers  on  the 
Stock  Exchange. 

Agovemor  of  the  Bank  is  nomore  exempt 
from  liability  to  fataie  misfortune  than 
any  other  human  creature.  But  for  a 
governor  to  fail  during  his  term  of  office, 
as  did  Mr.  R  M.  Kaikes  in  1834,  was  an 
affafar  which  agitated  the  public  mind  a 
good  deal.  It  was  just  half  a  century 
ago,  and  the  autumn  dividends  were 
coming  due,  and  never  was  seen  such  a 


rush  to  be  paid.  People  fought  and 
scrambled  for  their  places  at  the  desks, 
and  at  the  least  accidental  delay  in  pay- 
ment the  report  went  round  that  the  Buk 
was  going  to  **  bust."  At  that  time,  how- 
ever, there  was  a  good  deal  more  function 
and  trouble  in  paying  dividends  than  now, 
the  whole  process  of  accounts  having  been 
much  simplified  in  18i2  by  a  young 
official,  Mr.  William  Bay  Smee. 

There  u  no  statue  or  bust  of  Mr.  Smee, 
as  far  as  we  know,  in  any  part  of  the  Bank 
of  England,  and  yet  here  in  the  rotunda,  in 
the  midst  of  all  this  order  and  smoothneas 
of  detail,  hb  statue  should  represent  ttie 
presiding  genius  of  the  place. 

In  the  great  room  beyond  the  rc- 
tunda  b  a  sight  that  must  awake  every- 
body's interest  There  on  the  shelves 
above  the  heads  of  the  cfficiab  are  the 
parchment-bound  volumes,  which  form  the 
Golden  Book  of  the  British  nation.  To 
have  your  name  well  inacribed  between 
Uieae  covers  b  to  have  all  the  good  things 
of  life  at  your  dbposal :  wealth  without 
care,  honour  without  effort,  while  at  any 
moment  your  pouessions  may  be  turned 
into  current  coin  by  a  mere  stroke  of  ttie 
pen.  But  in  the  departmental  eye  you  are 
of  equal  importance,  whether  you  hold  stock 
to  the  amount  of  a  pound  or  a  million. 
There  are  accounts,  indeed,  as  small  as 
a  penny,  while  the  highest  individual 
score  amounted  some  time  ago  to  five  and 
tbree-quarter  millions.  As  to  the  number 
of  accounts,  which  means  the  number  of 
dividend  drawers,  they  were  estimated  in 
1842  at  half  a  miUion,  but  the  number  has 
probably  decreased  very  much  since  then, 
and  at  the  date  of  the  conversion  (effected 
by  Mr.  Goschen  a  few  years  ago,  the  three 
principal  stocks  ahowed  only  about  a  hun- 
dred and  seventy  thousand  accounts. 

In  these  parchment-covered  volumes  ibe 
Smiths,  as  might  be  expected,  hold  the 
place  of  honour.  In  the  year  of  the 
conversion  there  were  nearly  five  thousand 
five  hundred  Smiths  in  the  books,  over 
five  hundred  of  whom  bore  the  name  of 
John.  The  Browns  were  nearly  half  as 
numerous,  and  the  Joneses  ran  ttiem  dose 
— of  a  frogal  race  is  Shenkio — and  these 
three  only  are  placed,  other  surnames  being 
hopelessly  distanced.  As  to  how  the  army 
of  dividend  drawers  are  identified,  that  b 
the  secret  of  the  Bank,  but  it  b  very  rarely 
that  personation  is  attempted,  and  still 
more  rarely  with  succeM.  The  few  success- 
ful frauds  that  have  come  to  light  have, 
for    the  most   part,  been  suggested  by 


"the  story  of  our  lives  from  year  rro  year." 


COUDXrOTED  BT 

CHARLES     DICKENS. 


No.  258.— Third  Skeies.    SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  9,  1893.    Priob  Twopence. 


THROUGH   THE   RANKS. 

By  MBS.  LEITH-ADAMS. 
(ME8.  B.  8.  DB  COTTaCT  LAFPAN.) 

"Bonnii  Salt,"  "  Tlu  Feglon  lOmlaet,"  elc,  ilc. 


CHAPTER  XV.      AT  LOVKS  CLEAR  CALL. 

People  vent  sbout  uylng  it  was  a 
giftnd  aatnmn,  for  the  bright,  tanny  dayi 
contlDaei),  and  the  yelloir  leavefl,  flickering 
M  they  fell,  looked  like  fltghti  of  golden 
bntterflies,  things  too  pretty  and  airy  to 
be  aMoofated  in  men's  thoughts  with  death 
and  deeay.  Even  the  birds  that  had  been 
silent  all  throngb  the  snmnier  heat,  began 
to  ask  one  another,  in  Uttle  loir,  qneation- 
ing  Dotea,  If  there  might  not  be  some  mic- 
take,  and  a  new  sort  of  sptingtime  were 
not  Tioittng  the  earth,  making  all  things 
new.  But  there  are  times  and  seaaone  in 
the  ItTee  of  men  when  the  radiance  of  the 
son  and  the  beanty  of  the  world  seem  as 
jarring  notes,  and  an  added  burden  to 
that  which  presses  already  too  heaTily 
npoQ  shtinklng  thonlderp. 

Nothing  Qoold  be  more  beaatiful  than 
the  woods  that  •nriroanded  the  Wish- 
ing Well ;  the  little  hoase  which  toraed 
its  side  -  face  to  the  road  was  resplen- 
dent, for  the  stoneerop  on  its  thatch 
was  bright  with  Sowera,  and  a  Yirginia 
creeper,  now  one  crimson  glory,  dnng  to 
the  brown  wall  and  festmrned  the  low 
gable  like  a  banner. 

The  pigeons  In  thdr  aerial  homes  coo- 
rooed  mightily ;  were  rettleas,  too,  for  no 
one  came  oat  to  them  with  deftly  held 
apron,  or  called  to  Uiem  In  a  voice  as  soft 
uid  mellow  as  their  own.  There  was  no 
one  to  be  seen  in  all  the  snoshine- flooded 
garden,  except  that  ridiooloas  Phelim,  and 


he  was  evidently  suffering  from  mental 
depression,  for  he  lay  all  along  nnder  the 
shadow  of  the  hedge,  bis  nose  upon  his 
paws,  and  his  ears  hanging  flaccid  like  the 
empty  sails  of  a  wherry,  of  which  his  tall 
might  have  been  the  bowsprit. 

The  pretty  birds  flew  hither  and  thither, 
as  if  seeking  something  they  had  lost, 
Now  and  agiun  one,  bolder  than  its  fellows, 
wonld  light  apon  the  moss-grown  window- 
sill,  pecking  at  the  tiny  diamond  panes 
with  its  soft  bill,  yet  all  unheeded.  Within 
was  a  woman  whose  heart  was  riven, 
whose  eyes  were  dim  with  sorrow. 

No  one  oonld  stand  between  Norah 
and  that  fearful  bad  of  grief.  When  the 
people  saw  her  kneeling  in  the  little 
chapel  where  the  red  light  ever  burned 
before  the  altar ;  when  they  saw  her  bead 
bowed  upon  the  clasped  hands  from  which 
hung  the  beads  and  cross;  when  they  saw 
her  shake  as  the  yoong  sapling  shakes 
-when  the  wind  of  heaven  blowe  upon  it, 
and  saw  the  big  tears  falling  on  the  floor, 
then  tbey  crossed  themieives  with  frenzied 
Tehemence,  and  moaned  and  prayed  aload 
after  the  manner  of  their  kind ;  bnb  from 
Norah'd  white  lips  came  no  sound.  Thay 
wonld  stand  aside  .in  the  road,  these 
simple  people,  to  let  her  pass,  muttering  : 
"  Ah  now,  the  craythor !  See  now  the 
looks  av  her  1"  then  csU  npon  their  many 
.  saints;  bat  they  all  recognised,  with  the 
I  keen  intnitireness  of  their  race,  that  she 
stood  apart — that  no  comfort  conld  avail 
,  her.  She  Was  sured  in  their  eyes,  for 
her  gentle  ways  had  won  them  long  ago ; 
'  sod  she  was  their  pride  and  joy  once, 
I  Uiongh  now  the  hb  head  was  brought 
so  low ;  and  they  loved  the  Eugliih  lady 
I  who  oame  to  aee  her,  discouraing  amoog 
themselves  of  the  wonder  and  mystery  that 
a  heretic  shonld  be  so  tender  and  so  good. 
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It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  Alison's  sympathy 
was  the  one  thing  Norah  clang  to. 

Look  at  her — the  poor  ehild  1  with  her 
eyes  heavy  with  nights  of  weeping,  and 
fall  of  a  terrible  fear — wide,  strained, 
like  those  of  a  child  who  has  seen  some 
terrible  thing,  and  in  fancy  sees  it  again 
and  again.  See  with  what  a  convnlaive 
twitching  her  hand  clings  to  Alison's ;  see 
how  the  strained  eyes  search  her  face  as 
if  for  some  sign  of  hope  or  consolation  1 
Heaven  knows  poor  Alison  stands  as  sorely 
in  need  of  comfort  herself;  yet,  in  the 
midst  of  her  own  pain,  she  is  able  to  give 
oat  comfort  and  sastaining  power  to  that 
sad  one  beside  her.  The  discipline  of 
sorrow  has  already  tanght  her  that  highest 
of  all  lessons.  She  is  able  to  pat  herself 
aeide  altogether  for  the  moment.  Ah, 
blessed  gift  1  It  is  a  strange  sitaation, 
in  which  these  two  women  are  placed.  The 
man  that  each  loves  lies,  as  it  were,  at  the 
point  of  death ;  death  stares  him  in  the  face. 
Harry  Deacon  lie?  under  arrest  for  the 
murder  of  Oolour-Sergeant  Smith ;  farther, 
he  is  also  accused  of  the  blackest  crime 
known  to  military  law — the  assassination 
of  his  superior  officer.  The  Colour-Sergeant 
lies  in  the  dreary  hospital  ward,  drawing 
each  painful  breath  as  thoagh  it  were 
a  knife-blade  thrust  into  his  breast ;  death 
stands  at  his  pillow  with  upraised  hand 
ready  to  strike.  And  these  two  women 
are  agonising,  hour  by  hour,  and  day  by 
day ;  the  one  openly  in  the  sight  of  all  the 
world,  the  other  in  the  secret  torture- 
chamber  of  her  own  heart;  and  heaven 
is  besieged  with  prayers.  Their  thoughts, 
indeed,  are  prayers  which,  as  winged  mes- 
sengers, fly  heavenwards  and  cry  for  mercy. 

The  interior  aspect  of  the  once  cheerful 
little  living-room  has  undergone  a  sad 
change  since  we  saw  it  last.  Of  that  spick- 
and-span  neatness,  that  shining  order, 
so  rare  in  an  Irish  cabin,  not  much  is  left. 

The  cushion,  with  its  bobbins  all  en- 
tangled, is  shoved  away  on  an  old  settle; 
one  bobbin,  indeed^  has  fallen  from  a 
snapped  thread  and  rolled  into  a  corner 
of  tbe  bricked  floor ;  a  trifle,  perhaps,  but 
like  the  straw  whirled  by  the  current,  show- 
ing the  drift  of  things.  A  bunch  of  gilly- 
flowers, brown,  withered,  and  long  since 
dead,  stands  on  the  little  mantel.  Every 
detail  tells  the  story  of  a  desolation  deep 
and  complete]  and  Norah's  figure  as  she 
sits  by  the  table,  her  hands  supporting 
her  ohin,  the  dark  tangled  locks  falling 
about  her  pale  cheek  and  brow^  suits 
well  with  her  surroundings.    Alison  stands 


near,  looking  down  upon  her  with  her 
pitiful  eyes;  eyes  that  look  as  thoughnosleep 
had  visited  them,  but  only  tears. 

How  long  is  it,  measured  by  time,  alnce 
she  heard  the  tearing  whistle  of  that  fatal 
shot?  Measured  by  feeling,  it  is  a  life- 
time. She  stood  there  in  the  quiet,  sonllt 
room,  busying  herself  with  the  tea— one 
woman;  since  then,  she  has  been  soma 
one  else.  She  feels  in  a  dazed  sort  of 
way,  that  she  shall  never  reach  back 
to  that  past  estate.  Will  the  story  of 
her  life — her  vivid,  passionate  life  of  the 
last  few  months,  die  out  in  darkness,  all 
unknown  ?  Shall  she  never  again  see  the 
face  that  looked  at  her  from  under  the 
shadowy  trees,  the  face  fall  of  bitter  regret 
and  wild,  unspoken  longing  1  Shall  she 
never  again  hear  the  voice  that  spoke 
the  words  that  have  thrilled  her  with 
their  memory  ever  since  % 

"I  am  a  man,  you  are  a  woman,  and— 
I  have  dared  to  love  you."  Then  comes 
the  rhythm  of  a  song : 

Over  the  pathless  ocean, 

Under  the  burning  sun, 
No  matter  where  I  Wander, 
Thoughts  of  you,  sweet,  will  come. 
Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye,  love. 
Bid  me  good-bye,  good-bye. 
Say,  will  you  miss  me,  darling?  .  •  • 

Ah,  Heaven  i  will  the  fond  and  foolieh 
words  never  cease  ringing  in  her  maddened 
ears ;  will  no  chance  be  given  her  to  mur- 
mur one  word  of  fdrewell  to  the  dying 
man,  to  give  one  loving  touch  to  the  dear 
hand  before  it  grows  cold  and  lifeless  f 

Should  she  hear  the  wail  of  the  death- 
march,  the  measured  tramp  of  feet,  the 
sharp  ping  of  the  shots  fired  across  an 
open  grave;  should  she  have  to  Bim 
calmly  by  and  hear  the  people  say,  "On, 
the  pity  of  it,  so  excellent  a  soldier,  cat 
off  thus  in  the  very  prime  of  his  streogtb 
and  manhood  1"  and  murmur  some  in- 
articulate reply,  while  the  heart  witbm 
her  should  be  as  lead,  and  the  8i«[bt  of 
her  eyes  fail  for  the  burning,  pressaa-bftcK 
tears  1  Worse  still,  should  she  see  It  ft" 
forgotten  in  some  new  wonder;  BboflW 
she  steal  on  the  sly  to  the  graveyard,  vn(x 
out  the  headstone  erected  by  his  comraaes 
to  his  memory,  lay  a  wee  white  flower  i 
the  foot  of  the  snow-white  cross,  and  cry, 
"  I  loved  you — I  loved  you — but— w^J'^'J 
parted  so  far^M  Can  the  dead  hatf' 
Maybe ;  but  they  cannot  answer,  and  «»« 
silence  that  stiflos  us  is  unbroken. 

It  is  this  awful  coming  silence  tD»] 
Alison  dreads.  She  eould  have  Boourgw 
herself  for  letting  her  thoughts  drift  a»if 
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wards,  with  that  poor  sorrowing  girl  before 
her ;  bat  it  had  been  like  that  with  Alison 
in  these  bitter  days,  wherever  she  went, 
or  whatever  she  was  doing,  the  under- 
carrent  was  always  there.  It  seemed 
mixed  np  with  the  memory  of  the  flowing 
river,  the  brown,  foam  -  flecked  water 
ronning  on  and  on,  the  shifting  shadows 
of  the  night,  the  shriek  of  the  fiddle  on 
the  hiU. 

There  has  been  a  silence;  not  an 
empty  silence,  bat  one  fall  of  throbbing 
thonghts.  The  pigeons  have  been  having 
it  all  their  own  way — soo-roo,  coo-roo — 
and  Alison  has  suddenly  called  to  mind 
the  picture  of  Norah,  happy  and  smiling, 
with  the  pretty  birds  crowding  round  her, 
climbing  on  to  her  shoulder  with  their 
little  pink  feet,  and  thrusting  their  soft 
beaks  into  the  meshes  of  her  hair.  Well 
might  one  say,  watching  her  now,  "  Look 
on  this  picture  and  on  that."  What  a 
lifetime  seems  to  He  between  the  two! 
It  is  Norah  who  breaks  this  silence,  and 
her  voice  has  the  ring  of  an  abiding 
sorrow. 

"Shure,  Miss  Alison,  the  heart  av  me 
wint  out  to  him,  an'  niver  come  back  at 
all,  an'  now  whin  he's  in  the  cold  valley  o' 
sorro'  it  clings  to  him  the  closer.  I  pray  the 
blisfidd  saints  all  night  an'  day  to  lev  it  be 
a  bit  o'  warmth  to  him,  this  dear  love  that 
bates  as  thrua  to  him  now  as  in  thim  first 
Bwate  days.  Ab,  Miss  Alison  dear,  will 
they  be  afther  chokin'  the  young  life  out 
av  him  for  the  sin  that  he's  sinned  f  Will 
they  take  him  from  our  sight  for  iver,  he 
that's  so  dear  to  me — dear  to  me  past  the 
spakin'  av  f  And  what  for  would  he  shoot 
the  beautiful  Sergeant  that  niver  did  him 
a  bit  of  harm  at  all,  at  all  1  Share  an'  it 
was  just  lettin'  off  hia  gun  he  was,  to  pass 
the  time  away,  an'  the  Sergeant  he  got  in 
the  way  widout  manin'  it,  an'  Harry  shot 
him  widout  manin'  it ;  an'  Til  be  up  an' 
afther  tillin'  the  court  an'  the  jadge  an^ 
jury,  an'  all  the  grand  gintlemen  assimbled, 
as  that  was  the  way  av  it,  an'  niver  a  lie 
tould." 

But  here — poor,  fond,  distracted  soul  I — 
she  casts  herself  down  on  her  knees,  and 
that  bitter  cry  goes  up  that  is  to  haunt 
Alison  Drew  for  many  and  many  a  day  to 
come.  **  Ob,  my  Harry,  my  Harry  1  He 
wasn't  as  good  as  many,  but  dearer  to  me 
than  the  best.  Oh,  why  couldn'o  I  keep 
him )  It  wasn't  much  to  ask.  My  Harry, 
my  Harry  ! " 

It  seemed  to  ring  out  into  the  auxh 
bright  air  as  Alison  hastened  homej  It 


seemed  to  pursue  her  like  some  tortured, 
impalpable  thing. 

And  she,  she  hadn't  the  right  to  cry 
out  for  what  fate  had  wrested  from  her; 
hers  must  be  a  silent  sorrow,  a  stifled  pain. 
As  the  road  dipped  and  she  passed  into 
the  valley,  the  bells  of  Shandon  broke  out 
into  a  peal.  It  was  a  saint'd  day,  or  some 
festival,  and  they  were  making  merry  over 
it,  tumbling  over  each  other  into  the  vale 
beneath,  soft  and  sweet,  joyous  and  gay. 

On  Patrick's  Hill  Alison  met  theSergeant- 
Major,  dignified,  massive,  ineffable,  and,  a 
little  to  his  surprise  it  must  be  confessed, 
stopped  him  and  asked,  in  quite  a  common- 
place tone — such  power  have  a  certain 
type  of  women  over  themselves  in  extreme 
moments — how  the  Colour-Sergeant  was 
reported  to  be  that  afternoon. 

The  Sergeant* Major  stood  stifE/  to 
attention — a  lamp-post  could  not  be  stiffer 
— and  informed  the  lady,  in  the  longest 
words  he  could  call  up  upon  so  short  a 
notice,  that  the  injared  man  was  as  bad 
as  bad  could  be  to  keep  any  hold  on  life 
at  all.  This  was  all  that  Alison  gained 
by  her  indiscretion,  and  she  caught  her 
breath  sharply  two  or  three  times  as  she 
made  her  way  onwards. 

At  this  time  the  Hundred  and  Ninety- 
Third  was  in  a  very  disturbed  state.  A 
military  murder  at  all  times  gives  the 
regiment  in  which  it  happens  an  unen- 
viable notoriety ;  and  in  the  present  state 
of  affairs  in  the  south  of  Irelandj  such 
an  incident  was  peculiarly  undesirable. 
A  certain  paper  did,  indeed,  show  the 
sensational  heading  of  *' Disaffection  and 
Saspected  Disloyalty  in  one  of  our  Line 
Begtments,"  and  all  alike  dreaded  that 
heiuling  coming  to  the  Colonel's  know- 
ledge. Blizzard,  reading  it  in  the  ante- 
room with  starting  eyes,  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  sit  upon  the  paper  promptly ; 
but  this  was  only  dallying  with  the  in- 
evitable. Of  course  the  Chief  saw  it; 
kept  silence — glaring — at  mess;  and  the 
next  morning,  the  orderly-room  was  com- 
pared by  muiy  irate  ones  to  a  certain 
undesirable  locality,  which  popular  super- 
stition affirms  to  be  unpleasantly  warm 
as  to  climate.  Chubby  especially  came  to 
grief;  for  the  Chief — who  hated  his  young 
officers  marrying — had  heard  of  his  en- 
gagement to  Miss  Henniker ;  indeed,  never 
was  so  injured  a  creature  as  Mr.  Charles 
Yerrinder  when,  the  same  afternoon,  he 
sought  for  consolation  in  the  Boeiety  of  his 
beloved.  It  must  be  allowed  that  he  and 
Elsie  were  the  most  aggressively  cheerful 
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lovers.  The  atnrdy  Midland  Bector  knew 
all  about  it  by  tma  time,  and  had  said 
''Bleaa  my  aonll"  many  times  o?er. 
Yerrinder's  sisters  had  written  to  beg 
for  photographs  of  Elsie;  the  sexton 
had  heard  the  news,  scratched  his  head, 
and  said  to  every  one  who  came  to  look 
into  the  grave  he  was  digging :  ''  Maister 
Gharles  have  got  a  sweetheart — snre-ly. 
T*  Bector  he  tonld  me  so  his  own  blesseid 
self,  an  'tis  a  tme  tale — so  it  be."  The 
yonng  couple  had  every  prospect  of  long 
waitings  and  seemed  to  thrive  npon  it. 
They  appeared  to  possess  an  nfiiimited 
stock  of  innshine  of  their  own,  and  to 
ask  for  nothing  better  than  the  present 
state  of  things.  Alison  felt  almost  a 
traitor  to  carry  snch  an  aching  heart  in 
her  breast  when  two  such  happy  cieatares 
were  about.  Verrinder  had  just  been 
telling  Mrai.  Henniker  and  Elsie  how  that 
the  only  man  in  the  regiment  who  was 
not  wildly  indignant  at  Deacon's  rash  act 
being  locked  upon  as  *' disaffection,"  was 
Ellerton,  when  Alison  came  iu. 

*' How  pale  and  tired  you  look  1  Ob, 
Aliflon!"  cried  Elsie^  darting  from  her 
lover's  side,  and  pushing  a  low  lounge-chair 
near  to  the  small  pine-knot  fire  which 
glimmered  cheerfully  in  the  grate.  "  She 
shall  not  go  upstairs  to  take  off  her  things, 
shall  she,  mother,  till  she  has  had  some 
tea  9 " 

They  had  all  been  very  tender  over 
Alison  ever  since  that  day  when  Elsie 
found  Hugh  Dennison  kneeling  by  the 
senseless  gfol  In  fear  and  anguish  unspeak- 
able. The  others  were  not  so  much  afraid 
as  he ;  they  had  seen  her  like  that  before — 
so  they  told  him — after  her  mother  died. 
She  had  never  been  really  strong  since 
then,  and  she  had  been  taking  it  out 
of  herself  sadly,  being  so  much  with  poor 
little  Patsey.  Mrs.  Musters  had  told  them 
she  was  quite  in  a  prostrate  condition  when 
she  got  to  Monte  Notte  the  night  the  child 
died.  But  Hugh  Dennison  now  knew  all 
the  truth,  and  even  the  faintest  hope  lived 
in  his  heart  no  longer.  All  he  thought 
of  was  Aiisen  herself,  and  of  what  her 
suspense  and  misery  must  be.  He  honoured 
her  too  deeply  to  question  aught  she  did ; 
and  the  secret  that  in  another  woman  he 
might  have  thought  sometldng  savouring 
of  dishonour,  in  her  was  certain  to  be  pure 
and  good.  He  was  sure  of  this,  and  always 
should  be,  even  if  he  never  knew  anjthiug 
more  than  that  one  glance  at  her  terror- 
stricken  face  had  taught  him.  He  was 
puzzled;  but  his  faith  in  the  woman  he 


loved  and  honoured  above  all  othen  was 
unshaken. 

"Isn't  Mr.  Ellerton  a  pigl"  said  Elsie, 
resuming  the  conversation  into  which 
Alison's  entrance  had  broken,  and  by  this 
remark  it  will  be  gathered  that  the  Major 
was  not  present. 

"  He  said,"  continued  Verrinder,  "  'pon 
Ids  soul  he  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  Daacon 
was  mixed  up  with  a  nasty  lot^  mean- 
ing  " 

''Fenians,"  said  Elsie  promptly. 

"Hu  — shl"  cried  Chubby  at  to. 
"Believe  me,  my  dear  giil,  the  ver;  walk 
have  ears." 

"  Nasty  things,"  said  Elsie. 

"  I  don'c  know  about  Tim,"  said  Alison, 
speaking  with  evident  effort,  *^  bat  if  Mr. 
Ellerton  means  Norah,  he  is  much  nils- 
taken.  Her  one  thankfulness  has  been 
all  along  that  Deacon  had  nothiDg  to  say 
to  anything  of  that  sort.  She  told  me 
he  thought  himself  Ul-treated ;  her  very 
words  were  that  he  '  had  a  grudge— and 
_and ' " 

"  Shot  the  wrong  man,"  put  in  Ebie. 
« I  heard  her  say  that  By  the  way,  I 
wonder  who  the  right  man  wast" 

'•  She  did  not  tell  me  that,"  said  Alison, 
and  then  no  one  said  any  more,  for  the 
door  opened,  Major  Henneker  came  in, 
followed  by  Dr.  Musters,  and  there  was 
that  in  their  faces  that  held  everybody 
silent. 

The  Msjor  crossed  to  Alison's  side. 
She  had  risen  to  her  feet,  and  stood 
facing  him  with  a  terrible  eagerness  in 
her  eyes. 

"  My  girl,"  said  the  Major,  and  his  voice 
thrilled  and  shook;  "my  girl,  we  have 
all  loved  and  trusted  you,  we  will  try- 
to  trust — ^you — ^still " 

The  man's  pride  was  bleeding ;  ftU  ^^ 
ideas  of  what  was  right  and  seemly  ^^^^ 
outraged,  and  yet  with  the  generosity 
of  a  noble  nature  he  wished  to  be  botn 
just  and  tender.  He  laid  his  hand  some 
what  heavQy  on  Alison's  shonlder  as  he 
spoke,  and  she  felt  it  tremble;  bat  sbe 
looked  bravely  into  his  face,  and  then 
past  him  to  Dr.  Musters,  holding  oat 
her  hands.  .. 

'^  Have  you  come  for  me  1 "  «h«  "^^' 
and  her  voice  sounded  to  them  all  as  toe 
voice  of  a  atranger.  . 

"  Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  who  was  paw 
and  grave,  and  whose  lipa  twitched  » 
ho  snoke 

Alison'  turned  to  Major  Henneker, 
and  laid  her  arm  about  his  neok. 
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"  I  muBt  go,  nnole  dear,''  she  said ;  "  but 
say  that  I  may — will  yon)  It  will  help 
me  in  what  is — coming." 

*'Go,"  he  said,  turning  from  her  with 
a  groan,  and  Elsie,  clinging  to  her  mother, 
broke  oat  sobbing. 

Nobody  quite  knew  how  Mrs.  Masters 
got  into  the  room,  but  that  remarkable 
woman  was  there  in  their  midst,  her 
round,  substantial  features  wearing  an 
expression  of  much  fright  and  bewilder- 
ment, but  still  not  withont  a  certain  air 
of  resolve. 

"I  don't  know  what  it's  all  about," 
she  said,  twisting  her  little  fat  hands  the 
one  in  the  other;  ''but  GeofiErey  says  it's 
got  to  be — and  so  I  suppose  it's  all  right. 
Any  way,  I  thought  I  was  the  best  person 
to  go  with  her,  so  I  came  across." 

It  was  a  strange  little  procession  enough 
which,  a  few  moments  later,  set  oat  to 
the  hospital;  the  two  men,  and — ^reversing 
the  usual  order  of  things,  the  two  women- 
following.  Of  coarse,  the  Scotch  Sergeant 
received  them  as  if  sach  visits  were  things 
of  everyday  occurrence  and  quite  a  matter 
of  course — a  stolidity  which  had  in  it  some- 
thing helpful  to  them, all.  How  silent  the 
hospital !  How  their  feet  echoed  on  the 
steep  stone  stairs!  Here  and  there  a 
blue-coated  figure  moved  stealthily;  and 
as  the  Sergeant  entered  a  small  isolated 
ward,  an  orderly  left  the  side  of  a  low 
cot-bed  and  passed  them. 

With  a  light  like  a  flame  on  her  face, 
Alison  went  straight  up  to  the  dying  man^ 
and,  wholly  undismayed  by  the  horrible 
change  which  had  taken  place  in  him  since 
last  she  saw  him,  fell  softly  on  her  knees 
by  the  bed. 

'*I  am  come/'  she  said,  and  then, 
gazing  each  at  the  other  as  though  they 
could  never  gaze  their  fill,  both  kept 
silence. 

Mr'.  Masters,  seated  by  a  window  at 
the  end  of  the  ward,  was  crying  quietly 
into  her  pocket-handkerchief,  and  the 
Major  stood  with  folded  arms  and  out- 
wardly  impas.ive  face  at  the  foot  of  the 
cot. 

*  When  every  breath  yoa  draw  cuts  you 
like  a  knife,  and  the  sweat  beads  upon 
your  brow  every  moment,  yon  cannot  be 
very  eloquent  over  what  yon  have  to 
say. 

"I  asked  them  to  tell  me — when  the 
end  was  coming — and  then — I  sent  for 
you " 

"  I  am  here." 

"Will  you  tell  me — that  I  am — for- 


given )    It  will  make  it  easier  for  me — if 
you  will." 

As  Eath  may  have  looked  when  she 
took  her  stand  by  Naomi,  so  looked 
Alison  Drew,  kneeling  by  that  humble 
bed,  and  in  that  bare  and  whitewashed 
room.  The  light  of  an  exquisite  resolve 
and  self-surrender  was  in  her  eyes;  she 
was  as  one  who  has  passed  beyond  the 
things  of  this  world,  and  gained  some 
divine,  standpoint,  where  nothing  stands 
but  absolute  trath. 

She  threw  her  head  back,  raising  her 
clasped  hands. 

"If  you  are  going  to  leave  me,  take 
this  knowledge  with  you:  I  love  yon — 
love  you — ^love  you.  Whatever  distance  lies 
between  us,  to  me  yon  are  a  most  sweet 
and  noble  gentleman,  and  I  am  proud  to 
think  you  love  me,  as  I  know  yon  do." 

She  bent  over  him,  and  kissed  him 
lingeringly  and  softly  on  his  poor  white 
face,  once,  twice,  thrice. 

Then,  with  a  look  of  foar^  she  sprang  to 
her  feet.  A  change  had  passed  upon  him. 
His  eyes  had  lost  their  look  of  consciousness ; 
he  moved  his  head  restlessly  from  side  to 
side  upon  the  pillow,  moaning  and  mutter- 
ing. It  showed  how  well  Major  Henneker 
understood  the  nature  he  had  to  deal  with, 
that  he  did  not  attempt  to  take  Alison 
awa^  from  a  sight  which  to  many  women 
would  have  been  unbearable. 

"  Can  you  tell  what  he  is  saying  ? "  said 
the  Sergeant  —  always  impassible  —  but 
coming  forward  promptly  and  bending 
over  the  unconscious  face. 

*'  He  is  talking  about  the  choir  singing," 
said  Alison.  "He  thinks  it  is  choir 
practice — listen  I " 

"  Come,  boys,"  said  the  lips,  which  the 
deep  moustache  could  not  hide,  so  white 
and  bloodless  were  they ;  "  come  on — you 
will  be  late.  .  .  ." 

Then  a  pause,  while  the  restless  hands 
began  to  pluck  the  coverlet,  and  a  look  of 
longing,  of  restless,  craving  desire,  came 
across  the  poor,  sunken  face. 

"I  am  listening,"  he  muttered,  "but  I 
cannot  hear  her  voice — I  cannot  hear  her 
voice  .  .  •"  and  the  murmured  words  died 
into  a  fretful  moaning. 

What  happened  then,  no  one  that  heard 
and  saw  could  ever  forget. 

The  red  sunset  light  ,came  in  through 
the  high,  uncurtained  window,  and  to  that 
light  Alison  raised  her  eyes.  They  were 
as  the  eyes  of  a  mystic  in  a  moment  of 
exaltation;  her  hands  were  knotted,  the 
one  in  the  other,  in  a  passionate  grip ;  and 
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in  another  moment  the  dear,  beaatlfal 
voice  rose  high,  filling  the  ward  : 

The  King  of  Love  my  Shepherd  is, 

His  ifoodness  f aileth  never ; 
I  nothing  lack  if  I  am  His, 

And  He  is  mine— for  ever. 

A  smile  lay  upon  the  sick  man's  mouth, 
his  eyes  closed  softly,  the  lestleBs  head 
was  still,  the  hands  outstretched  and  still. 

In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 
With  Thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me. 

Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still i 
Thy  Cross  before  to  guide  me. 

One  or  two  men  who  were  loitering  in 
the  barrack  square  cane  beneath  the 
window  to  lUten,  palling  o£f  their  caps 
and  standing  there  bareheaded  in  the 
dying  sunlight. 


PROFESSIONAL  FOOTBA.LL. 

The  other  day  a  certain  Circuit  of  the 
United  Methodist  Free  Ghurch  assembled, 
and  passed  the  following  resolution: 
'^That  this  meeting  deeply  deplores  the 
many  terrible  deaths  resulting  from  the 
game  of  football,  and  urges  upon  Her 
Majesty's  Gjvemment  the  great  import- 
ance of  so  amending  the  law  as  to  make  it 
a  capital  offence  for  one  man  to  kick  his 
fellow  to  death  on  the  football  field."  ' 

Such  a  resolution  would  not,  we  fancy, 
get  very  far  on  its  way  to  the  Home 
Secretary,  at  whom,  presumably,  it  was 
aimed.  It  seems  rather  foolish.  Possibly 
some  gentleman,  connected  with  this  par- 
ticular Circuit,  was  related  to  a  football 
player  who  chanced  to  die  from  an  injury 
accidentally  received  during  the  game. 
If  so,  his  personal  feelings  in  the  matter  do 
credit  to  his  heart ;  though  the  resolution 
which  was  their  outcome  can  scarcely  be 
said  to  do  credit,  either  to  his.  own  head 
or  to  the  united  intellect  of  the  above- 
mentioned  Circuit. 

It  is  at  least  likely  that  the  gentle- 
men of  this  Circuit  never  witnessed  a 
football  matcL  The  fact  would  not  put 
them  out  of  count  as  critics  of  the  game. 
Qaite  otherwise.  None  know  better  than 
professional  writers  that  the  imagination 
can  often  caper  most  efiectiveiy  about  a 
subject,  into  the  very  elements  of  which 
its  owner  has  not  taken  the  trouble  to 
look.  Take  as  the  classic  example  that 
brave  report  of  Blackheath  football,  sent 
by  a  Frenchman  in  London  to  a  Parisian 
journal : 

'*  This  is  what  I  saw.    The  players  pre- 


1 


cipitated  themselves  furiously  upon  each 
other ;  arms  and  legs  were  instantly  dis- 
located; collar-bones  broken;  children  of 
tender  years  limped  o£f  the  field  with  fatal 
injuries;  and  dl  round  were  weeping 
mothers  and  distracted  fathers,  tendiog 
their  bruised  and  battered  offspring.  .  .  . 
Anon  the  game  was  resumed,  amidst  howls 
and  execrations  from  all  sides.  Fragments 
of  clothing,  and  of  hair  and  skin,  torn  ruth- 
lessly from  the  heads  and  bodies  of  the 
rivals,  strewed  the  field.  It  was  a 
jBpectacle  terrible  and  affecting.  I  turned 
away  with  tears  in  my  eyes." 

Can  anything  be  more  moving  than  iUs 
description)  Truly  nothing.  It  is  Homeric 
in  its.  vigour,  and  worthy  of  Munchausen 
for  its  veracity.  The  worthy  gentlemen  of 
the  United  Methodist  Fiea  Church  must 
really,  we  think,  have  read  this  notable 
report'and  had  their  reason  temporarily  un- 
settied  by  it  If  so,  let  them  take  comfort 
for  the  Home  Secretary's  brutal  indifference 
to  their  resolution — if  it  ever  reached  him 
— ^in  our  earnest  assurance  that  the  French- 
man's narrative  was  a  dainty  Gallic  false- 
hood, designed  to  divert  the  wise,  deceive 
the  ignorant,  and  foster- a  distaste  for 
English  institutions  across  the  Channel 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  we  would  not 
go  to  the  opposite  extreme  and  aver  with 
some  that  tiie  perils  of  footbaU,  as  now 
played,  are  not  greater  than  those  daily 
incurred  by  travellers  betwixt  Charing 
Cross  and  Cheapside.  That  is  a  convenient 
but  preposterous  euphemism.  The  or- 
dinary pedestrian  Citywards  does  not  put 
himself  in  the  way  of  bodily  peril  An 
omnibus  may  fall  on  its  side  and  crush 
him ;  a  dog  may  suddenly  become  rabid, 
and  choose  him  for  its  first  or  second 
victim;  or  a  shop  sign  may  become 
detached  from  its  support  and  immolate 
his  hat  and  brains  in  one  fell  swoop. 
Such  possibilities,  however,  are  distinctly 
of  the  extraordinary  kind. 

The  professional  football  player  is  in  a 
different  case.  Though  rules  be  ever  so 
emphatic,  and  referees  ever  so  firm  and 
Argus-eyed,  who  is  to  assure  him  that  by 
the  merest  chance  he  shall  not  get  his 
spine  injured,  a  broken  nose  or  a  broken 
legl  There  are  abundant  Instances  of 
such  accidents.  Only  a  few  weeks  ago  a 
poor  young  Yorkshireman  died  of  a  broken 
neck  mcurred  in  a  Cap  competition. 
This  would  not  claim  such  individuid 
notice  but  for  the  fact  that  he  had 
lingered  in  the  hospital  nearly  a  year  after 
the  event    The  trainer  and  medicine  man 


Charles  Dickens.] 


PROFESSIONAL  FOOTBALL. 


pecember  9, 1893.  ]       559 


are  eBBontial  parts  of  every  first-class  foot- 
ball team  nowadays.  B^th  hold  them- 
selves in  readiness  to  ran  at  a  moment's 
warning  to  the  field  of  play,  with  lini- 
ments and  bandages.  There  is,  in  short, 
an  undoubted  risk  about  football.  One 
cannot  marvel  that  a  tender-natured  mother 
feels  something  of  the  bitterness  of  be- 
reavement when  she  says  good-bye  to  her 
athletic  first-bom,  upon  his  departure  for 
a  season's  football  with  a  team  which  has 
a  reputation  for  rough  play,  which  pro- 
vokes retaliation.  Even  the  Muse  is  not 
silent  on  the  subject : 

When  autumn  leaves  are  falling. 
And  nature  doth  the  soul  enthrall, 
We  may  not  meet  again  on  earth,  love, 
I'm  going  to  play  football. 
Farewell,  and  perhaps  for  ever ; 
I'm  going  to  play  football. 

These  lines,  from  a  song  entitled  ''  The 
Half-Back'9  Farewell,"  may  be  read— or 
sung — seriously  or  with  a  latent  smile  of 
amused  scepticism.  In  either  case  they 
serve  equally  well  as  warrant  for  the  belief 
that  no  man  knows  how  he  may  leave 
the  football  fi.eld  on  any  particular  after- 
noon. The  famous  Sir  Henry  Sidney, 
who,  in  1566,  wrote  to  his  son,  then  at 
Shrewsbury  School,  these  words  of  prudent 
advice :  **  Use  exercise  of  body,  but  such 
as  is  without  peril  of  your  joints  or 
bones,"  would  in  no  manner  have  allowed 
the  lad  to  become  a  professional  football 
player. 

It  is  not,  perhaps,  generally  known  that 
there  are  Football  Insurance  Unions. 
Nor  is  it  a  matter  of  common  knowledge 
that  in  the  North  and  Midlands,  where 
football  excitement  is  keenest,  the  Press 
finds  it  profitable  to  issue  coupons  with 
certain  of  its  weekly  sheets,  which  entitle 
the  owners  thereof  to  five  pounds  if,  having 
signed  the  same,  they  should  be  so  fortu- 
nate, or  unfortunate,  as  to  break  arms  or 
legs  at  football. 

All  this  is  evidence  that  there  is  a 
suspicion  of  danger  4n  modern  football 
We  do  not  need  the  swollen  lists  of 
accidents  in  a  season,  compiled  by  op- 
ponents of  the  game,  to  make  us  aware  of 
it.  Bat,  considering  the  number  of  clubs 
in  the  land,  the  proportion  of  such  acci- 
dents to  players  is  really  very  small  faideed, 
and  of  fatal  or  serious  accidents  too  small 
to  be  worth  mentioning. 

The  people  will  have  sport  in  one  way 
or  another.  That  may  be  taken  as  an 
axiom.  Hence  the  enormous  growth  of 
footbsdl  as  a  spectacle,  and  its  develope- 
ment  until  it  has  come  to  be  called  a 


science.  This  would,  perhaps,  be  very  sad 
if  it  could  be  proved  that  the  players 
themselves  suffered  in  this  new  aspect  of 
the  game ;  ff  it  were  obvious  that  they 
were  unwilling  tools  of  a  capricious  and 
ungenerous  master;  and  if  they  degene- 
rated as  human  beings  in  the  exercise  of 
this  new  profession. 
Bat  how  stands  the  case  really  1 
From  the  writer^s  experience  of  them, 
paid  professional  football  players  are  not 
at  all  necessarily  debased  by  their  brief 
career.  It  is  very  absurd  to  imagine  that 
a  man  may  go  on  to  the  football  field  and 
deliberately  maim  an  antagonist  with 
impunity.  Never  were  referees  more 
dead  against  fouls  of  all  kinds.*  The 
player  with  a  reputation  for  brutality  is 
likely  soon  to  be  without  an  engagement. 
He  must  coerce  his  unregenerate  instincts 
in  this  direction  if  he  means  to  gain 
honour,  acclamation,  and  the  pelf  that  is 
the  outward  and  visible  testimony  of  his 
honourable  skill  as  a  player.  We  have 
known  a  regular  termagant  of  a  fellow, 
recUess  and  rough  to  a  degree  as  an 
unpaid  player,  sober  down  as  a  pro- 
fessional into  an  admirable  exponent  of 
the  game. 

To  be  sure,  the  men  are  subjected  to 
enough  temptations.  Few  of  us  could, 
without  a  little  dizziness,  stand  such 
adulation  as  they  receive.  Some  of  them 
fall,  of  course.  It  is  hard  to  resist  the 
Epicurean  lures  that  assail  them  in  the 
prime  of  their  young  manhood :  the  smiles 
of  womankind,  the  brimming  pewter, 
proffered  with  kindly  intent  but  lament- 
able result,  and  the  other  temptations 
which  hold  out  the  hand  to  them  and 
plead  to  be  caressed.  What  think  you  of 
such  an  advertisement  as  the  following  1 

FOOTBALLERS. 

Wanted,  at  once,  a  good  man. 

If  he  gets  a  try, 
Can  have  a  tobacco  shop; 

If  he  gets  a  goal, 
Can  have  a  public-house. 

There  need  not  be  much  amiss  with 
the  career  of  tobacconist  in  conjunction 
with  that  of  football  pl&yer;  but  the 
public-house  is  another  matter.  Yet  some 
hundreds  of  first-class  professionals  are 
publicans  as  well,  and  do  not  appear 
corrupted.  One  can  understand  the 
attraction  such  a  life  has  for  them.  It 
must  be  enchanting,  after  a  bright  though 
fatiguing  afternoon's  play,  to  retire  to 
one's  own  smoke-room,  and  there,  an 
uncrowned    king,    receive    homage    and 
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fl&ttery  from  one  boon  companion  and 
cnstomer  after  another.  It  is,  moreover,  a 
"  K^tier  "  that  makes  provision  for  summer 
as  well  as  winter,  and  in  which  one's  wife 
may  be  an  eflfective  helper.  And  that  it 
suits  the  athlete  is  clear  from  the  liking 
your  retired  pugilist  and  sprinter  have  for 
it.  Still,  the  glamour  of  the  pint  pot  is 
about  it  j  and  the  siren  Beer  is  often  a 
most  unmitigated  hussy. 

But  those  who  come  to  giief  over  these 
obstacles  owe  it  surely  to  ihemselveF,  and 
not  to  the  **  profession  "  which  gave  them 
the  opportunity  of  rising  superior  to 
temptation.  This  is,  perhaps,  rather  a 
lofty  way  of  looking  at  it,  yet  it  seems  to 
be  sensible. 

The  average  football  professional  may 
have  been  a  bricklayer,  an  iron-worker,  or 
a  potter  ere  he  took  service  with  a  team 
and  Entered  public  life.  If  he  is  prudent 
he  does  not  lose  grip  of  his  old  employ- 
ment when  he  signs  his  professional  in- 
denture, and  receives  his  fifty  shillings  or 
three  pounds  a  week  for  eight  months  in 
the  year.  At  least,  not  all  at  first.  Op- 
portunities of  bettering  himself  are  bound 
to  occur,  especially  if,  as  he  well  may,  he 
saves  a  pait  of  his  professional  earnings. 
And  it  is  really  monstrous  to  suppose,  as 
some  seem  to,  that  the  professional  is,  as  it 
were,  compelled  to  squander  his  football  pay 
in  nips  and  convivial  treats  and  in  cards  in 
the  saloon  car  which  week  after  week  takes 
him  to  hostile  field?.  We  know  teetotal 
professionals  and  non-card-playing  pro- 
fessionals, and  professionals  who  have  aged 
mothers  and  dependent  brothers  and 
sisters  who  have  good  reason  to  be  proud 
of  their  famous  relatives.  If  the  people 
insi&t  on  spectacular  football  and  are  eager 
to  pay  for  it,  why  should  they  not  have  it 
— for  their  ow^  sakes,  the  profit  of  the 
players  themselves,  and  on  the  score  of 
brilliancy  in  the  game  itself ;  assuming,  of 
course,  that  everything  possible  be  done  to 
promote  order  and  fairness  throughout) 
At  the  worst,  it  cannot  be  a  very  iniquitous 
kind  of  indulgence,  and  one  does  not  often 
have  it  at  its  wprsi 

It  is  a  pity  that  the  sacrilegious  book- 
maker should  intrude  upon  the  scene  of 
these  great  football  matches.  He  is  not  a 
pleasant  object,  and  his  strident  offers  of 
"  six  to  four  *'  or  "  evens  *'  are  irritants  to 
many  of  us.  But  he  is  where  he  is  in 
defiance  of  by-laws  snd  placards,  and  in 
justice  to  the  people  it  must  be  said  that 
he  does  not  seem  to  flourish  on  his  foot- 
ball investments.    Nothing  is  less  likely 


than  collusion  betwixt  him  and  a  body 
of  professional  players.  As  a  rule,  the 
<' esprit  de  corps"  in  a  League—as  a 
typical  professional — team  Is  very  keen. 
The  committee,  too,  are  not  slow  to  mark 
any  manifest  shortcomings  in  the  players. 
While  the  people  themselves,  at  the  back 
of  committee  and  players  alike,  are  the 
truest  critics  of  all.  Unless  he  were  an 
utter  reprobate  and  anxious  to  leave  the 
neighbourhood,  no  professional  would  dare 
thus  to  sell  his  individual  honour,  at  the 
riek,  moreover,  of  selling  it  in  vaio,  seeing 
that  he  could  not  answer  for  his  ten 
comrades  in  the  field  as  well  as  for 
himself. 

There  are,   we  have  been  told,  black 
sheep  in  every  fold.     Metaphor  apart,  in 
professional  football  It  may  be  said  that 
the  better  the  management  of  the  team,  the 
fewer  the  black  sheep  on  its  list.    It  is  all 
very  well  to  charge  the  members  of  a  team 
with  discreditable  conduct  when  a  series  of 
unexpected     losses    come    to    dishearten 
both  them  and  their  followers.    In  each 
contingencies    the  rule,   ('Cherchez  Tad- 
ministration,"  may  really  be  said  to  hold. 
If  the  members  of  the  committee  are  all  or 
half  publicans — an  improbable  snpposition, 
by  the  way — or  mainly  individuals  with 
scant  practical  knowledge  of  football,  next 
to  no  acquaintance  with  the  rather  odd 
underlying  principles  upon  which  a  succe8^ 
ful  professional  team  of  football  players 
has  to  be  raised,  and  with  the  bnmp  oi 
vanity  on  each  of  their  heads  extravagancy 
large— then  there  is  sure  to  be  trouble 
with  the  team  early  in  the  season.   Toe 
public  who  wear    its    colours,  keep  i" 
corporate  photograph  as  an  "  eikon"  in  the 
cherished   corner  of  their  parloars,  and 
swear  by  the  team  as  the  best  in  Englanoi 
are  apt  to  yave  when  the  fruits  of  mw- 
management   declare    themselves  in  toe 
dwindling  of  the  prestige  of  their  dar- 
lings.   Nor  do  they  seem  so  very  nnrea; 
sonable  if  they  prefer  to  clamour  sgauis- 
the  committee  rather  than  abuse  the  plaj^^ 
themselves.    The  latter  are  mostly  ©ere 
youths,  perhaps  k  little  spoilt.    Orw^^ 
that  they  have  talents— they  would  not 
else  have  been    engaged — it  is  ^^!,,i. 
committee  to  see  that  the  best  p08»t>|^ " 
done  to  keep  them  from  the  evil  that  w  © 
the  world,  at  least  until  they  determuie 
to  lease  themselves  in  other  directions. 

Here  is  brief  testimony  on  the  sutjec^ 
The  following  words  are  from  an  v» 
layman  and  enthusiast  at  a  Bpecial  m««""§ 
of   one  of  the   leading  Association  «nu 
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League  teams  ia  the  land,  called  to  con- 
sider its  fallen  condition  and  the  remedy 
for  its  miafortanes : 

**  What  is  the  cause  of  the  shady 
play  of  the  team  in  the  out  matches?" 
(hear,  hear)  "and  can  that  play  help 
causing  suspicion?  The  Club  should  be, 
'like  Pharaoh's  wife,  above  suspicion^" 
(loud  laughter,  and  cries  of  ''  Bead  your 
Bible,"  "  What  about  Csa  lar  ?") .  "  The  Club 
has  lost  the  public  confidence,  and  the 
ciuse  of  it  is  the  drink  element"  (pro- 
longed and  general  cheering).  *'  The  men 
have  been  encouraged  to  drink  by  those 
entrusted  with  the  management  of  the 
Club"  (*'No,  no,"  and  "Qaite  right"). 
"Discipline  has  become  a  myth,  training 
has  been  neglected,  players  have  been 
drunk  when  they  should  have  been 
trainiog"  (-'Shame").  "The  police  have 
had  to  be  called  in  at  two  or  three  o'clock 
on  a  Saturday  morning  to  quell  a  drunken 
disturbance  in  the  players'  house,  when 
they  were  due  to  leave  the  railway  station 
at  nine  o'clock  the  same  morning  to 
play  an  important  out  League  match" 
('*  Shame/'  and  sensation).  "And,  not- 
withstanding all  these  things,  the  Com- 
mittee has  not  taken  any  action  to  protest 
against  them." 

As  a  sequel  to  the  above  meeting,  the 
Committee  implicated  was  called  upon  to 
resign^  and  resign  it  did.  The  public  are 
pure  in  these  matters,  and  the  players  are 
just  what  the  dominating  spirit,  either 
their  particular  public  or  the  committee, 
purpose  to  make  them. 

On  the  other  hand,  with  a  conscientious 
and  able  directorate,  the  career  of  a  foot- 
ball player  ought  to  be  a  delightful  and 
dignified  one.  The  laurels  of  victory  are 
shared  between  players  and  directors.  The 
latter  keep  the  cups  which  are  the  trophies 
of  the  team's  progress.  They  also,  of 
course,  control  the  exchequer.  The  former 
receive  with  heartfelt  smiles  the  weekly 
wage  which  is  proffered  them  smilingly. 
Added  to  their  stipulated  pay,  they  as 
often  as  not  pocket  an  extra  five  or  ten 
shillings  weekly  for  important  wins  away 
from  home.  If  the  club's  finances  are  very 
flourishing — and  with  gates  of  two  hundred 
pounds  or  three  hundred  pounds  weekly 
they  well  may  be — it  is  perfectly  juat  that 
the  team  should  occasionally  be  treated 
with  what  are  called  "playing  tours,"  either 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  metropolis  or 
in  Scotland.  Here  they  are  f^&ed  as  they 
deserve  to  be.  When  the  Sunderland 
team  visited  the  O^al  a  few  months  ago  to 


play  the  Corinthians,  private  boxes  at  the 
theatre  were  placed  at  their  disposal.  The 
same  notable  team  were  also  entertained  at 
a  banquet  in  their  own  town  by  Lord  Lon- 
donderry ;  and  when  they  travelled  south 
for  the  Christmas  campaign  of  1892,  they 
journeyed  in  a  special  saloon  decorated 
snugly  with  holly  and  mistletoe.  The 
Sunderland  centre  forward  took  it  into  his 
head  to  marry  when  his  team  was  per- 
forming doughty  deeds  in  the  field.  A 
subscription  list  was  promptly  opened  on 
his  behalf  and  headed  with  ten  pounds. 
At  the  altar  and  subsequently  he  received 
the  congratulations  and  blessings  of  a 
thousand  or  two  admirers. 

Of  such  are  the  rewards  lavished  on  the 
skilled  football  professional  who  does  his 
duty  in  the  station  of  life  to  which  circum- 
stances and  inclination  have  consecrated  him. 
Every  one  is  pleased  with  him — though  in 
such  a  case  "  pleased  "  is  far  too  insignificant 
a  word.  He  earns  excellent  wages ;  sees  a 
good  deal  of  life ;  keeps  himself  physically 
in  the  best  of  health;  and  perhaps  even 
lends  his  revered  name  for  a  new  lotion, 
embrocation,  football,  or  necktie.  He  is, 
in  short,  a  thoroughly  successful  young 
man,  and  that  without  having  done  wrong 
to  any  manv 

The  members  of  the  Sunderland  team  are 
the  mo3t  typical  of  the  existing  English 
Association  football  profeasionab.  They 
headed  the  League  last  year,  in  which 
for  a  spell  the  famous  Preston  J^orth 
End  held  pre-eminence.  Wherever  they 
go  about  the  land  they  are  sure  of  an 
immense  crowd  of  spectators.  Bat  they 
cannotj  compare  with  the  Everton  team 
in  the  support  they  receive  at  home. 
These  clever  lads,  at  the  sixteen  League 
contests  of  1892-3,  played  before  two 
hundred  and  sixty-three  thousand  people ; 
giving  an  average  of  about  sixteen  thousand 
five  hundred  at  each  home  match.  Such 
magnificent  patronage  is  of  itself  a  stimu- 
lant towards  excellence.  lb  also  means  a 
handsome  balance  at  the  bank  for  the 
club ;  so  much  so  that  the  Everton  com- 
mittee can  afford  to  be  almost  reckless  in 
their  hire  of  new  youngsters  of  promise  in 
Scotland  and  elsewhere,  and  In  their  offers 
of  extra  "solatia"  to  the  players  for 
desirable  wins  away  from  home. 

WerB  we  mortals  in  other  respects 
within  viewing  distance  of  perfection,  we 
would  fain  lament  the  potency  of  filthy 
lucre  in  football  affairs.  Ai  matters  are, 
ib  seems  needless  either  to  bemoan  or  to 
be  glad  of  it.    The  public,  who  enjoy  the 
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tbrilb  profesBiooal  football  affords  them 
— and  that  in  no  brutal  aenae — are  nnder 
no  compulsion  to  analyse  the  ingredients 
ol  their  dish  of  pleasure.  And,  as  we 
have  said,  even  if  they  did  so,  there  would, 
four  times  out  of  five,  be  nothing  dis- 
coverable to  adulterate  the  integrity  of 
their  joy. 

Profesaional  football  is  professional  self- 
control  above  all  things.  This  must 
not  be  forgotten.  There  are  many 
branches  of  human  education.  It  is 
not  given  to  all  to  graduate  at  Uni- 
versities. Discipline  of  mind  and  body 
may  be  obtained  quite  as  satisfactorily  in 
the  football  field  as  in  class-rooms  lind  in 
pastime  circles  pure  and  simple.  To  our 
thinking,  for  instancei  there  is  something 
that  almo&t  touches  the  sublime  in  the 
public  announcement  that  a  team  of  foot- 
ball professionals  **  have  volunteered  to  be 
kept  together  on  Sunday,  and  debar  them- 
selves of  Christmas  festivities  so  as  to  keep 
in  condition  for  the  important  matches  on 
the  followicg  dsy."  Yet  this  occurred  in 
the  Midlands  in  1892.  The  players  were 
all  lusty  young  men  in  the  prime  of  their 
energy,  and  they  could  thus  for  honour's 
sake — plus  perhaps  a  little  cash — submit 
to  self  -  mortification  1  Some  may  think 
this  detail  a  sordid  one.  For  our  part 
we  are  content  to  estimate  it  much  more 
nobly. 

It  were  idle  to  deny  that  there  are  black 
spots  on  the  picture  of  professional  football, 
done  after  nature.  But  that  is  a  defect 
which  it  shares  with  most  other  human 
inventions.  The  public  cannot  have  their 
feast  of  sensations  without  sometimes 
getting  more  sensation  for  their  sixpences 
than  they  desire.  Nowhere  as  on  a 
famous  football  field  may  one  realise  the 
eccentricity  of  human  nature,  and  how 
men  may  become  passion-driven  almost  in 
spite  of  themselves.  It  must  be  painful 
indeed  to  be  howled  at,  as  the  referee  not 
infrequently  is,  because  he  gives  a  decision 
which  is  righteous  enough,  yet  not  in  keep- 
ing with  the  wishes  of  the  multitude.  It 
must  be  still  more  annoying  for  that 
gentleman  when  after  a  match  he  is  fol- 
lowed by  an  enraged  mob  to  the  station, 
a  distance  of  a  mile  or  more,  has  his  hat 
*< knocked"  off  by  stones,  which  might 
have  killed  him,  and  is  besmeared  with 
mud.  This  actual  experience  is  by  no 
means  unique. 

As  a  companion  picture,  however,  you 
must  see  that  of  the  lame  public  when  the 
team  of  their  heart's  delight  is  doing  well. 


How    their    faces    beam     with    honest 
pride !     Laughter    then   ripples    on    all 
lips.    Instead  of  Ulsounding  abusoy  yon 
hear  adjectives  and  phrases  of  endearment, 
garnished  it  may  be  with  other  ad  jectiTea 
of   an  unpleasing   kind  which  are  civil 
or  uncivil  according  to  tone.    This  self- 
content  is  apt  to  prove  contagioiu>.      It  . 
spreads  from  one  dusky-skinned  and  cor-  i 
rugated  artisan  to  another.     It  sets  old 
and  toothless  men  grinning  with  gladness, 
and  swearing  they  "  have  never  seen  nowt 
to  ekal  thaf    It  makes  the  youngsters 
almost  beside  themselves  with  enthusiasm. 
The  committee  are  touched  by  it  ^  They 
may  be  seen  having  bouts  of  glee  like  the 
spectators,  and  clapping  their  own  thighs 
or  each  other's  shoulders  in  the  strenuoos- 
ness  of  their  satisfaction.    And,  lastly,  it 
affects  the  players  themselves,  the  source 
and  support  of  all  this  jubilation.    These, 
having  proved  their  superiority  by  a  stout 
majority  of  goals,  now  ''  make  rings  round  " 
their  humbled  antagonists,  and  divert  the 
multitude  with  a  deal  of  '*  gallery  play  " ; 
antics  rather  of  the  circus  ring  than  the 
football  field.    So  it  continues  until  the 
whistle  blows.    Then  a  resounding  about 
rings  as  the  afternoon's  epilrgae,  and  you 
may  chance  to  see«certain  of  the  heroes  of 
the  victory  carried  shoulder  high  to  the 
dressing-room — regardless   of   the    grime 
and  other  marks  of  vigorous  labour  with 
whic^  they  are  decorated. 

You  may  look  on  but  one  of  these  two 
pictures  and  say,  "Such  is  professional 
football  1"  —  choosing  the  bright  or  the 
forbidding  picture,  according  to  your  bias 
or  humourr  But  the  man  who  vrishes  to 
be  just  ought  to  put  them  both  side  by 
side :  ugliness  and  exhilaration  hand  in 
hand.  It  is  very,  very  human,  thia 
modern  mania.  And  just  for  that  reason, 
if  for  no  other,  we  for  our  part  like  it 


A  PHANTOM  FORTUNE. 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

Mr.  Jesper  Todd,  calling  one  moridng 
at  the  lodgings  of  his  friend,  Tom  Kirtley, 
found  that  individual  in  his  easy-chair 
enjoying  an  after-breakfast  pipe.  Mr. 
Todd,  fresh  from  his  own  trim  home, 
thought  the  room  terribly  dingy  and  un- 
tidy. The  breakfast-things  were  still  on 
the  table,  the  dust  lay  thick  on  the  side- 
board, a  large  crose-bred  bull-terrier  slept 
in  a  corner  of  the  sofa,  and  Tom  Kirtley 's 
feet  occupied  the  only  spare  chair.    Mr. 


Charles  IHokene.] 


A  PHANTOM  FORTUNE. 


[December  9, 1898.]      563 


Todd  knew  not  where  to  put  his  hat ;  yet 
hia  friend  looked  up  at  him  with  the  smile 
of  a  perfectly  contented  man. 

'*  Ab,  old  fellow,"  he  said,  '<  can't  you 
find  a  place  for  your  hat  ?  Pat  it  down 
on  the  sofa.     Peter  won't  touch  it." 

But  Mr.  Todd  evidently  distrusted 
Peter,  for  he  kept  his  hat  in  his  hand. 

<'I  think,  Kirtley,"  he  said,  ''you  get 
worse,  and  I  am  sure  your  lodgings  do. 
There  was  certainly  a  hat-stand  in  the 
passage  the  last  time  I  was  here." 

**  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Kirtley,  "there  was ; 
but  I  advised  the  old  woman  to  sell  it. 
The  upstair  lodgers  would  play  at  first 
man  out  take  the  best  tile,  and  it  bred 
bad  blood.  But  sit  down  and  have  a 
smoke." 

Mr,  Todd  refused  to  smoke,  though  he 
took  the  chair  which  had  hitherto  sup- 
ported his  friend's  feet.  He  was,  he  said, 
on  his  way  to  a  meeting  of  the  committee 
of  Mr9.  Simpson  Porlock's  Society  for  the 
Promotion  of  Befinement  among  the 
Middle  Classes ;  and  though  that  body  had 
not  as  yet  passed  a  formal  resolution  on 
the  subject,  he  thought  the  general  feeling 
of  the  members  was  in  favour  of  putting 
down  the  use  of  tobacco. 

''Kate,"  he  concluded,  "wants  you  to 
come  and  lunch  with  us  to-morrow.  We 
have  a  meeting,  in  the  afternoon  in  con- 
nection with  the  society.  Mr.  Prater  Peck 
will  speak  on  '  Eefinement  in  the  School,' 
and  we  thought  that  you,  as  a  teacher, 
would  be  interested  in  the  subject." 

Mr.  Kirtley  smiled. 

"  Your  wife's  very  good,"  he  said,  and 
then  stopped. 

"WeU,  will  you  cornel"  asked  his 
friend. 

"Really,  old  fellow,"  replied  he,  "I 
don't  like  to  refuse,  though  that  kind  of 
thing  is  out  of  my  line  altogether;  but 
I'm  afraid  I  can't.  One  Mr.  John  Lynch, 
solicitor,  Silby-on  Stoar,  is  due  to  call  here 
at  eleven,  and  will  probably  want  me  all 
to-morrow.  You  didn't  know  I'd  come 
into  a  fortune  1 " 

"No;  have  you,  though  1"  said  Mr. 
Todd,  in  the  doubtful  tone  of  one  who 
suspects  at  least  exaggeration. 

"Yes,"  replied  his  friend.  ''None  of 
your  nineteen-guinea  legacies,  but  every 
penny  of  a  hundred  a  year  in  Consols. 
You  never  knew  my  great-aunt,  Mrs. 
Walker)  No  more  did  I,  but  she  must 
have  heard  of  me,  for  the  doubtless 
veracious  Lynch  of  Silby  says  she  has  left 
me  her  little  alL    We  broke  up  two  days 


ago.    His  letter  came  yesterday,  and  I'm 
going  to  retire." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mr.  Todd,  as  heartily  as 
his  somewhat  formal  manner  would  let 
him,  "I  am  delighted  to  hear  thip, 
Kirtley.  I  have  often  suspected  that  your 
sphere  of  labour  was  uncongenial  to  you. 
And  what  do  you  intend  tx>  do  now  1 " 

"Dof"  repeated  Mr.  Kirtley,  looking 
puzzled ;  "  do — why,  nothing,  of  course. 
That  i9,  if  you  mean  in  the  way  of  work. 
As  to  amusement,  I'm  game  for  anything 
within  the  compass  of  two  pounds  a  week. 
Just  at  present  I  think  I  shall  stay  in 
town  as  long  as  there  is  any  decent  cricket 
to  watch,  and  then  tramp  or  tricycle  about 
the  country  daring  the  autumn.  In  the 
winter  I  might  pop  over  to  Svreden  for 
some  skating  Living's  cheap  in  Stock- 
holm, and  the  fare  over  isn't  much." 

'♦But,"  remonstrated  Mr.  Todd,  "you 
surely  will,  after  your  holiday,  devote  your 
life  to  some  useful  objoctf  Why  not  go 
in  for  literature,  or  read  for  the  bar,  if  you 
object  to  teaching  9 " 

"  Why  not  ? "  replied  his  friend.  «'  Well, 
to  speak  in  parables,  do  you  think  an 
emancipated  cab-horse  with  the  chance  of 
kicking  up  his  heels  in  a  field  for  the  rest 
of  his  days  would  prefer  to  go  into  a 
training  stable  ?  Work  I  '  Why,  you  rich 
men,  with  the  fads  you  call  useful  occu- 
pations, don't  know  what  it  is.  When 
next  week's  dinners  depend  on  this  week's 
wages,  then  you  find  out  what  it  means. 
Besides,  the  crowd  round  the  ladders 
which  lead  to  fame  and  fortune  is  quite 
big  enough  without  me." 

"  But,"  persisted  Mr.  Todd,  "  you,  with 
your  abilities,  might  easily  pass  through 
the  crowd,  and  win  a  footing  on  a  ladder." 

"  Might  1 1 "  rejoined  the  other.  "  What 
if  my  toes  are  tender,  and  can't  stand  the 
preliminary  trampling  1  No,  no;  the 
crowd  looks  uncomfortable  and  the  ladders 
unsafe.  A  hundred  a  year  is  more  than 
my  share  of  the  common  stock,  and  I'll  be 
content  with  it." 

"  In  my  opinion,"  said  Mr.  Todd,  "  that 
spirit  of  content  has  been  your  greatest 
enemy.  You  were  satisfied  with  a  pass 
degree  at  Cambridge ;  you  cheerfully 
accepted  a  situation  at  ninety  pounds  a 
year,  and  now  for  ten  years  you  have 
contentedly  remained  in  it  without  even 
trying  to  raise  yourself  in  your  profession. 
Why,  your  salary  has  only  been  increased 
ten  pounds  a  year  in  all  that  time, 
though  I  have  often  advised  you  to  ask 
for  more.** 
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<•  When  yoa  kneir  yery  well,"  replied 
hia  friend,  laughing,  "  that  I  wain't  worth 
it.  No,  the  boBS  and  I  understood  each 
other  very  well.  He  took  the  worry  and 
the  profits ;  I  had  the  drudgery  and  the 
peace  of  mind.  Each  thought  he  had  the 
best  of  the  bargain." 

"Well,  then,"  persisted  Mr.  Todd, 
''  putting  ambition  on  one  side,  surely  you 
wUl  not  be  willing  to  lead  an  utterly 
useless  life.  Why  not  join  us  in  doing 
goodi  Mrs.  Todd  would  make  you  an 
asslstant-seeretary  directly." 

"  To  which  society  1  '*  asked  Mr.  Kirtley, 
with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye.  **Ds>n'c  you 
remember  when  your  wife  was  president 
of  the  Association  for  the  Prevention  of 
TouDg  Women  going  out  Alone,  I  ofifered 
my  services  as  an  escort^  and  she  wouldn't 
have  'em  1    Is  that  society  still  alive  1  '* 

"Well — er,  no;  not  exactly,"  replied 
Mr.  Todd.  "You  know  the  Dowager 
Countess  of  Featherly  took  it  up  because 
her  son  married  that  little  milliner  he 
used  to  meet  going  to  work  as  he  was 
going  to  bed ;  but  when  Featherly's  wife 
reformed  him,  the  Dowager  made  friends 
with  her,  and  then  turned  round  and 
ridiculed  the  society  so  much  that  we 
deemed  it  best  to  merge  it  in  a  more 
general  mission.  It  really  did  useful 
work,"  concluded  he,  with  a  sigh. 

"I  dare  say  it  did,"  rejoined  the  in- 
corrigible Kirtley,  "if  you  call  that  sort 
of  thing  useful.  Did  it  never  strike  you 
that  your  plan  of  finding  out  what  people 
like,  and  then  forming  a  society  to  put 
it  dowD,  would  bring  the  leisured  classes 
to  grief  if  you  were  strong  enough  to 
carry  out  your  fadsl  The  unmitigated 
dulness  of  his  life  would  drive  the  working 
man  to  desperation,  and  he'd  go  for 
you  and  yours  just  for  the  sake  of  a  little 
excitement." 

"  I  fear,"  said  Mr.  Todd,  with  the  smile 
of  conscious  superiority,  '*we  shall  never 
agree  upon  the  subject  of  philanthropic 
effort.  But  come  up  to  Highgate  as  soon 
as  you  have  settled  matters  with  Mr. 
Lynch,  and  Kate  shall  talk  to  you." 

Mr.  Kirtley  promised,  and  his  friend 
went  off  to  his  meeting. 

Tom  Kirtley  and  Jesper  Todd  were 
natives  of  the  same  provincial  town. 
Tom's  father,  whom  everybody  thought 
well-to-do,  sent  his  son  to  college,  and 
died  without  a  penny ;  Mr.  Todd,  senior, 
left  Jesper  two  thousand  a  year.  When 
Tom  took  a  situation  as  assistant  in  a 
private  school^  Jesper  came  to  London  to 


look  about  him.  He  found  and  married 
a  girl  with  a  fortune  nearly  equal  to  his 
own,  and  the  pair  had  for  ten  years 
devoted  most  of  their  energies  and  a  little 
of  their  money  to  trying  to  enter  '^  the 
best  society"  by  the  gate  of  pseado- 
philanthropy. 

They  flattered  themselves  they  had 
succeeded,  if  not  in  entering  the  gate, 
in  undermining  the  approaches.  They  I 
went  on  deputations  to  Home  Secretaries ; 
their  names  were  often  found  in  the 
obscurer  corners  of  newspapers;  occasionally 
their  societies  were  the  subject  of  a  scoff- 
Log  leaderette.  The  notoriety  hunter 
would  rather  be  scoffed  at  than  not 
noticed,  so  they  were  not  without  hope. 

On  the  departure  of  his  friend,  Mr. 
Kirtley  replaced  his  feet  on  the  chair,  re- 
filled his  pipe,  and  resumed  his  medi- 
tations. He  was  a  very  lazy  man,  and, 
strange  to  say,  knew  it.  He  did  not,  like 
most  of  his  kind,  blame  everything  but 
indolence  for  his  want  of  success  in  life. 
His  life  y^TM  rather  lonely;  disparity  of 
income  is,  after  all,  a  great  bar  to  friend- 
ship, and  as  the  friends  of  his  youth  rose 
in  the  social  scale  they  dropped  the  habit 
of  association  with  the  man  who  remained 
behind.  Tom  did  not  complain;  pros- 
perous men  rather  bored  him  than  other- 
wise, they  took  things  in  such  an  absurdly 
serious  way. 

As  ito  his  moral  character,  he  was  a 
good-natured  soul  enough,  though  far  too 
indolent  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  do  a  kind- 
ness. His  dog  he  had  picked  a^,  a  lost 
puppy,  and  he  was  very  fond  of  it ;  but 
had  it  died,  his  joy  at  being  free  from  the 
trouble  it  gave — a  fighting  bull-terrier  is  s 
pet  not  exjictly  suited  to  London  lodgings 
— would  probably  have  equalled  his  grief 
at  its  loss. 

His  tastes  were  simple,  and  his  habits, 
even  when  on  pleasure  bent,  economical 
He  had  just  decided  that  he  would  devote 
his  savings,  which  he  now  felt  jastified  in 
spending,  to  a  long  walking  tour,  when 
Mr.  Lynch  arrived. 

The  attorney  was  a  rubicund,  cheertul- 
looking  personage — quite  the  right  sort  of 
man  to  arrange  the  transfer  of  a  good 
legacy  from  a  not  too  near  relative.  Tom 
guessed  from  his  manner  that  his  clienu 
were  mostly  farmers  and  small  tradesmen. 

"All  the  better  for  me,"  thought  he. 
"  Won't  charge  so  much  as  a  regular  tip- 
top adviser  to  the  county  families." 

''Mr.  Kirtley,  I  presume,"  began  the 
lawyer.     "Allow  me  to  congratulate  you, 
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sir.  If  yoa  have  no  objection,  will  yon 
eall  in  yonr  landlady  jast  to  give  formal 
evidence  of  your  identity  ?  Yon  liave 
Uved  liere  eight  years,  1  bBlievel  Q'lite 
BO ;  thank  tou." 

The  landlady  was  sammoned  and  said 
what  was  required^  whereupon  Mr.  Lynch 
continued : 

"Can  yoa  oblige  me  by  being  at  the 
Bank  at  ten  to-morrow  1  Eather  an  in- 
conveniently early  hoar  for  a  Londoner,  I 
fear  " — Mr.  Ljnch  had  a  fixed  idea,  pro- 
bably based  on  his  own  habits  when  in 
town,  that  all  Londoners  went  to  bed  at 
two  a.m. — "  but  I  like  to  combine  pleasare 
with  bosiness  on  these  little  expeditions, 
and  want  to  go  to  the  Oval  afterwards.  I 
love  a  bit  of  good  cricket" 

•'  So  do  I,  Mr.  Lynch,"  rejoined  Tom, 
"and  I  intended  to  look  for  it  to-morrow 
at  the  same  place,  so  yoai  time  will  jast 
sait  me." 

"  Won't  yon  stop,"  he  went  on  as  the 
attorney  rose  to  go,  ''  and  have  something 
to  eat  1  Yoa  must  be  ready  for  it  after 
your  joamey.  I  have  some  decent  stout 
on  draught  in  the  comer  there,  and  they 
wDl  cook  as  a  steak  in  no  time." 

Mr.  Lynch's  merry  eye  glistened  as  he 
replied  : 

"Toank  you,  Mr.  Ktrtley ;  but  I  confess 
I  am  peckish,  and  stout  and  steak  to  equal 
the  London  articles  we  can't  get  in  the 
country.  Why,  I  don't  know,  but  so  it  is. 
Cricketer  yourself,  sir ) " 

"  When  I'm  not  too  lazy,"  replied  Tom, 
and  then  they  talked  cricket  till  the  steak 
was  ready.  After  it  had  been  eaten,  Mr. 
Lynch  again  prepared  to  depart ;  but  the 
pair  were  on  capital  terms  by  this  time, 
and  Tom  detained  him,  saying  : 

"  Sit  down,  man,  and  have  a  smoke.  I 
want  to  talk  to  you  about  that  legacy. 
You  know,  I  never  saw  my  great-aunt 
Walker.    I  suppose  you  knew  her  well  1 " 

*'  I  thought  I  did,"  replied  the  attorney ; 
"but,  to  tell  the  truth,  her  will  surprised 
me." 

"Indeed!"  said  Tom.  "Then  I  sup- 
pose I  was  not  her  nearest  relation  t " 

"  Wei),''  said  the  attorney,  hesitating, 
''  in  the  eye  of  the  law  you  were.  Bat — 
but  the  late  Mr.  Walker  left  two  offspring. 
The  widow,  strange  to  say,  on  her  husband's 
death  forty  years  ago,  took  these  offspring,  a 
boy  and  a  girl,  to  live  with  her,  and  every- 
body thoaght  she  would  leave  them  her 
money.  But  it's  my  belief  that  she  hated 
them — a  precious  life  she  led  them  both, 
I've  heard  since  her  death — and  this  was 


her  revenge  on  them,  their  mother,  and 
their — well,  to  strain  a  point,  call  him 
father." 

"  Then  I  presume,"  said  Tom,  "  that  my 
great-aunt  was  not  exactly  an  amiable 
character." 

"  There  are  people,"  replied  Mr.  Lynch 
enigmatically,  "  of  whom,  when  alive,  the 
law  of  slander,  and  when  dead,  custom, 
forbids  us  to  speak  our  minds.  I  am  very 
much  afraid,  sir,  Mrs.  Walker  was  one  of 
them." 

"But,  Mr.  Lynch,"  asked  Tom,  "how 
are  these  cff^pring,  as  you  call  them, 
situated!  Forty  years  ago.  Why,  they 
must  be  middle-aged  now." 

"  Over  fifty,  both  of  them,"  replied  Mr. 
Lynch.  '  B  it  it  is  a  sad  story.  The  nian 
is  paralysed  and  half  imbecile.  The  woman, 
though  devoted  to  her  brother,  is  a  poor, 
helpless  creature  and  not  much  more  agree- 
able to  those  around  her  than  her  late, 
shall  we  say,  stepmother  1  They  must  go 
into  the  House  now,  I  suppose ;  the  man 
anyhow  won't  cost  the  ratepayers  much ; 
he'll  die,  sure  as  eggs,  if  they  separate  him 
from  his  sister,  as  they  probably  will  do." 
Tom  Ktrtley  was  silent  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  then  he  said  : 

"  You  have  taken  me  quite  by  surprise, 
Mr.  Lynch.  I  had  no  idea  that  there  was 
anything  of  this  kind  in  the  wind.  Can't 
something  be  done  for  them  1 " 

'  There  was  some  ta^k  down  at  Silby," 
replied  Mr.  Lynch,  "of  getting  thirty 
families  or  so  to  subscribe  a  shilling  a  week 
each.  Bat  you  know  how  that  sort  of 
thing  generally  ends ;  first  one  drops  out, , 
and  then  another ;  better  let  them  go  on 
the  parish  at  once  th%n  come  to  it  in  the 
end." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Tom,  after  another  pause, 
"  the  old  woman  had  left  them  this  money. 
I  hate  work,  Mr.  Lynch,  and  had  intended 
to  do  no  more,  but  I  don't  like  the  idea 
of  that  poor  paralysed  beggar  going  to  the 
workhouse.  I  suppose  I  must  try  and  do 
something  for  them." 

"I  don't  think,"  said  the  attorney, 
"they  have  much  claim  on  you,  Mr. 
Ktrtley.  A  man  can  hardly  be  expected 
to  provide  for  the  illegitimate  offspring  of 
his  great-uncle  by  marriaga" 

**No,"  replied  Tom.  "It's  not  that. 
It's  not  their  claim  but  my  own  peace  of 
mind  I'ln  thinking  of.  How  much  a 
week  do  you  think  they  could  manage 
with  I " 

"Well,"  said  the  attorney  thoughtfolly, 
'they  had  every  material  comfort  in  your 


566       [December  9, 1  98.] 


ALL  THE  YEAR  ROUND. 


[Oondiustod  by 


aunt's  hoiue.  She  had  a  good  income, 
though  the  bulk  of  her  property  reverts  to 
some  distant  relatives  of  her  husband  in 
Canada.  It  was,  if  I  may  say  so  without 
offence,  as  an  expert  in  the  malicious  use 
of  the  tongue  that  she  took  it  out  of  them. 
I  don't  think,  considering  what  they  have 
been  used  to,  that  they  would  be  comfort- 
able with  less  than  thirty  shillings  a  we^k 
Poverty  is,  after  all,  but  a  relative  term." 

'^Qaite  light,  Mr.  Lynch,"  assented 
Tom ;  *'l  found  that  out  when  my  poor 
father  died  and  my  allowance  stopped.  It 
took  me  a  year  or  two  to  find  out  how  to 
rub  along  on  my  salary.  Will  the  Canadian 
people  do  anything  % " 

"  Too  pious,"  was  the  reply. 

*' Then,"  said  Ton>,  <'I  think  I  had  better 
turn  this  money  over  to  them  and  have 
done  with  it." 

**  No,  no,  my  dear  sfri"  said  the  attorney, 
*'  don't  do  that  In  the  first  place,  they 
are  not  fit  to  have  the  absolute  control  of 
such  a  sum,  and  in  the  second,  even  if  you 
are  generous  enough  to  let  them  have  the 
benefit  of  it  during  their  lifetime  youjwill 
in  all  probability  survive  them,  and  might 
as  well  have  the  reversion.  Meet  me  at  the 
Bank  as  we  arranged,  and  in  the  meantime 
think  it  over." 

So  saying  Mr.  Lynch  departed,  and 
Tom  did  t&nk  it  over.  The  longer  he 
thought,  the  more  he  felt  that  it  would  be 
what  in  his  rough-and-ready  system  of 
ethics  he  called  ''a  dirty  trick"  to  take 
the  money. 

'*  Bother  the  old  woman ! "  he  said  to 
himself.  ''Why  couldn't  she  leave  her 
money  to  those  who  expected  it  ?  Can't 
let  that  poor  beggar  go  to  the  work- 
house, anyway.  Wish  L}nch  had  held  his 
tongue  and  left  me  in  blissful  ignorance. 
Let  me  see,  now.  The  dividend  will  be  a 
hundred  and  one  pounds  five ;  had  better 
do  the  thing  well  if  I  do  it  at  all ;  what 
with  medical  comforts^  etc.,  thirty-five  bob 
a  week  won't  leave  'em  much  to  squander 
foolishly.  I'll  give  them  that,  and  keep 
the  odd  ten  pounds  for  'baccy  and  emer- 
gencies. Dare  say  Lynch  will  consent  to 
be  almoner.    He  seems  a  good  sort." 

With  this  he  dismissed  the  subject  from 
his  mind,  and  in  the  morning  told  Mr. 
Lynch  the  resolution  he  had  formed. 
The  attorney  did  not  attempt  to  persuade 
him  to  change  his  mind,  and  refused  to 
charge  anything  for  his  professional 
services  in  the  affair.  The  pair  spent  the 
day  together,  and  parted  the  best  of 
friends. 


According  to  his  promise  Tom  went 
next  day  to  the  house  of  his  friend,  Mr. 
Jesper  Todd.  He  found  that  philanthro- 
pist and  his  wife  at  afternoon  tea,  and  for 
once  in  a  way  there  were  no  visiton 
present 

"Well,  Kirtley,"  began  Mr,  Todd, 
''  what  about  the  legacy  !  " 

"  There  isn't  any  legacy,"  replied  Tom, 
"  or  at  least  only  the  shreds  of  one,"  and 
he  explained  the  eircumstancea  of  the 
case. 

<'  I  wish,"  he  said  in  conclusion,  ''  the 
power  of  making  wills  was  taken  away 
from  spiteful  old  women." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Todd  looked  at  each  other 
rather  guiltily.  The  fact  was,  Mrs.  Todd's 
money  had  come  from  a  spiteful  old 
woman  to  whom  she  had  been  companion, 
and  whose  crowd  of  needy  relatives  had 
said  nasty  things  about  her  will. 

*<  Don't  you  think,  Kirtley,"  safd  Mr. 
Todd  to  change  the  subject,  "that  you 
have  been  rather  rashi  How  do  you 
know  this  man  Lynch's  tale  was  true  %  " 

"  Oh  1  I  know  a  liar  when  I  see  him," 
replied  Tom  lightly.  "Lynch  is  a  real 
good  sort.  Insisted  on  taking  me  to  the 
match  yesterday,  and  stood  dinner,  and 
the  play  afterwards.  I'm  off  to  Siiby 
next  week  to  stay  with  him  for  a  month, 
and  make  the  acquaintance  of  my 
pensioners." 

After  this  it  was  clearly  no  use  main- 
taining that  Mr.  Lynch  might  be  a 
swindler,  so  Mrs.  Todd  expressed  a  hope 
that  Mr.  Kirtley  might  find  his  pensioners 
worthy  of  his  bounty. 

Mr.  Kirtley  laughed. 

"Oh!  I  don't  expect  that,"  he  said. 
"The  man's  a  malicious  idiot,  and  the 
woman  drinks  a  little.  But  you  can't 
wonder  at  it  after  the  life  they've  led." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Todd  both  descanted 
upon  this  flagrant  neglect  of  the  first 
principle  of  all  true  charity — worthiness 
in  the  recipient ;  but  they  produced  little 
effect  on  Tom,  who  remarked,  as  if  In 
excuse  of  what  he  had  done,  that  the  pair 
would  probably  die  soon. 

"  You  say  that,  Mr.  Kirtley,"  said  Mrs. 
Todd  severely,  "almost  as  if  you  hoped 
they  would." 

"Hope  they  will!"  echoed  Tom.  "Of 
course  I  hope  they  will ;  why  should  I 
wish  them  to  live  1  Bat  I  must  go  now, 
as  I'm  due  to  see  Lynch  off  from  King's 
Gross  at  six-thirty." 

When  he  had  gone,  his  two  friends 
shook  their  heads  over  hfm  sadly,  and 
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remarked  feeliogly  on  Ub  heardessness. 
They  agreed  that  it  would  have  been 
qnite  the  proper  thing  to  allow  the 
wretched  creatures  to  go  to  the  workhouse, 
where  the  woman's  love  of  drink  could 
have  been  put  under  control,  but  to  ex- 
press a  wish  for  their  death  was  an  outrage 
on  the  decency  of  conversation. 

Perhaps  it  was;  but  on  the  whole  it  was 
lucky  for  Mr.  Walker's  unhappy  o£Fspring 
that  Mrs.  Walker  left  her  money  to  a  man 
who  picked  his  words  less  carefully  than 
Mr.  Jesper  Todd. 

THE    OLD   YEAR. 

All  its  waning:  days  are  counted. 

All  its  few  decaying  houra, 
Sacred  to  the  wont  and  custom 

Of  this  busy  world  .of  ours. 

With  his  strong  hand  drooping  palely. 

With  his  laurel  garland  sere ; 
On  the  threshold  of  his  death-day> 

Sadly  stands  the  poor  old  year. 

Hush,  the  sobbing  winds  are  saying. 

Sweeping  over  glen  and  lea ; 
Hush,  the  oranches  murmur,  clashing 

High  on  every  leafless  tree. 

Hush,  the  river  murmur?,  ice-bound, 
Stealing  to  the  sheltered  dell ; 

Earth  and  sky  and  life  are  sighing. 
Time  is  over,  say  farewell. 


THE  TWO  BOSTONS. 


A  MUCH  larger  nnmber  of  Englishmen 
know  Boston,  Massachusetts,  than  know 
Boston,  Lincolnshire,  and  the  reasons  for 
this  are  plain«  There  is  the  still  prevalent 
notion  amongst  travelling  Britons  that 
their  own  country  needs  but  little  atten- 
tion at  their  hands.  .  There  is  still  the 
fine  old  crusted  belief  that  LiDColnehire  is 
a  county  of  swamp  and  ague,  unendowed 
with  scenic  or  any  other  attractions;  a 
belief  fostered  by  the  fact  that  until  within 
the  last  year  there  was  no  Lincolnshire 
guide-book  worthyof  the  name. 

Yet  there  is  hardly  a  patch  of  original 
fenland  in  the  whole  county ;  and  although 
it  cannot  be  classed  amongst  the  beautiful 
counties  of  England,  there  are  attractive 
pastoral  bits  about  the  Wolds,  there  is  a 
picturesqueness  and  originality  about  the 
flat  lands  which  impresses  every  visitor 
who  recognises  its  unique  character  so  far 
as  our  country  is  concerned ;  each  of  its 
chief  towns  abounds  with  historical  and 
antiquarian  interest,  and  there  is  no 
happier  hunting-ground  in  all  England  for 
the  ecclesiologist. 

The  two  Bostons,  unlike  as  they  are  to 


each  other  in  their  general  characteristics, 
and  particularly  in  their  surroundings, 
have  points  of  resemblance  in  common. 
As  a  body  corporate,  the  American 
child  has  long  since  outstripped  the 
English  parent,  and,  after  passing  through 
a  period  of  scholastic,  reserved,  and,  it 
must  be  added,  priggish  stand-offishness,  is 
now  striding  ahead  amongst  the  foremost 
commercial  and  industrial  centres  of  the 
States.  The  parent  threatened  to  drift 
for  a  while  into  helpless  senility  when  the 
foreign  trade,  which  had  hitherto  been 
monopolised  by  the  Eastern  ports  of 
England,  was,  by  the  rise  and  developement 
of  Amerioa,  transferred  to  the  Western, 
but  Boston  was  of  too  sturdy  a  foundation 
to  be  killed  by  a  mere  accident;  new 
channels  of  trade  have  been  opened  of 
recent  years,  and  an  American  visitor 
i»hom  we  met  at  the  **  Peacock"  was  quite 
disappointed. 

"  What  did  you  expect  to  find  % "  we 
asked. 

*^  Well,  I  guessed  I  should  find  a  dead, 
cobwebby  sort  of  old  place,  and  it's  so  con- 
foundedly lively." 

In  Lincolnshire  Boston  we  do  not  find 
ourselves  in  that  faint,  sad  light  of  other 
days  which  impresses  us  so  profoundly  in 
the  towns  of  that  other  English  marsh- 
land on  the  South  Coast,  such  as  Sandwich, 
or  E^e,  or  Eomney,  or  Lydd.  He  who 
has  worked  his  way  upwards  through  the 
Cambridgeshire  fens,  by  such  towns  as 
Samsey,  Whitllesea,  Thomey,  and  Crow- 
landi  and  who  anticipates  at  Boston  a 
repetition  of  their  silence  and  lifelessness, 
will  be  agreehbly  disappointed. 

Improved  communications  both  with 
sea  and  land,  the  formation  of  new  docks, 
the  developement  of  new  industries,  have 
given  it  a  new  lease  of  life ;  it  is  a  brisk, 
cheerful  place,  and  although  it  may  never 
attain  again  to  the  proud  position  it  once 
occupied,  that  of  being  the  third  port  in 
the  kingdom,  it  should  have  a  great  future 
before  it. 

Not  that  Old  Boston  has  followed  the 
example  of  many  other  resuscitated  towns, 
and  has  cast  off  from  head  to  foot  her 
ancient  clothing  in  exchange  for  newer 
raiment,  which  she  has  not  yet  learned  to 
wear  with  ease  and  grace.  There  is  plenty 
of  Old  Boston  left.  There  are  streets  and 
lanes  leading  off  from  the  market-place, 
and  down  by  the  waterside,  in  which  not 
a  house  is  less  than  a  century  old,  and 
which  can  show  many  dating  back  to  the 
days  of  old  merchant-princes  like  the  Le 
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Spaynei,  the  Kymes,  and  the  HoBseys, 
"When  Bo&toQ  had  a  large  trade  in  wine, 
corn,  and  woollens,  not  only  with  Germany, 
and  Flanders,  and  France,  bat  with  the 
great  religions  honses  in  all  the  neighbour- 
ing counties. 

Qaaint  old  street  names  such  as  Gaunt 
(Ghent)  Lane,  Wrangle,  Wormgate,  Prove 
Lane,  and  Packhouse  Q^ay,  meet  us  every- 
where. Links  with  the  past  are  continually 
reminding  us  that  the  revival  movement  is 
quite  modern.  The  gable  end  of  the  old 
Saint  Mary's  Gaild  House,  in  South  Street, 
still  retaining  its  fine  Perpendicular  win- 
dow, recalls  the  proud  days  of  old  when  the 
town  was  ruled  by  its  guilds,  the  others 
being  Saint  Botolph's,  Corpus  Christi,  Saint 
George's,  Saints  Peter  and  Paul,  and  the 
Holy  Trinity.  Of  these  the  names  attached 
to  streets  remain,  but  nothing  more. 

Close  by  is  the  fine  old  Shod&iars  Hall, 
part,  it  is  said,  of  an  old  monastery.  In 
Sibsey  Lane,  off  South  Street,  are  the 
remains  of  the  old  gaol,  which  in  turn 
succeeded  the  powerful  Dominican  founda- 
tion— a  row  of  sturdy  arches  with  dosdy 
barred  windows  and  stout  doors.  From 
this  old  relic  we  enter  a  little  square  of 
eighteenth-century  houses,  occupying  the 
site  of  part  of  thel  friary  close,  and  much 
visited  by  antiquaries  for  the  sake  of  the 
fine  gravestone,  built  into  a  house  wall,  of 
Wisselus,  of  Smalenburgb,  who  died  iir  1 340, 
no  doubt  one  of  the  **  Esterllngs  "  to  whom 
the  town  owed  so  much  of  its  prosperity. 

Farther  along  South  Street,  towards  the 
Docks,  we  pass  under  massive  iron  gates 
bearing  the  town  arms — a  bull  (anaccount- 
ably  described  as  a  ram  couchant)  on  a 
woolsack,  and  three  ducal  coronet?,  with 
two  mermaids  as  supporters — and  crossing 
the  '*  Mart  Yard,"  where  once  the  famous 
Saint  Botolph's  Fair  was  held,  come  to  the 
old  Grammar  School,  built  in  1567. 

Although  South  Street  leads  to  the 
Docks,  it  has  distinctly  an  old-world  air 
about  it.  It  runs  by  the  side  of  the 
Witham,  past  ranges  of  old  warehouses, 
and  grass-grown  quays,  and  dusty  little 
low-browed  fnns  with  nautical  sign?,  and 
here  and  there  a  fine  old  residence  in  its 
pleasant  garden;  so  that  without  much 
straining  of  the  imagination  we  can  picture 
the  scenes  of  excitement  and  animation 
hereabouts  when  the  Esterling  ships  came 
sailing  up  with  goods  for  the  fair,  and  the 
purveyors  from  the  great  abbeys  came 
ambling  in  to  purchase  their  winter 
stores  of  sound  wine  and  stout  woollens. 

No  brand-new  hotel  has  yet  supplanted 


the  "  Peacock  " — a  study  in  itself  of  old- 
world  domeatic  construction,  full  of  quaint 
little  rooms,  dark  corners,  odd,  aneven 
passages,  and  meaningless-looking  stair- 
cases; and  with  a  panelled  coffee-room,  con- 
taining a  carved  oaken  chimney*piece  ol 
the  same  character  as,  but  more  elaborate 
than  that  which  used  to  be  in  the  chop- 
room  of  the  old  **  Cock  Tavern  "  in  Fleet 
Street. 

The  glory  of  Boston  is  the  church 
dedicated  to  Saint  Botolpb,  who  ahares 
with  Saint  Nicholas  the  distinction  of 
being  the  patron  of  mariners;  and  the  I 
glory  of  Boston  Charch  is  its  t>wer,  known 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  fen- 
land  as  Boston  Stump. 

From  afar  Boston  Stump  prodaima  the 
whereabouts  of  Boston.  The  mariner  at 
sea  strains  his  eyes  for  its  guiding  finger. 
The  fen  men  for  miles  around  base  their 
weather  prognostications  upon  the  clear- 
ness or  obscurity  of  its  appearance.  The 
pedestrian  and  the  wheelman  far  away  on 
the  straight,  dusty  fen-land  roads,  make 
for  it  just  as  in  the  old  wayfaring  days  did 
pilgrims,  packmen,  and  pedlars,  toiling 
along  the  monk-built  causewaysi  which  at 
rare  intervals  stretched  across  the  ^d, 
weird,  lone  expanse  of  quaking  bog.  A 
thing  of  beauty  of  which  the  eye  never 
wearies  is  Boston  Stump.  Three  grand 
storeys  surmounted  by  a  graceful  octagon 
lantern,  formed  by  arches  turned  diagonally 
over  the  angles  of  the  tower^  spring  to  a 
height  of  two  hundred  and  sixty-three  feet 
from  foundations,  courses  of  which  have 
been  found  to  extend  under  the  river-bed. 

In  the  third  storey  formerly  hung  the 
great  beacon  lamp,  but  when  the  octagon  was 
added  the  lamp  was  placed  therein,  and 
the  third  storey  became  a  belfey.  The 
somewhat  gaunt  and  bare  appearance  of 
its  great  arches,  unrelieved  by  transom  or 
tracery,  still  point  to  its  original  usa  The 
tower  was  commenced  on  Palm  Sunday, 
1309,  and  finished  in  five  years — thoroughly 
fiaished,  too,  for  not  a  flaw  or  crack  is 
perceptible  in  the  masonry  from  top  to 
bottom. 

The  church  itself  may  be  described  as 
vast  and  imposing,  rather  than  beautiful 
Time  and  the  hands  of  men  have  dealt 
hardly  with  it.  01  its  famous  stained 
glass,  hardly  a  fragment  remains;  of  its 
numerous  brasses,  only  one  or  two  are 
now  to  be  seen ;  the  beautiful  choir  stalls 
have  but  recently  had  their  canopies  re- 
placed ;  the  rood  loft  has  been  destroyed ; 
very  few  of  the  numerous  monumenti  to 


OhftrleB  DiolcenB.] 


THE  TWO   EOSTONS. 


IDecember  9, 1608.]      569 


Church  dignitaries  and  old  Boston  mer- 
chant-princes, for  which  it  was  renowned, 
exist;  and  the  modern  chime  of  bells 
harmonise  bat  poorly  with  the  magnificent 
tower  in  which  they  are  hang. 

A  very  striking  view  of  the  height  of 
the  tower  may  be  had  by  standing  beneath 
the  vault  and  looking  upwards  to  the  base 
of  the  third  storey— an  unbroken  vista  of 
smooth,  fresh  -  looking  stone,  delicately 
carved  and  moulded  into  a  most  har- 
monious and  graceful  "  tout-ensemble." 
Small  wonder  is  it  that  Americans  flock 
to  Old  Boston  in  such  numbers.  In  the 
town-hal),  no  doubt  Brewster  and  his  com- 
panion Pilgrim  Fathers  were  brought  up 
before  the  magistrates,  after  the  frustration 
of  their  projected  escape  from  Laud's  per- 
secution to  Holland.  Of  the  original' 
founders  of  New  Boston,  who  sailed  with 
Winthrop  in  1630,  John  Cotton  was 
Vicar  of  Old  Boston,  Atherton  Hough  was 
mayor,  Bellingham  was  recorder,  Leverett 
was  alderman;  three  Boston  men  became 
governors  of  Massachusetts,  and  one, 
Coddington  by  name,  was  known  as  the 
«<  father  of  Ehode  Island." 

At  any  rate,  it  is  a  subject  of  common 
remark  in  Boston  that  American  visitors 
not  only  require  no  guides  about  the  town, 
but  seem  to  know  very  much  more  about 
its  ins  and  outs  and  prominent  features 
than  the  majority  of  natives,  go  direct  to 
all  the  points  of  interest,  and  have  the 
histories  of  them  at  their  tongues'  ends. 

In  one  respect  Old  Boston  is  very  much 
less  attractive  than  its  namesake  across 
the  Atlantia  Its  natural  surroundings 
are  decidedly  unlovely  and  uninteresting. 
Approached  from  any  quarter  the  prospect 
is  the  same.  Fiat  land,  unbroken  by  the 
merest  pimple  of  a  hil',  stretching  as  far 
as  the  eye  cati  range;  every  acre  of  it 
cultivated  to  the  highest  pitch  of  perfection ; 
the  monotony  of  the  scene  varied  only 
by  an  occasional  clump  of  wind-tossed 
trees,  or  a  minaret-topped  windmill,  or 
a  cluster  of  heavily-thatched  cottages 
round  about  one  of  the  bridges  which 
cross  the  innumerable  dykes  by  which  the 
country  is  intersected  in  all  directions,  or 
by  one  of  the  stately  church  towers  for 
which  the  county  is  famed. 

Straight  as  arrows  run  the  fen-land 
roads,  raised  high  upon  banks  of  luxuriant 
grass  above  the  dykes  of  which  the  dark 
motionless  water  is  rich  with  crowfoot,  and 
brook-limes,  and  meadow-sweet,  and  the 
great  blue  water  forget-me-not.  In  the 
more  sequestered  regions  we  may  meet 


with  some  of  the  ancient  feathered  inhabi- 
tants of  fen-land,  with  the  sharp-billed, 
shrieking  curlew,  the  white-tailed  sand- 
piper, the  bullying  Norway  crows,  the 
heron,  and  black-backed  gulls,  but  the 
roar  of  the  Lincolnshire  agricultural 
machinery  seems  to  have  frightened  them 
away  from  more  frequented  districts,  and 
the  solemn  stillness  of  the  air,  even  during 
the  spring  months,  is  remarkable. 

But  he  who  thinks  to  see  a  relic  of 
primitive  fen  hereabouts  will  be  disap- 
pointed. The  new  lease  of  life  taken  by 
Boston  after  its  decay  seemed  assured, 
when  the  discovery  of  America  led  to  a 
transfer  of  trade  from  Ea^t  to  West,  when 
the  Elver  Witham  began  to  silt  up,  when 
the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries  deprived 
Boston  merchants  of  a  most  valuable  outlet 
for  their  trade,  is  distinctly  reflected  in 
the  country  around.  The  men  are  fine, 
stalvrart  fellows,  the  women  fresh-coloured, 
and  the  children  no  longer  prematurely 
crippled  with  ague,  rheumatism,  and  the 
other  ills  inseparable  from  life  in  a  marshy 
country.  The  cottages  are  neat  and  clean, 
beggars  are  rare,  indeed  during  ten  dayf, 
tramping  through  the  fen-country,  we  did 
not  meet  one. 

Na  He  who  comes  hither  in  search 
of  the  picturesque  is  doomed  to  disap- 
pointment, but  the  human  interest  of  the 
land  is  intense. 

Fresh  from  Old  Bostor,  the  huge  Massa- 
chusetts city  becomes  invested  with  double 
interest  in  the  eyes  of  the  traveller.  Great 
as  is  the  change  which  has  been  wrought 
in  Old  Boston  during  the  past  quarter  of  a 
century,  still  more  remarkable  is  that 
which  has  affected  the  American  city. 
When  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  essentially 
the  "doyen"  of  Boston,  first  attracted 
the  world  to  his  Breakfast  Table,  Boston 
stood  aloof  from  the  other  cities  of  the 
States,  prided  itself  upon  the  exclusive 
and  almost  aristocratic  tone  of  its  society, 
and  upon  its  character  as  an  oasis^  of 
culture  and  intellectual  refinement  amidst 
a  bald,  prosaic  desert,  wherein  men  drove 
themselves  crazy  with  the  '*auri  sacra 
fames."  Poets,  thinkers,  dilettanti, 
found  in  the  stately  saloons  of  Old 
Beacon  Street  a  congenial  atmosphere 
which  was  denied  them  in  Madison 
Avenue  and  Walnut  Street;  and  in  old- 
world  houses  which  might  have  been 
transplanted  bodily  from  some  old-world 
Eoglish  provincial  town,  the  chosen  people 
— that  is,  the  ecions  of  old  Knickerbocker 
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and  New  England  famOiei,  and  the  men 
and  women  of  cnltore— met  together  to 
ennb  the  oaMde  money-grabbers,  to  pat 
each  other  on  the  ehonlder,  and  to  elory 
in  the  fate  which  bad  made  them  reaiaenti 
in  the  Hnb  of  the  Univerge. 

Bat  much  of  this  feeling  has  been  swept 
away  in  the  inexorable  torrent  of  the 
World's  Progress.  Your  latest  made 
Boston  citiz  m  still  cdls  his  city  the  Hab, 
bat  he  is  maoh  too  practical  and  f ar-sfghted 
a  man  to  believe  it  to  ba  so  in  its  original 
sense.  Boston  has  become  not  only 
essentially  a  city  of  business,  bat  actaally 
it  has  become  a  city  of  Irishmen.  The 
proud  old  families,  tracing  their  descent  to 
East  Anglian  families,  who  once  raled  the 
roast,  have  been  edged  into  the  side  paths, 
whilst  the  Irish  Mayor  and  the  Iiish 
Councillors,  and  their  following  of  Iiiah 
merchants,  tradesmen,  and  rowdies,  swarm 
down  the  high-road,  yelling  what  a  quarter 
of  a  century  ago  would  have  been  accounted 
absolute  heresy. 

Still,  the  first  remark  made  by  the 
English  visitor  to  Boston  is,  "How  Eogliah 
it  all  looks  1 "  The  lines  upon  which  the 
old  Colonists  planned  their  town — that  is 
to  say,  after  the  good  Old  Country  fashion, 
upon  no  lines  at  all,  but  anyhow,  higgle- 
de-piggledy,  just  where  a  choice  lot  pro- 
truded itself  in  front  of  the  Puritan  nose — 
are  still  followed  in  the  heart  of  the  city 
proper;  and  the  English  visitor  notes, 
perhaps  for  the  first  time  during  his 
exploration  of  American  cities,  winding 
streets  intersected  by  innumerable  lanes, 
and  alleys,  and  footways,  breaking  out 
occasionally  into  squares,  or  circles,  or 
triangles,  just  as  he  left  behind  him  in  old 
London  City.  I 

Moreover,  the  existence  of  the  Common 
in  the  very  midst  of  everything  increases 
the  illusion  of  being  in  England,  par- 
ticularly when  we  look  at  that  part  of 
Beacon  Street  which  fronts  it,  and  remem- 
ber to  have  seen  the  twin  brethren  of 
these  old,  white  window-framed,  quaintly 
portalled,  big-chimneyed  house?,  in  many 
a  quiet  old  English  tovirn,  and  in  every 
old-fashioned  London  suburb,  and  when 
we  look  up  at  the  big  elm-trees  on  the 
Tremont  Street  side  and  recognise  at  once 
their  nationality. 

Of  course  the  American  street  is  there. 
Directly  Beacon  Street  quits  the  Park,  and 
gets  on  to  the  reclaimed  land  of  the  Back 
Bay,  it  becomes  straight,  broad,  new,  and 
magnificent.  Commonwealth  and  Columbus 
Avenues  are  simply  lines  of  palaces,  and 


in  every  direction  are  springing  np  straight 
streets  of  splendid  mansions,  which  take 
us  widi  a  very  sadden  and  long  jamp  from 
tJie  seventeenth  to  the  nineteenth  caniuxiee. 
Let  it  be  recorded  to  the  credit  of  the 
Bostonlans  that  they  treasure  fondly  the 
relics  which  have  come  down  to  them  £rom 
the  old  days.  The  old  State  Honse  still 
stands  midway  between  State  and  Court 
Streets.  These  were  christened  King  and 
Qieen  Streets,  and  the  Boyal  Arms  shone 
upon  the  State  House — or,  as  it  was 
known,  the  Town  Hoose — summit;  bat 
who  can  blame  patriotic  Bostonians  for 
wiping  away  names  which  meant  bat 
bullying  and  injustice  to  them,  and  for 
leaving  Lion  and  Unicom  with  nothing  to 
take  care  of  9 

StUl  stands  Faneuil  Hall,  buHt  in  1742, 
and  called  the  '*  Cradle  of  Liberty  "  from 
the  patriotic  meetings  which  were  held 
within  its  walls  during  the  War  of  Ldde- 
pendence ;  and,  strange  to  say,  close  to  it 
the  statue  of  Winthrop,  the  first  personal 
embodiment  of  that  Boyal  poorer  which 
was  to  be  hurled  down  with  such  a  rude 
crash.  Still  stands  the  old  King's  Chapel, 
with  unchanged  title,  whereto  proceeded 
in  due  state  on  Sunday  mornings  their 
Excellencies  and  the  ^lite  of  the  old 
Boston  courtly  society,  and  the  old  King's 
Chapel  burial-ground,  dating  from  1630. 
Still  stands  the  Old  South  Church  in  the 
very  busiest  and  noisiest  part  of  Boston's 
busiest  and  noisiest  street,  and  on  a  tablet 
over  the  entrance  we  read:  ''Old  South. 
Ohurch  gathered  1669.  First  House  built 
1620.  This  House  erected  1729.  Dese- 
crated by  British  Troops  1775-6." 

More  than  one  attempt  has  been  made 
to  remove  it  in  sacrifice  to  the  Jaggemantii 
of  Business,  but  Boston's  doughtiest  cham- 
pions, Dr.  Holmes  and  Mr/LoweUi  raised 
their  voices  with  such  effect  on  its  behalf 
th&t  it  has  been  spared,  and  a  "JSfew  Old 
South  "  has  been  fearfully  and  wonderfully 
constructed  elsewhere. 

Many  another  old-time  relic  remains— 
burial-grounds,  such  as  the  Grranary,  the 
Copps  Hill,  and  the  Old  Central ;  houses, 
such  as  the  Auchmuty  Mansion,  the  Edes 
Houae,  and  the  '^Old  Corner  Book  Store"; 
churches,  such  as  old  Christ  Charch  ;  and 
spots  famous  in  the  stirring  history  of  the 
last  colonial  period. 

The  charm  of  Boston  lies  very  much  in 
the  fact  that  the  new  only  serves  to  accen- 
tuate the  old.  Somehow,  the  Old  South 
and  the  State  House  do  not  look  out  of 
place  amidst  the  crash  and    turmoil  of 
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Washington  Sbreet  —  once  calledi  be  it 
remarked,  Marlborough  Street.  Their 
surroandingB  actually  support  them  instead 
of  rendering  them  ridiculous.  The  street 
winds  and  turns ;  no  two  houses  are  alike, 
and  the  palatial  pile  of  the  nineteenth- 
century  insurancd  building  or  newspaper 
office  jostles  in  the  friendliest  manner  a 
gambrel-roofed,  dormer-windowed  structure 
such  as  the  Old  Corner  Book  Store,  which 
was  a  book  store  in  the  days  of  Orispus 
Attuck  and  the  "  Boston  Massacre.'' 

But  to  our  mind  the  centre  of  Boston's 
charm  is  the  Common.  The  venerable 
elms;  the  Long  Walk,  which  played  so 
pleasant  a  part  in  the  courtship  of  the 
Autocrat  and  the  Schoolmistress;  the  plea- 
sant leaf-shaded  Mall  under  Beacon  Street, 
of  which  the  old-world  houses  peep  through 
the  foliage ;  the  Old  Central  Burial  Ground, 
with  its  lichen-grown  slate  tombstones — 
these  led  our  steps  far  more  readily  to  the 
Common  than  to  the  garish  and  over- 
poweringly  wealthy-looking  avenues  of 
fashion. 

Tet  it  was  in  the  very  centre  of  the 
fashionable  part  of  Beacon  Street  that  we 
found  our  beloved  Autocrat  at  home.  It 
may  be  readily  believed  that  his  study 
window  did  not  look  out  upon  the  broad 
street,  with  its  ceaseless  stream  of  fashion- 
able equipages  and  its  faultlessly  arrayed 
human  swarm. 

••'When  I  look  out,"  he  said,  "  I  have 
my  whole  life  spread  before  me.  There 
are  the  roofs  of  old  Cambridge,  where  I 
was  born,  bred,  and  educated.  There  runs 
the  Charles  Kiver,  which  I  call  my  aviary, 
and  on  which  I  used  to  row  long  before 
rowing  became  an  universal  pastime ;  and 
there,  on  that  wooded  height^  is  Mount 
Auburn,  where  all  my  dearest  friends  lie 
buried.  They  are  going  to  blot  it  all  out 
with  new  buildings,  and  a  new  bridge  has 
already  cut  off  a  big  slice  of  my  view ;  but 
it  will  last  my  time  —  it  will  last  my 
time  1 " 

If  we  weary  of  Boston  itself,  we  can 
never  weary  of  its  suburbs — to  our  mind 
the  most  beautiful  suburbs  of  any  city 
in  the  world.  There  is  Brookline,  an 
undulating  tract  of  woodland,  dotted  with 
villaf^  no  two  of  which  are  alike,  of  which 
many  are  pretty  and  picturesque,  some  are 
simply  curious  examples  of  eccentricity, 
and  a  few  are  monstrosities.  There  is 
pleasanti  rural  Dorchester,  and  the  Dor- 
chester heights  whence  a  grand  panorama 
of  Boston  Harbour  and  Bay  is  obtained. 
There  is  Boxbury;    there   is    Brighton, 


beyond  which  is  the  famous  Chestnut  Hill 
Park  and  Corey  Hill.  Finally  there  is 
Cambridge,  in  wUch  is  incorporated  Harvard 
with  its  old-world,  stately  group  of  build- 
ings ;  Stoughton,  Hollis,  Massachusetts, 
and  Harvaid  Htdk  and  Holden  Chapel. 
In  Cambridge  itself  there  is  Longfellow's 
house,  the  Washington  elm  bearing  the 
inscription,  •'  Under  this  tree  Washington 
first  took  command  of  the  American  Army, 
July  3"*.,  1776,"  and  many  an  old-world 
house,  of  which  perhaps  the  Wadsworth 
House,  where  the  principals  of  Harvard 
used  to  reside,  is  the  quaintest  specimen. 
Still  farther  afield  are  two  excursions  which 
no  Englishman  should  fail  to  make. 

The  first  is  to  Lexington,  by  the  Boston 
and  Maine  Bailroad,  alighting  at  the 
station  known  as  Munroe's,  and  proceeding 
along  the  course  of  the  fighting  on  that 
eventful  AprD  day  when  we  first  loosened 
a  hold  on  our  magnificent  colonies  which 
was  destined  never  to  be  fast  again^  as 
far  as  *>Concord.  Every  foot  of  the  six 
nkiles  of  road  has  its  interesting  and 
stirring  if,  from  an  Englishman's  point  of 
view,  rather  humiliating  association.  Every 
historic  spot  has  been  carefully  labelled,  so 
that  the  traveller  may  literally  read  as  he 
runs — or  rather  saunters,  for  hurry  seems 
out  of  place  amidst  such  solemn  sur- 
roundings. 

Let  him  note  at  Concord  the  original 
Old  Manse  of  Hawthorne,  into  the  boundary 
wall  of  which  has  been  built  that  stone' 
simply  inscribed  ''Grave  of  BritishSoldiers," 
which  inspired  Russell  Lowell's  well-known 
poem.  Let  him  stand  on  the  bridge — 
which,  by  the  way,  is  not  the  original 
••rude  bridge  that  arch'd  the  flood" — and 
try  to  realise,  amidst  the  absolute  peace 
and  silence  of  the  scene,  the  momentous 
events  of  that  sweltering  April  day  when 
Earl  Percy's  veterans  fled  in  ignominious 
rout  beneath  the  hidden  fire  of  a  rabble 
of  ill-armed,  ill-disciplined  farmers  and 
ploughboys. 

The  second  expedition  is  to  quaint  Salem, 
one  of  the  least  American  of  American 
tovrns,  famous  as  having  been  the  town  in 
which  in  1774  Massachusetts  State  assumed 
sovereign  power,  as  the  cradle  of  many 
generations  of  fine  old  sea-dogs,  as  the 
birthplace  of  Hawthorne,  whose  •'  House 
of  the  Seven  Gables  "  is  still  shown,  and 
as  having  been  the  scene  of  the  Witch 
persecution  of  1692. 

Here  we  take  our  leave  of  the  two 
Bostons.  He  who  visits  the  one,  and 
omits  the    other^  leaves    an    interesting 
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chapter  in  comparative  history  unread; 
he  who  viBita  both  realiaes  more  fully 
than  before  the  trath  of  two  famous  sayings : 
that  of  Garrick,  <'  a  fellow-feeling  makes 
us  wondrous  kbd,"  and  that  of  Shakespeare, 
"one  touch  of  Nature  makes  the  whole 
world  kin." 


THE    GREY   BOY. 

A  SHORT  SERIAL  STORY. 
CHAPTER    VI. 

Framed  in  the  dark  oak  doorway  was  a 
most  beautiful  womaa  To  Leila's  countri- 
fied and  unsophisticated  eyes,  she  was 
dressed  for  a  Court  gala.  Her  dress  was  of 
the  richest  mauve-tinted  silk.  On  the  bare 
white  arms  and  throat,  on  her  fingers,  in 
her  dusky  hair,  blazad  a  splendour  of 
diamonds.  The  very  fan  she  carried  was 
encrusted  with  them. 

As  Leila,  dazzled  and  startled  by  the 
radiant  vision,  looked  at  Mrs.  Anson, 
Mrs.  Anson  stared  back  in  undisguised 
disappointment  and  disapproval,  at  her 
new  governess. 

But  the  next  second  the  annoyance 
vatiished^  and  she  came  forward  with  the 
loveliest  of  smiles.  No  welcome  could 
have  been  more  kindly  and  friendly. 

'*I  do  hope  you  won't  fiad  it  dull!" 
said  Mrs.  Anson,  after  enquiries  as  to  her 
comfort  since  her  arrival.  *'  We  are 
miles  away  from  every  one  ! "  Her  voice 
was  soft  and  musical.  She  spoke  English 
fluently^  the  slight  foreign  accent  giving 
it  a  delightful  piquancy.  ''I  was  so  sorry 
I  could  not  come  to  meet  you.  But  I  was 
too  ill  to  leave  my  room.  So  I  sent  a 
message  to  my  brother-in-law,  who  was 
coming  by  the  same  train,  to  look  after  jou. 
I  hope  he  did  so  properly." 

But  a  recollection  of  the  look  of  blank 
astonishment  and  annoyance  on  Mr. 
Hesketh  Anson's  face,  when  he  was 
apparently  apprised  for  the  first  time  of  her 
ezistencei  and  his  rudeness  at  the  end  of 
the  journey,  kept  her  silent  She  was  the 
soul  of  truth,  and  her  narrow  social  train- 
ing had  not  so  far  given  her  the  ready 
wit  to  utter  a  polite  commonplace. 

"And  Dolores  1  I  hope  you  will  like 
her.  She  is  rather  spoiU,  I  am  afraid;  but 
she  is  delicate.  She  is  very  imaginative 
and  excitable  too^  and — requires  a  good 
deal  of  care,  to  prevent  her  mind  running 
on  unhealthy  fancies.  Ah  1  she  has  been 
talking  already !  *'  with  intense  annoyance 


and  a  quick,  keen  glance  into  Leila's  face. 
'I  I  am  so  sorry.     I  was  so  hoping  that  ahe 
was  forgetting  that  absurd  notion.     What 
has  she  been  saying!" 
Leila  told  her. 

Mrs.  Anson  uttered  an  impatient  excla- 
mation. 

'*  It  is  too  absurd !  How  I  hate  that 
ridiculous  story — I  hope  you  don't  believe 
in  fi;ho8ts  1 " 

Ldila  laughed,  flushing  the  next  moment, 
as  she  recalled  her  own  inexplicable 
terror  in  the  trsia  the  previous  day. 

"You  will  not  allow  it  to  scare  yon 
away  like  the  rest  of  them!  Eiderly 
educated  women^  too !  I  can't  think  how 
they  could  be  so  silly.  Perhaps  I  had 
better  tell  you  the  story,  so  that  yon  will 
not  be  treated  to  all  the  thrilling  additions 
coined  by  kitchen-maids  and  country  folk. 
I  need  hardly  ask  you,"  with  a  pretty 
appealing,  "  not  to  listen  to  the  chatter  of 
the  servants  or  village  people,  who  vdll 
all  be  dying  until  they  can  tell  it  to 
you." 

<<  I  will  not  talk  about  it  to  any  one," 
said  Leila,  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment. 
"The    story    runp,    that    nearly    two 
hundred  years  ago  the  heir  to  this  place 
disappeared.    You  must  know.  Miss  Mallet, 
that  my  husband  only  bought  this  estate 
a  few  years  ago,  so  it  is  really  hard  that 
we  should  be  troubled  with  the  family 
ghostp.    He  was  a  boy  of  about  twelve, 
and  it  was  generally  believed  that  the 
uncle,  the  next-of-kin,  knew  more  about 
his  fate  than  he  chose  to  say.    Bat  the 
suspicion  was  never  proved,  and  he  in- 
herited the  property,  his  own  descendants 
enjoying  it  after  him.     But  it  was  said 
that  the  inheritance  did    his  branch  of 
the  family  little  good.     His  descendants 
were    a  bad  and  spendthrift  set.      The 
family's  good    name    and    fortune,   with 
its  position  in  the  county^  gradually  de- 
clined.    Its   members  were   avoided   by 
their  neighbours.     About  ten  yean  ago, 
my  husband  bought  the  estate  from  the 
la&t  owner,  who  is  now  living  on  a  ranche 
in  South  America.     The  ghost  said  to 
haunt  the  house  is,  of  course,  the  spirit 
of  the  lost  heir.    He  is  called  the  Grey 
Boy,  because  he  is  always  seen  dressed  in 
grey — that  being  the  colour  of  the  suit  he 
wore  when  he  disappeared.     But  there  is 
a  touch  of   commonplace   prose   in   the 
mysterious  visitant's  appearance.    He  used 
to  appear  to  each  successive  generation  in 
the  same  style  of  dress  as  they  themselves 
were   wearing,  changing  his  fashions  as 
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time  ohaDged  theirs.  What  is  the  matter, 
Miss  Mallet  1" 

''NothiogP'  laaghlng  off  the  alight 
chill  that  had  touched  her,  <'  only,"  ahyly, 
"it  makes  the  story  more — thrilliog,  I 
think — the  ghost  changing  his  clothes.  It 
ceems  almost  as  if  he  meant  to  show 
them  that  he  did  not  belong  to  the  dead 
past,  but  was  an  eyer-living  reminder  in 
their  own  daily  lives  of  the  crime,**  she 
said  hastily,  startled  by  something  that 
swept  over  Mrs.  Anson's  face.  Bat  the 
shadow  passed,  and  Mrs.  Anson  laughed 
merrily. 

''What  a  queer  fancy!  It  is  rather 
horrible,  too.  Somehow,  such  an  idea 
never  strnck  me  before.  I  only  thought 
of  him  as  a  ghost  with  an  nnnsnal  ward- 
robe. Mostly  they  only  seem  to  have  the 
garment  in  which  they  stand  upright. 
Bat,"  the  flfppancy  vanishing  into  winning 
earnestness,  *'  you  will  promise  me  not  to 
let  such  a  nonsensical  story  frighten  you 
away  1  ' 

She  held  out  her  hand  with  a  smile. 
Touched  and  fascinated,  Leila  laid  hers 
in  it. 

<*  I  will  not  go  unless  you  wish  me  to," 
she  said  simply.  Bat  in  her  heart  it  was 
a  promise. 

She  had  only  left  the  room  a  few 
moments  when  Leila  discovered  that  she 
had  forgotten  her  fan.  She  hurried  after 
her  with  it. 

But  she  did  not  overtake  her,  after  all. 
Jast  as  she  was  near  the  end  of  the 
passage  leading  from  the  school-room  wing 
into  the  long  corridor,  which  ran  the 
length  of  the  house,  she  caught  the  sound 
of  Mrs.  Anson's  voice.  She  could  not  see 
her,  as  she  had  passed  through  the  archway 
Into  the  corridor,  where  she  had  appa- 
rently met  some  one. 

<<0b,  Hex'l  What  a  shocking  little 
dowd  ]  She  isn't  much  of  an  acquisition, 
certainly.  She  looks  like  a  shy  schoolgirl. 
You  must  have  had  a  depressing  journey 
from  the  station  with  her,"  with  a  laugh. 

'*  Look  here,  Charlotte^  the  sooner  yoi^ 
get  rid  of  her  the  better  I  How  can  you 
be  such        " 

'<  A  fool  I "  with  a  soft  laugh.  «  But 
confess — isn't  she  an  improvement '' 

Leila  did  not  hear  the  end  of  the 
sentence,  for  she  was  speeding  back  to 
the  other  wing,  carrying  the  fan  with  her. 

The  snow-storm  continued.  For  two 
days  the  snow  fell  almost  ceaseksaly.  The 
roads  became  impassable^  and  for  nearly  a 
fortnight  Leila  and  her  pupil  were  almo&t 


entirely  confined  to  the  grounds.  With  the 
exception  of  Mrs.  Anson's  society,  she  being 
often  with  them^  the  life  she  and  her 
pupil  lived  was  isolated  enough.  Daring 
all  that  time  she  only  saw  Mr.  Anson  once. 
Dolores  brought  her  father  one  afternoon 
into  the  school-room  to  introduce  him  to 
her  new  governess.  He  stayed  and  had 
tea  with  them,  and  was  almost  boisterously 
cheerful.  Leila  hardly  saw  in  his  ap- 
pearance the  signs  of  the  great  delicacy  of 
which  Dolores  had  spoken. 

She  and  her  pupil  had  that  portion  of 
the  hoase  almost  entirely  to  themselves. 
They  had  their  meals  there  together,  and 
except  when  she  and  Dolores  went  out 
together,  she  had  rarely  occasion  to  go 
into  any  other  part  of  the  house.  The 
attention  shown  her  when  she  first 
arrived  was  always  continued.  She  was 
well  waited  on,  but  almost  entirely  by 
Martha.  The  school-room  maid  was  a  dull, 
half-witted  Eaglish  girl,  who  did  her  work 
and  went  away  without  speaking. 

Leila,  remembering  her  promise,  coldly 
discSUraged  every  attempt  on  the  part  of 
the  only  other  English  servant  whom  she 
saw — a  housemaid,  a  pert,  bold-faced  young 
woman — to  attract  her  attention.  Leila 
began  to  suspect  at  last  that  it  was  not 
always  chance  that  led  them  to  meet  in 
the  passsges. 

To  her  great  relief  Mr.  Hesketh  Anson 
never  came  near  the  school-room,  though 
Dolores  was  often  with  him  in  the  other 
part  of  the  house. 

She  had,  however,  little  time  to  waste 
on  the  mere  personal  considerations  of  her 
•  life  at  Moorlands.  As  the  days  went  by 
she  found  Dolores  an  absorbing  icflaence. 
It  was  no  easy  task  which  she,  in  her  youth 
and  inexf  erience,  had  undertaken. 

Dolores  reigned  almost  absolute  mistress 
over  her  parents  and  every  servant  in  the 
house.  Every  whim  and  caprice  which  it 
was  possible  to  gratify  was  indulged. 

Her  moods  and  her  tempera  were  exactly 
what  might  have  been  expected  under  such 
circumstances. 

So  far,  Leila  had  only  seen  them  vented 
on  others ;  the  child  not  having  yet  tired 
of  her  new  companion. 

She  seemed  to  have  a  certain  amount  of 
respect  for  her  uncle,  founded  partly  on 
fesr.  He  had  a  terrible  temper,  she  told 
Leila,  giving  an  account  of  an  inddent 
which  proved  it  It  was  not  always  easy 
to  check  these  domestic  confidences,  though 
Leila,  whom  they  made  uncomfortable,  did 
her  best  to  silence  them.    Dolores,  in  her 
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happiest  and  therefore  most  sociable  moods, 
would  rattle  on,  letting  escape  little  details 
of  the  life  at  Moorlands  which  Leila 
would  have  preferred  not  to  hear.  It  was 
no  business  of  hers  that  no  viaibors  ever 
called  tiiere,  nor  that  Mr?.  Anson,  though 
she  always  dressed  as  if  she  were  going  to 
see  a  great  many  people,  never  went  out  to 
a  ball  or  a  dinner-paity;  nor  that  *Mr. 
Hesketh  Anson  made  every  one  in  the 
house  do  as  he  liked.  But  she  found  that 
to  manage  the  spoiled,  passionate  child, 
infinite  tact  and  patience  were  needed. 
She  began  to  dread  equally  her  attacks  of 
violent  temper  or  fits  of  sullen  depression. 

It  was  in  one  of  these  talks,  which,  after 
all,  were  but  the  inconsequent  chatter  of  a 
child,  happy  in  the  companionship  she 
was  enjoying,  that  Dolores  told  Leila  how 
dreadful  her  uncle  could  be  when  he  was 
angry.  Tdere  was  a  black  boy  attached 
to  the  establishment,  rejoicing  in  the  name 
of  Hezekiah.  He  was  apparently  an  end- 
less source  of  anxiety  and  disturbance  in 
the  household ;  his  pranks,  his  freaks,  his 
impudence,  continually  exciting  auftiaed 
tolerance,  or  calling  down  on  him  the 
indignant  protest  of  the  sufiferers. 

Hezdkiah  one  day  had  made  Hesketh 
Anson  very  angry. 

"  Uncle  Hex  nearly  beat  him  to  death." 
Dolores  shivered  nervously.  *'-  He  looked 
dreadful — Hezekiah  did.  I  met  him  as  he 
came  screaming  along  the  long  corridor, 
Uncle  Hex  running  after  him  with  a  horse- 
whip. Hezdkiah's  face  was  covered  with 
blood,  and  one  arm  was  broken,  and  jast 
as  he  got  to  me  "he  dropped  down  on  the 
floor  as  if  he  were  dead.  I  don't  know 
what  happened  after  that,  for  I  felt  so 
fanny,  and  Martha  came  and  carried  me 
away  to  my  room,  and  I  didn't  seem  to 
remember  any  more  till  I  found  papa 
holding  me,  and  mamma  giving  me  some- 
thing to  drink.  Hezekiah  was  very  bad 
for  a  long  time  after  that,  and  that's  why 
Uncle  Hex  can't  bear  Dr.  Barton.  I  like 
him — he  was  so  nice  and  kind.  Bat  our 
doctor  was  ill,  and  couldn't  come,  so  they 
had  to  get  Dr.  Barton,  who  lives  near  here, 
to  come  and  see  Hezekiah ;  and  he  always 
spoke  to  me  whenever  he  saw  me,  and  one 
afternoon — I  don't  know  how  he  found  his 
way  —  he  came  right  in  here,  and  was 
talking  to  me,  when  Uncle  Hex  came  in, 
and  flew  into  another  rage,  and  ordered  him 
out  of  the  house.  He  said  it  was  just  like 
Dr.  Barton's  confotmded  impudence " 

**  Dolores  1 " 

«*  Well,  that's  what  Uncle  Hex  said.   Dr. 


Burton  got  as  white  as  your  collar — how 
is  it  you  always  look  so  nice.  Miss  Mallet  f — 
but  he  didn'fi  say  acyt^ing.  He  has  never 
come  here  since.  Bat  he  always  anodlea 
and  nods  to  me  when  I  meet  him  out  of 
doors,  and  if  I  am  with  my  goyemesa, 
speaks  to  me ;  but  he  scarcely  takes  any 
notice  of  me  if  I  am  with  mother  or  father, 
or  Uncle  Hex.  Nobody  does,  though  some 
of  the  ladies  smile  at  me  when  I  am  not 
with  them.  I  wonder, why  people  don'c 
like  father  and  mother)  I  believe," 
mysteriously,  ''that  Uncle  Hex  doesn't 
really " 

*'I  am  afraid  you  are  boring  Miss 
Mallet  with  these  family  oonfidenees,'' 
said  a  voice  behind  them. 

They  both  turned  hastily.  They  were 
in  the  bowling  alley,  which  opened  off  the 
billiard-roomdownstairs,  and  was  afavoorite 
place  of  Dolores'  in  bad  weather.  They 
were  restbg  after  a  vigorous  game  of  baU, 
which  Lsila  had  enjoyed  as  much  as  her 
papil.  Hesketh  Anson  had  entered,  on- 
perceived  by  them.  How  much  of  the 
conversation  he  had  heazd,  Leila  did  not 
know.  Bat  the  fancied  sneer  in  his  voice 
filled  her  with  shame  and  vexation.  He 
would  naturally  suppose  that  she  was 
listening  willingly  to  this  family  gossip. 

Bat  before  she  could  speak,  he  had 
pulled  out  a  box  of  sweets  and  handed 
it  to  Dolores,  who  eagerly  tore  off  the 
covers. 

**  Oh,  Miss  Mallet,  they  are  the  sweets 
you  liked  so  much  the  other  day !  "  hand- 
ing it  to  Leila. 

Leila'declined  to  take  one. 

*'  They  are  not  poisoned,  I  assure  you, 
Miss  Mallet  I " 

Leila  looked  up  hastily,  to  find  Hesketh 
Anson's  eyes  resting  with  a  strange  half • 
amused  searching  on  her  face. 

"How  stapid  you  are.  Uncle  Hexl" 
exclaimed  Dolores,  helping  herself  liberally. 
*<  As  if  Miss  Mallet  thought  they  were !  ' 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said,  in  an  odd 
tone. 

The  colour  flamed  into  Leila's  face. 
<*I  am  not  afraid,"  she  said  distinctly, 
speaking  from  a  sudden  impulse,  her 
dislike  to  him  for  the  moment  conquering 
her  shyness.  '^  Dolores,"  turning  away 
from  him,  <'  put  back  those  sweets,  dear. 
You  must  not  eat  any  more  to-day.  Give 
me  the  box  to  take  care  of  for  you," 
holding  out  her  hand. 

The  presence  of  any  member  of  her 
family  always  had  an  unfortunate  effect  on 
Dolores. 
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"Indeed  I  shan't ! "  she  ezclaime^,  with 
impadent  flippantnesff.  '*  XJacle  Hex  gave 
them  to  me,  and  I'll  keep  them  myself." 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  been 
actually  rude  to  Leila,  though  already 
daring  the  past  day  or  two,  as  she  began 
to  grow  accustomed  to  her  new  governess, 
she  had  shown  incipient  attempts  at  temper 
and  rebellionsness. 

This  was  the  first  open  act  of  insolence 
and  defiance.  L^ila,  dismayed  by  the 
suddenness  of  the  a£Pront  yet  felt  in- 
stinctively that  It  must  not  be  allowed 
to  pass.  In  an  instant  the  slight  incident 
became  a  battle  of  will  between  herself 
and  her  pupil. 

"Give  it  to  me,"  she  said  quietly, 
forgetting  entirely  the  youcg  mar,  the 
consciousness  of  whose  presence  had,  a 
second  before,  added  a  sense  of  humiliation 
to  the  real  barb  the  child's  rudeness  had 
icfitcted. 

The  young  man  himself  stood  watching 
the  scene  with  a  queer  earnestness. 

"  I  shan't  1  So  there  !  No  one  has 
ever  made  me  do  a  thing  I  haven't  wanted 
to  do  before!  The  other  old  things 
wouldn't  have  dared  !  *'  And  the  child, 
with  audacious  impudencp,  flourished  the 
box  over  her  head,  executing  some  fantas- 
tically graceful  steps  in  the  direction  of 
her  uncle. 

Bat  she  had  not  calculated  on  the 
youth  and  litheness  that  lay  beneaCh  the 
generally  rather  sedate  movements  of  her 
new  governess,  nor  on  a  certain  other 
qrCality,  disguised  by  the  pale  quiet  of  the 
girlish  face. 

With  a  flashy  light  and  steady  as  a  bird 
on  the  wing,  Leila  swept  down  on  the 
child,  and  the  box  was  taken  out  of  her 
hand. 

The  young,  pale-faced  governess,  rather 
paler  than  usual,  stepped  back  the  victor. 

For  an  instant  Dolores^  literally  petrified 
at  her  audacity,  stared  speechlessly  at  her. 

The  next,  she  flung  herself,  like  some 
maddened  wild  thing,  on  Leila,  beating  at 
her  with  her  fists.  In  the  frantic  on- 
slaught she  succeeded  in  getting  hold  of 
the  arm  that 'held  the  box,  and  before 
Hesketh  Anson,  who  sprang  forward,  could 
reach  her,  the  child's  even,  pearly  teeth 
had  met  in  the  girl's  arm.  A  stifled  cry 
broke  from  Leila,  but  she  held  the  box 
firmer,  and  an  instant  later,  screaming  and 
kicking,  Dolores  was  in  the  grip  of  her 
uncle. 

"  You  wicked  little  girl  I  See  what  you 
have  done  1 "  pointing  at  Leila's  arm. 


"  I  hate  her ! "  cried  Dolores,  vainly 
trying  to  free  herself. 

<' Please  let  her  go,"  said  Leila  rather 
unsteadily,  but  with  no  hesitation. 

For  a  second  he  hesitated,  glancing 
doubtfully  from  the  raging  child  to  the 
young  governess.  Then  he  released  his 
hold.  • 

''She  is  ashamed  of  herself  already," 
said  Leila,  her  sweet  voice  still  a  little 
strained,  but  growing  steadier  with  the  cold 
contempt  in  it.  "  As  much  ashamed  as  I 
am  for  her.  Gj  back  to  the  school-room, 
Dolores.  You  will  have  your  tea  there, 
and  then  go  to  bsd." 

Dolores  had  persuaded  her  mother  to 
allow  her  to  dine  downstairs  that  evening. 
Once  the  treat  had  been  an  almost  con- 
stant one.  Of  late  it  had  only  been 
granted  her  on. special  occasions.  To- 
night was  her  father's  birthday,  and  £he 
had  been  looking  forward  to  it  for  the  last 
two  days.  Leila  was  also  to  be  included 
in  the  party.  For  the  first  time  she  was 
to  meet  the  family  all  together. 

"Yon  daren't,''  said  Dolores.  Bat  there 
was  a  half-hearteH  note  in  the  furiousness, 
and  something  almost  like  fright  in  her 
eyes.     "  Mother  won't  let  you." 

Leila  thought  it  was  probable.  Bat 
with  a  flash  of  decision  she  determined 
that  if  her  own  orders  in  this  matter  were 
set  aside  she  would,  at  all  cost  to  herself, 
leave  the  house.  The  young  man  seemed 
to  divine  the  thought^  for  something  rather 
like  triumph  lighted  his  eyes. 

'^  Leave  the  room  at  once,"  said  Leila 
coldly. 

Once  again  the  child,  with  dangerous 
eyes,  made  a  savage  movement  towards 
her.  Bit  there  was  no  need  of  her  uncle 
to  step  between  them.  For  a  second 
Dolores  met  the  cold,  steady  gaze  of  her 
mistress,  then  her  eyes  dropped,  and 
bursting  into  heart-breaking  sobs,  she 
turned  and  walked  slowly  away  down  the 
length  of  the  roooL 

Leila's  lips  quivered  as  she  stood  watch- 
ing her. 

"I  am  afraid  you  will  not  have  an 
easy  time,"  exclaimed  Hesketh  Anson; 
"she  has  the  devil  of  a  temper.  It  is 
disgraceful  1 " 

"It  is  not  all  her  fault  1"  exclaimed 
Leila^  her  voice  vibrating  with  a  sudden 
passion  which  she  could  not  control  against 
the  injustice  of  laying  all  the  blame  on 
the  child.  Whose  fadt  was  it^  after  all, 
but  thehrs ) 
"I    am   afraid    she   has    been    rather 
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spoQt/'  he  said  careleMly.  ''I  suppose 
you  mean  to  carry  out  your  scheme  of 
remedying  onr  mistakes  t " 

Was  he  jeerbg  at  her  t 

''Certainly,"  she  said,  looking  him 
straight  in  the  eyes. 

For  a  second,  something  like  genuine 
sympathjr  and  pity  softened  his  face  as  he 
saw  her  standing  alone  in  opposition  to 
the  powers  that  were. 

''  Miss  Mallet  1 "  he  exclaimed  quickly, 
"take  my  advice  and  get  out  of  tbis  as 
soon  as  you  can.  It  isn't  the  right  sort  of 
place  for  you.  You  won't  be  happy  here; 
you  had  far  better  go!"  with  ill-suppressed 
eagerness, 

The  suspicion  that  had  haunted  her 
ever  since  she  came,  that  for  some  reason 
of  his  own  her  presence  there  was  dis- 
tasteful, and  that  he  would  be  only  too 
glad  to  get  her  out  ^  of  the  house,  was 
suddenly  confirmed. 

*'  I  have  no  wish  to  leave,"  she  said,  as 
quietly  as  she  could,  with  the  indignation 
and  dislike  rising  hot  within  her. 

As  she  turned  away  she  caught  a 
smothered  sound  which  had  a  remaikable 
resemblance  to  that  expression  of  his 
which  Dolores  had  jast  quoted. 

Her  eyes  brightened  with  scorn,  and  any 
personal  sense  of  dislike  and  anger  was 


swept  away  in  pure  pity  for  the  poor  little 
girl  who  had  been  so  cruelly  wronged  in 
her  home  training,  and  brought  up  in  the 
society  of  such  a  wicked  young  man.  , 

Dolores  went  to  bed  after  tea.  There 
was  no  interference  from  Mrs.  Anson, 
much,  it  must  be  confessed,  to  Leila's 
relief.  A  reaction  was  setting  in  as  a 
natural  concequence,  and  her  courage  almost 
failed  her  at  the  last  at  the  thought  of  enter- 
ing into  the  field  against  Mrs.  Aneon. 

She  did  not  go  down  to  dinner  herself ; 
Mrs.  Anson  did  not  send  for  her.  She 
was  very  glad.  Her  life  of  seclosion  at 
home  had  increased  her  natural  tendency 
to  shyness  to  an  almost  painful  extent. 
She  had  quite  dreaded  that  family  dinner- 
party;  but  all  the  same  she  spent  a  lonely 
and  unhappy  evening  in  the  remote  school- 
room wmg.  She  missed  Martha  with  her 
fussy  kindliness,  who  every  night  would 
still  look  ia  to  see  that  she  had  all  ahe 
needed.  Bat  Martha,  though  she  did  not 
venture  to  speak  out,  hotly  resented  her 
treatment  of  her  darling,  and  spent  all  the 
evening  in  an  adjoining  room  to  that 
occupied  by  Dolores,  going  in  and  out  of 
the  child's  chamber  to  pet  and  console  her, 
until  Dolores  suddenly  turned  on  her,  and 
ordered  her  to  keep  out  of  the  room 
altogether. 
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CHAPTER  iVI.   FOR  AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

Was  it  sleep  or  staport  The  man'a 
eyei  were  half-dosed;  the  breath  came 
short  and  jerky,  with  every  now  and 
then  a  low,  gnrglfaig  sound;  the  hands 
were  stretched  oat  npon  the  bine  hospital 
coverlet ;  the  long,  shapely  limbs  lay  inert 
and  helpless;  bat  the  dark  head  was  no 
longer  tossed  from  side  to  side  np(Mi  the 
pillow,  and  on  tiie  pale  lips  lay  the  shadow 
of  a  smOe. 

A  silver-grey  patch  of  moonlit  sky 
showed  through  the  oncortained  window 
of  the  war«),  the  gas-jet  was  tamed  down 
low.  There  had  been  the  faint  ring  of 
spars  along  the  flagged  corridor,  and  now 
the  Colonel,  in  scarlet  mess-jacket  and 
forage-c»p,  stood  beside  the  bed.  The 
orderly  in  attendance  had  the  gas  ap  in  a 
trice,  salated,  and  passed  oat  as  the  Hos- 
pital Sergeant  passed  in. 

The  Colonel  looked  down  on  the  pitifal, 
prostrate  figare,  gave  a  sort  of  coagh  to  be 
sare  his  voice  was  steady,  and  pat  the 
Sergeant  to  the  qaestion  sharply  —  he 
always  spoke  sharply,  thongh  in  reality  as 
tender-hearted  as  a  chicken  where  his  men 
were  concerned. 

'*Is  there  any  chance  for  him,  eh, 
Sei^eant  t  '* 

The  Scotchman  passed  his  hand  slowly 
over  his  moostache,  lest  a  comer  of  his 
month  should  be  seen  to  twitch. 

"Htt's  in  a  kind  of  a;ileep,  sir,  now— -a 
kind  of  a  daze,  as  you  may  say — and  Wn 


hard  to  say  how  he'll  come  oat  of  it. 
Everything  on  this  airth  that  can  be  done 
for  hfm  has  been  done." 

**  Of  coarse,  of  coarse.  Bat  Wa  a  bad 
business — a  bad  business.'' 

"  Yes,  sir." 

The  Sergeant  had  been  led  Into  making 
one — for  him — ^long  speech ;  he  wished  for 
some  repose  before  embarking  on  another, 
which  loomed  ahead  and  seemed  unavoid- 
able. 

He  was  quite  used  to  seeing  the  Colonel 
In  his  wardfi,  for  never  a  man  of  the 
Hundred  and  Ninety-Tiiird  lay  a-dying 
but  what  the  lank,  wiry  figare  of  the  Chief 
appeared,  sooner  or  later,  at  his  bedside, 
ashing  questions  in  a  sharp,  short,  parade 
voice,  which  everybody  understood  to  be 
tbe  outer  manifestation  of  the  traest  and 
tenderest  concem.  It  was  told,  indeed, 
how  one  man,  delirious,  as  was  supposed, 
catching  sight  —  throagh  what  mists  of 
gathering  darkness  who  may  say  f — of  his 
commanding  officer  standing  there  straight 
and  tall,  lifted  his  hand  promptly  in  the 
old  salute,  and,  in  the  very  act,  died ;  an 
end  that  had  In  It  surely  something  soldierly 
and  heroic  1 

Bat  Sergeant  Smith's  case  was  no 
ordinary  one,  and  If  such  things  as 
nerves  existed  at  all  in  the  Hospital 
Sergeant's  body,  it  may  be  sapposed  thev 
had  been  a  bit  tried.  At  all  events,  his 
composure  was  not  so  absolute  as  usual, 
and  he  watched  the  Colonel's  face  with  Hi- 
concealed  anxiety. 

"When  was  Dr.  Musters  here  lastt" 
said  the  Colonel,  who  had  apparently 
forgotten  that  the  big  gong  in  the  barrack 
square  had  gone  the  hour  for  mess. 

"  Well,  sir,  he's  been  here  off  and  on,  as 
you  may  say,  all  day— and  all  night  too, 
for  the  matter  of  that — ^bat  he  was  across 
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with  Mrs  Master',  and  Major  Honneker, 
aud  Miss  Drew,  sir,  an  boor  or  better  ago." 

'*  Ab  1  jast  80." 

It  did  not  strike  the  Colonel  that  there 
was  anything  espeeially  remarkable  in  the 
last-named  lady  coming  to  the  hospital 
with  Mrs.  Masters  and  the  Major.  Miss 
Drew  was  a  sort  of  person  who  stood  by 
heraelf,  and  whose  actions  were  not  to  be 
questioned  as  those  of  others.  Of  course 
she  would  come  there,  or  anywhere  else, 
if  she  thought  she  could  do  any  good.  In 
her,  a  perfect  absence  of  self-consciousness 
bestowed  an  absolute  freedom.  If  you 
thought  of  her,  it  was  as  you  thought  of  a 
Sister  of  Obarity  in  war  time.  She  was  a 
most  useful  person  in  a  regiment,  and  a 
woman  who  never  gossiped ;  a  fact  that, 
in  the  Goloners  mind,  entitled  her  to  be 
crowned  a  queen  among  her  sez. 

'*  Did  he  recognise  any  one  at  that  time  1" 

''Yes,  sir — and  Miss  Drew,  she  sang  a 
hymn.    It  was  beautiful — it  really  was,  sir." 

The  Sergeant  actually  coloured  up  in  his 
unwonted  enthusiasm,  and  again  passed 
his  hand  over  his  moustache. 

*'  You  think  it  soothed  him,  eh  t " 

<'  He  went  off,  sir,  just  as  you  see  lilm 
now — with  a  smile  on  him,  and  he'd  been 
that  restless  before,  that  Orderly  Simmons 
— one  of  the  best  men  we  have,  you  know, 
sir — was  at  his  wit's  end." 

There  is  some  reason  to  suppose  the 
Sargeant  was  cracking  a  solemn  kind  of 
joke  with  himself,  that  his  stolid  mind  was 
admitting  a  faint  ray  of  humour,  in  tiie 
thought  of  all  the  strange  things  he  knew, 
and  all  the  strange  things  he  could  tell, 
an  he  would — but  not  even  to  the  wife 
of  his  bosom  had  he  revealed  the  mar- 
vellous strange  doings  of  that  afternoon. 
He  had  pondered  over  them  heavily,  it  is 
true,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
more  would  be  heard  of  them ;  came  also 
to  the  conclusion  that  such  wonderful  and 
disturbing  developements  had  never  come 
across  the  even  tenor  of  his  way  befcwe. 
His  wonder  what  the  Colonel  would  tiiink 
if  he  knew  all,  gave  an  anxious  wistfulness 
to  his  keen  eye  as  he  watched  that  angoet 
personage's  face,  bending  over  the  un- 
conscious figure  on  the  bed.  His  notions 
of  what  was  proper  were  utterly  disor- 
ganised, like  a  company  of  raw  recruits 
running  this  way  and  that;  and  yet  there 
was  a  compelling  sweetness  about  it  all 
— a  noble  constraining  personality  about 
Alison,  and  all  she  said  and  did — that  gave 
him  a  feeling  as  if  he  had  been  In  kirk, 
and  heard  words  of  solemnity  and  beauty. 


And  now  the  Sergeant  was  going  to 
take  a  rather  hazardous  step,  bat  one  that 
he  thought  right  and  needful.  There  were 
things  that  he  felt,  if  they  had  to  be  done, 
were  best  done  quickly.  There  was  a  grey 
look  over  the  face  upon  the  pillow  that 
accentuated  this  idea  in  his  mind. 

He  cleared  his  throat,  passed  hia  hand 
over  his  moustache,  and  from  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  tunic  brought  out  a  thin,  folded 
slip  of  paper.  Then,  with  a  slight  jerk  of 
his  thumb,  he  indicated  the  injured  man. 

'<  He  told  me  to  give  you  that,  sir,  when 
the  worst  came  to  the  worst ;  and  it  seems 
to  me  the  worst  bn't  far  off.  .  He  said  I 
was  to  say,  would  you  please  write,  sir, 
and  tell  his  father— that's  his  father,  in 
there — and  say,  would  he  come  and  take 
a  last  look  at  his  son,  and  forgive  him  for 
all  the  trouble  he'd  caused  him  t " 

If  the  Scotch  Sergeant's  character  for 
taciturnity  was  in  danger  after  so  long 
a  speech,  surely  so  was  his  character  for 
implacable  serenity  under  all  circumstances, 
however  trying,  for  sure  it  is  that  Ids 
voice  faltered  lamentably,  and  at  last 
broke  idtogether.  Even  in  that  moment 
of  emotion  he  gave  a  glance  reqnd  io  be 
sure  that  Orderly  Simmons  was  oat  of 
earshot,  for  he  was  one  with  Sergeant 
Bagn^  in  a  conviction  that  disdpUne  mmt 
be  maintained,  and  hoepital  aatknities 
looked  upon  as  bebigs  oi  a  raperior  and 
impassive  raoe. 

*'Tfae  old  story— the  old  stoiy,''  said 
the  Colonel,  not  without  a  certain  grim 
satisfaction  either,  far  he  loved  to  think  that 
the  ranks  offered  not  only  uk  asyhun  but 
also  a  place  of  reformation  to  men  who 
had  got  into  trouble,  as  the  phrase  goes. 
Then  ha  opened  the  paper,  evidentiy 
awkwardly  twisted  t<^ether  by  falterfaig 
fingers,  and  as  evidently  held  as  saered  as 
the  biggest  seal  could  have  made  it  by 
the  man  to  whom  it  had  been  confided. 
He  stepped  under  the  gss-jet^  turned  it 
with  an  impatient  gesture,  and  It  flared 
upwards  with  a  rush,  sending  a  flood  of 
light  on  to  the  writing  on  the  pape^— 
writing  weak  and  unsteady,  as  if  tnced  by 
a  trembling  hand,  yet  decipheraUe  enough : 

The  Honble.  and  Bev.  Hugh  Claverdon, 
The  Rectory, 

Forestleigh, 

Devon. 

The  bare,  whitewashed  walls;  the  flsr- 
log  gas-jet ;  the  pide,  extended  flgmre  m 
the  bed ;  the  stolid  Sergeant,  always  men 
or  less  at  'tontion  when  in  the  presMe 
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of  his  commandiDg  officer,  ftnd  now  Btaring 
glaasily  oat  of  windowi  lest  he  should  be 
supposed  to  have  the  faintest  cariosity  as 
to  the  contents  of  that  scrap  of  paper — all 
these  things  faded  from  the  Ooloners 
view.  He  was  in  Meads  at  Winchester, 
and  far  and  near  rose  and  filled  the  air 
the  sweet,  sad  strains  of 

Domum  I  Domum!  Duloe  Domum  ! 

that  swan-song  of  a  homeless  boy,  that  has 
rang  throagh  all  the  passing  of  the  years. 

The  Colonel  is,  in  imagination,  a  boy 
again,  and  it  is  his  last  night  at  school. 
By  his  side  stands  his  friendi  01ay«rdon ; 
he,  too,  is  about  to  leave  the  dear  Alma 
Mater,  and  go  forth  into  the  world.  As 
the  sweet  song  of  songs  rises  and  falls, 
the  hearts  of  the  two  youngsters  are  big 
within  them;  their  eyes  are  not  innocent 
of  tears.  They  link  their  arms  one  In  the 
other,  and  so  pass  up  and  down  Meads, 
those  pleasant  pastures  lying  all  golden 
in  the  sunset.  The  Colonel  comes  back 
with  a  start  to  the  present;  crumples  the 
p^per  into  the  side  pocket  of  his  mess- 
jadcet,  and  bends  above  the  bed. 

Heavens  !  how  like  are  the  square,  deep 
brow,  the  fine  dark  points  of  the  hair 
over  the  *  temples,  the  smile  that  still 
liogers  on  the  unconsdous  man's  lips  1 

He  passes  his  hand  across  his  eyes. 
They  had  drifted  apart,  he  and  Hugh 
Claverdon ;  but  what  man  ever  forgets  Us 
sdiool  friend — ^his  "  socius  " — the  one  with 
whom  all  joys  and  sorrows,  daring  deeds, 
and  boyish  scrapes  and  tronUes  are  shared  t 

The  Sergeant  stands  like  Hn  image 
carved  in  wood.  The  figure-head  of  a 
ship  has  as  much  ej^ressicm  in  its  face 
as  he;  and  yet  he  is  conscious  that  the 
Colonel  is  strangely  stirred. 

PneseBkly  the  Colonel  spoke  in  his  usual 
prompt  fashion : 

"Send  an  orderly  over  to  the  mess-room, 
and  let  Captain  Lindsay  know  that  I  shall 
not  dine  to-night" 

'<  What's  up  % "  said  EUerton— who  had 
been  swearing  at  having  to  wait  for  the 
Chief  so  long — as  the  message  was  sent  in* 
But  M  no  one  knew  wh%t  was  ''  up,'*  no 
one  could  enlighten  him.  He  was  not^ 
however,  incapable  of  surmiae. 

"I  saw  him  go  across  to  see  that  poor 
devil,  Smithi  a  while  ago." 

**  Just  like  the  CUef,  you  know,"  said 
Bliisard,  with  a  defiant  stare. 

''Perhaps  so,"  vepKed  the  other,  "but 
if  s  no  reason  he  should  keep  us  widtisg  all 
night  for  our  dinner.'' 


*<0h,  hang  the  dinner!"  said  Blizzard, 
and  Ensign  Qreen  said  •'  Qdte  so,"  and 
focassed  we  Adjutant  with  his  eyeglass. 

Meanwhile,  in  the  ward  the  other  side 
of  the  Square,  Colour-pSargeant  number 
one  company  had  opened  his  eyes  widei 
turned  his  face  a  little  towards  the  light, 
and  recognised  his  Colonel. 

**  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  come  and  see 
me,  sir." 

The  man's  voice  was  so  changed,  so 
feeble  and  husky,  and  came  with  such 
pitiful  pantings,  that  the  Colonel  shuddered. 
His  heart  yearned  towards  the  son  of  his 
old  school  friend. 

When  <<  the  boy  "  spoke,  how  like,  how 
like  he  was  to  the  stripling  who  had  looked 
so  grand,  as  he  faced  the  lightning  de- 
liveries of  the  crack  Eton  bowler  without 
turning  a  hair  1  Mark  that  the  tall,  mous- 
tached  Colour-Sergeant  has,  in  the  Colonera 
mfaid,  become  ''  the  boy,**  since  he  knew 
that  his  name  was  Claverdon.  But  that 
*<sb"  hurt  like  a  blow;  the  red  blood 
mounted  to  the  Colonel's  brow  as  he 
heard  it.  Take  it  altogether,  it  seems 
probaUe  that,  jritting  on  his  chestnut 
charger  at  Alma  amid  a  hail  of  bullets, 
he  showed  calmer  than  now,  by  the  side  of  a 
man  who  lay  in  a  hospital  cot-bed,  in  a  bare, 
whitewashed  ward,  where  not  a  sound  was 
heard  save  the  echo  of  the  sentry's  mea- 
sured footfall  in  the  square  below. 

^'  I  am  very  sorry  to  see  you  laid  low 
like  this,"  said  the  Colonel ;  then  looked 
roimd  the  bare  Toom  in  a  bewildered  uoxt 
of  way  that  struck  the  Hospital  Sergeant  as 
strange. 

These  were  no  fit  surroundings  for 
Hagh  Claverdon's  son — ^and  yet  what 
could  he  do  t  The  doctor  had  said  that 
the  one  dianoe  for  the  man's  recovery — a 
slender,  very  slender  chance  at  best — 
was  absolute  quiet.  To  .move  him  then 
would  be  impossible.  As  to  care  and 
nursing,  why,  all  of  us  who  know  anything 
at  idl  of  the  hospital  orderly,  know  that  he 
is  about  the  best  nurse  in  the  world ;  strong 
— ^being  a  soMieff — ^gentle  as  a  woman, 
knowing  neither  fatigue  nor  loss  of 
patknce  in  the  care  of  a  case. 

The  Colour-Seigeant  could  scarcely  be 
better  placed  than  he  was  already,  and, 
for  the  time  being,  eilenee  was  perhaps  the 
best  policy. 

<'  Every  one  is  very  good  to  me,  sir,  but 
— I  feel  as  if  things  were  going  very  badly 
witii  me,  and — t^ere  is  an  indulgence  I 
want  to  ask  for." 

It  was  hard  to  oatch  each  word  as  it 
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oame  pantiogly  from  tha  Dallid  Ujm,  bat 
tiM  OoloDel  stood  dote  to  tne  eot  md  bont 
low. 

**  Aak  A&ythlog/'  he  iaM,  A&d  thUj  any- 
body might  haye  thought  there  was  a  lob 
in  Ub  Tdoe. 

**I  want  to  iee^Priyate  Deaoon — I 
shall^die — eatier — for  hariog  told  bim 
that  I  forgive  him — ^It  waa  a  faidt— com- 
mitted in  die  heat  of  paMlon — I — forgire 
— ^him— 4rom — my — ^heart" 

A  film  seemed  to  gather  oyer  the  eyes ; 
the  hands  again  moTed  restlessly  apon  the 
oorerlet ;  bat  the  lips  still  moved. 

'*She  stood  there — with  the  sanllght  on 
her  faee— I  heard  her  voice — ^her  voice — 
how  sweet  it  was-*the  angels  sing  so  In 

heaven ''  and  then  a  smothered,  pitifal 

cry  rang  through  the  room : 

"  Alison !  Alison  t  bid  me  good«bye — 
good-bye— good-bye —  Oh|  my  darling  I 
— my  darling  1 " 

The  Oolonel  fell  back  as  if  he  had  been 
stmck ;  the  Sergeant,  with  all  his  stolid 
ways,  reidly  could  not  have  told  yoa 
afterwards  what  he  did;  and  bat  for 
Orderly  Simmonii,  goodness  knows  what 
wonld  have  happened.  Bot  that  admirable 
man,  with  a  slight  knock  by  way  of  tribate 
to  the  commanding  offioer's  presence,  came 
in,  glass  In  hand,  and,  with  a  swift  salate, 
stated  in  a  most  matter-of-fact  way  that  it 
was  **  time ;  '*  by  which  pregnant  syllable 
he  meant  that  not  even  the  Colonel  of  a 
regiment  coold  be  allowed  to  stand  in  the 
way  of  a  sick  man  taking  his  cordial  at  the 
proper  hoar. 

Noting  the  tenderness  with  which  the 
mau's  head  was  railed  and  the  glass  held 
to  his  lips,  the  canning  of  the  touch  that 
smoothed  the  pillow  and  laid  fresh  bags  of 
ice  upon  the  labouriog  chest,  the  Colonel 
felt  that  even  Hagh  Claverdon's  son  coald 
hardly  be  In  better  hands,  and,  with  a  pale 
stt  look  upon  his  faee,  tnrned  to  leave  the 
ward. 

Traly  he  had  learnt  some  strange  things 
during  his  short  sojourn  there. 

The  click  of  the  spurs  died  away  down 
the  stone  stdr-way,  and  the  Sergeant  and 
Simmons  were  left  looking  at  each  other. 

*' Ain't  he  like  a  bloomin'  cocoa*nut, 
now, '  said  the  latter,  who  was  bom  and 
bred  a  cockney ;  **  all  'ard  shell  outside, 
and  'is  blessed  'art  chock  full  o'  the  milk 
o'  human  kindneis-Hsin't  he  jest  % " 

The  Sergeant  nodded.  Beidly  his  exer- 
tions in  the  way  of  loquacity  had  been  so 
immense  during  the  last  half-hour  tihat  the 
fount  of  words  was  dry. 


As  for  OolourSergeant  number  one  eom- 
pany,  he  had  fallen  again  into  a  slaep,  or  a 
stupor,  whichever  it  misht  be,  and  little 
flecks  of  sweat  were  beadSng  on  hia  temples. 

'*Sce  them,"  said  the  ezperieneed  Sim- 
mons, looking  down  slantwise  ao  aa  to 
catch  tlie  glisten  of  the  drops  of  moiature, 
'<  that's  nater,  that  is,  a-doin'  of  ite  beat  to 
'elp  the  doctor ;  an'  just  yon  look  at  'Is 
chess,  ain't  it  'eaving  more  eiey  like  f  I 
tell  you  I've  better  'opes  of  'im  to-nf ght  than 
I've  'ad  yet,  an'  they've  bin  bloomin'  little 
'elpless  kids  of  'opes  up  to  now,  Sergeant." 

The  Sergeant  bent  over  the  figure, 
listened  to  the  breatiiing  that  aeemed 
steadier  and  smoother  tlum  before,  and 
then  nodded  and  smiled^ 

MeanwhOe,  with  bent  head  and  slow 
and  thooghtfnl  mien,  the  Colonel  had 
betaken  himself  to  Major  Henneker^e. 

A  long  interview  took  place  between  the 
two  comrades,  for  comrades  in  truth  they 
were  in  the  best  acceptation  and  fullest 
meaning  of  the  word,  and  the  hunted, 
haggard  misery  that  had  rested  on  the 
Major's  handsome  face  for  the  last  hour  or 
two  passed,  leaving  him  more  like  himself 
again. 

Sorrow  there  might  be  before  them 
aU,  but  not  such  a  scandal  and  nine  days' 
wonder  as  he  had  feared. 

He  was  at  all  times  a  man  of  few  words, 
but  the  few  that  had  passed  his  lips  aince 
he  came  back  from  that  fateful  visit  to  the 
hospitsl  had  been  bitter  ones.  Not  one  of 
these,  however,  had  been  spoken  to  Alison. 
Her  sorrow  and  her  sufiering  had  been 
held  sacred ;  the  solitude  she  had  sought 
had  been  left  inviolate;  but  the  man's 
heart  had  bled  within  him,  and  hia  pride 
had  been  laid  even  with  the  dust 

One  needs  to  know  well  one's  aoldier- 
world  to  realise  the  full  bitterness  of  the 
blow  under  which  he  had  suffered  so 
keenly. 

But  the  marvellous  story  was  told. 
Clouds  of  doubt  and  fear  were  rolled  away ; 
there  was  much  that  was  sad  in  Alison's 
love-story,  but  nothlns  incongruous.    Tele- 

Bams  were  despatched,  letteis  writteu, 
rs.  Henneker  and  Elsie  confided  in,  and 
— the  Colonel  quite  forgot  he  had  had  no 
dinner  t 

How  did  Elsie  take  it  1 

She  cried,  "  I  said  he  was  a  Prince  In 
disguise  1 "  and  incontinently  waltxed 
round  the  table,  light  as  a  leaf  before  the 
wind ;  the  while  Yerrinder,  who  of  course 
was  of  the  party,  would  have  Uked  to  cry 
"  bravo  1"  if  the  Chief  had  not  been  preaent. 
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The  waltz  finiBhed,  Elsie  had  a  word 
to  say. 

"  She  won't  care-^that  1 "  and  the  white 
flngen  gave  a  Utile  flip.  "  She  cared  for 
him  JQst  as  he  was ! " 

"  Oh  dear  i "  said  Mrs.  Henneker,  in  her 
qaiet  voice  and  with  tears  in  her  eye?,  <*it 
U  poor  dear  Mary  over  again.  She  would 
marry  Captain  Drew,  and  even  when  it 
tamed  oat  so.  badly,  would  never  say  she 
was  sorry  1 " 

'<  Stil),  that  was  a  noble  wilfalness,"  said 
the  Colonel. 

He  was  easily  led  to  talk  of  the  dear 
socias  of  the  old  school  days;  of  a 
holiday  spent  with  Lord  Tharwold,  the 
boy's  father;  of  an  accident  at  sports 
when  Glaverdon  was  hnrt,  and  lay  ancon- 
scious  for  a  while,  '*  with  jast  snch  a  look 
upon  his  boyish  face  as  you  may  see  upon 
that  poor  fellow's  across  there,"  added  the 
Colonel;  <^the  same  growth  of  the  hair 
upon  the  temples,  the  same  line  of  the 
brow.  Many  a  time  have  I  been  pnzzled 
by  something  familiar  ^  to  me  m  the 
Sergeant's  face,  and  even  his  voice — and 
now  I  know  what  it  was.  Well,  well, 
I  shall  see  my  old  friend  soon  again. 
Heaven  grant  I  may  be  able  to  meet  him 
with  words  of  hope  and  cheer.  I  should 
shrink  from  having  to  tell  him  —  poor 
Glaverdon ! — that  he  had  come  too  late. 
It  is  the  old  story,  I  doubt  not — debts  and 
difficulties,  family  estrangement — and  then 
a  man  down  on  his  luck,  seeking  to  re- 
instate hhmself  through  the  ranks.  There's 
nothing  like  it^take  the  shilling,  stick  to 
your  duty,  show  yourself  a  smart  soldier, 
and  there  you  are,  you  know." 

The  Chief  was  riding  his  hobby,  and 
the  rest  listened  in  respectful  attention, 
though  Yeirinder's  solemnity  was  a  trifle 
overdone,  and  after  one  glance  at  his 
facp,  Elsie  dared  not  lift  her  eyes  again. 

Iliey  talked,  as  people  wiU  talk  when 
some  heavy,  crashing  anxiety  is  weighing 
upon  them,  eagerly,  as  a  relief  to  thought, 
for  the  time  was  nearing  when  Dr.  Musters 
had  promised  to  come  across  from  the 
hospital,  and  bring  what  news  he  could. 
No  one,  perhap*,  was  sorry  when  a  white 
bird  seemed  to  alight  just  opposite  the 
Colonel,  and  flinging  her  golden  hair  out 
of  her  saucy  eyes,  look  up  at  him  with 
deepest  admiration. 

*'  Well,  yonng  lady,"  said  the  Colonel, 
and  she,  not  one  whit  abashed,  replied 
with  a  deep  sigh : 

'*  Things  be  very  sad,  sir,  since  they 
shot  .my  ofi'cer  Sergeant,  an'  I'm  very 


sad  my  own  little  self,  too,  for  nobody 
won't  be  'mused  at  all  nicely ;  an'  Alison'ii 
so  sad,  she's  tiresome,  an'  apertly  don't 
care  for  nothing.  P'raps  bimeby  they'll 
be  more  'muaeable,  all  of  them." 

'Let  us  hope  so,"  said  the  Colonel, 
smootUng  away  a  smile.  ^*  It's  a  long  lane, 
little  lady,  that  has  no  turning." 

'*0ood  Elizi  is  sad,  too,"  said  Missy, 
"  because  Mr.  Drummer  is  fear — fully  upset 
'bout " 

''Missy,"  cried  Elsie  at  this  juncture, 
"  don't  worry  the  Colonel" 

"Am  I  worrying  youl"  said  the  child, 
with  a  divine  air  of  appeal;  and  then, 
catching  a  smile  lurking  under  the  big, 
tawny  moustache,  little  Missy,  with  droop- 
iqg  eyes,  engaging  simper,  and  head  on 
one  side,  made  a  snggestion  :  '=  Mr.  Colonel, 
I  want  to  be  tooken  on  your  knee." 

It  would  have  been  thought  that  Missy's 
family  had  long  since  got  accustomed 
to  her  eccentricities;  but  this  was  an 
amount  of  audacity  really  beyond  parallel, 
the  Chief  being  known  to  be  a  reserved 
and  by  no  means  child-loving  man ;  but  in 
a  moment  she  was  ''tooken,"  her  white 
dress  and  golden  locks  showing  splendidly 
against  the  scarlet  of  the  meas  dress,  and 
her  demeanour  that  of  a  queen  newly 
enthroned. 

"  He  doesn't  mind,  yon  see — not  one 
bit!"  she  cried  gleefully  to  EUie  and 
Yerrinder,  in  indiscreetly  candid  reply  to 
tiieir  looks  of  disapproval  Then,  with 
condescending  politeness,  she  turned  to 
her  new-made  friend:  "Would  you  like 
me  to  tell  you  'bout  little  Abednegot 
He's  just  the  dearest  wee  beastie " 

Ko  doubt  the  conversation  between 
these  two  strangely-assorted  ones  might 
have  continued  in  flowing  form,  but  at 
the  sound  of  a  step  on  the  stairs  all  were 
on  the  alerf:,  and,  alas  1  Missy  dethroned. 

All  waited  in  silence  for  the  doctor  to 
speak ;  but  even  before  he  uttered  a  word, 
the  light  in  his  kindly  eyes  spoke  for  him. 

"I've  some  little  hopes  of  him  now. 
Colonel — his  pulse  is  better,  and  he  breathes 
more  easily.  If  he  pulls  through,  it  'uU 
be  the  most  remarkable  recovery  on  the 
face  of  the  airth." 

"  I'm  off  for  a  grilled  bone  and  a  brandy- 
and-soda,"  said  the  Colonel ;  then,  as  a 
parting  word,  he  added  :  "His  father  will 
be  here  shortly — he's  one  of  my  oldest 
friends — Rector  of  Forestleigh,  in  Devon- 
shire. I  won't  say  do  your  best  for  the 
poor  fellow.  Musters,  for  you'd  do  that  for 
the  last  joined  recruit,  I  know;  but  it 
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will  be  A  load  off  my  heart  when  joa  tell 
me  he  is  through  the  wood.    Oood  night  1'* 

The  ring  of  the  spun  died  awej;  the 
dootor  eat  down,  took  oat  hia  handkerchief, 
and  wiped  hia  brow. 

•'So  that's  it.  ii  itf"  he  said  at  laat 
*'  And  doea  Mks  Alison  know  f " 

"  Not  yet/  they  said,  allln  a  breath. 

''Well,  I  moat  go  and  tell  Amelia. 
She's  in  an  awful  state,  is  Amelia." 

And  the  doctor.hnrried  off,  after  various 
particulars  of  the  wonderful  story  had  been 
duly  imparted  to  him. 

Elsie  looked  grave;  so  grave  that 
Yerrinder  hurried  to  her  side  and  took 
her  hand. 

<'  Mother,  may  I  go  up  to  Alison  1  May 
I  tell  her  % " 

Mrs.  Henneker,  who  was  crying  quietly 
to  herself  over  the  really  overpowering 
events  in  the  midst  of  which  she  found 
herself,  said  a  muffled  "Yes,  dear,"  and 
Major  Henneker  echoed  the  permission  in 
calmer  fashion. 

''  I  think  you  are  quite  the  best  person 
to  do  so,  Elsie  dear,"  he  said  quietly; 
and  Elsie  went. 

Nothing  helps  ns  so  well  to  endure 
suffering  as  solitude.  It  is  the  great 
healer.  It  is  like  a  mother's  gentle  hand 
upon  an  aching  brow.  It  cannot  drive 
the  pain  away,  but  it  soothes  it. 

Alone,  then,  Alison  had  elected  to  bear 
her  burden  of  sorrow.  No  eager  question- 
ings had  probed  the  wound  in  her  heart;  in 
her  misery  she  was  held  sacred  to  those 
about  her.  If  they  asked  questions  as  to 
how  this  marvellous  strange  thing  had 
come  about,  it  was  of  each  other.  They 
knew  it  to  be  now  inevitable;  a  thing 
that  had  to  be  faced ;  a  thing  subversive 
of  all  their  traditions  and  ideas,  a  thing 
intolerable,  and  yet  that  had  to  be 
tolerated. 

Naturally  these  feelings  of  deep  dismay 
were  now  modified.  The  gulf  was  bridged 
over;  they  felt  that  Alison's  instincts  had 
been  true ;  there  was  a  rift  in  the  cloud  of 
theb  discontent 

''  Ic  is  I.  Elsie ;  wiU  you  let  me  in  t "  said 
that  now  excited  and  indeed  tearful 
maiden,  knocking  at  the  closed  door. 

The  key  turned  in  the  lock;  Alison 
atood  on  the  threshold. 

Such  an  Alison  I  Looking,  as  Elsie  said 
to  Yerrinder  afterwards,  as  if  she  had  gone 
half*way  to  heaven,  and  come  back  again. 

Her  eyes  were  homes  of  silent  prayer. 

She  had  been  wrestling  with  heaven  for 


the  life  of  the  man  she  loved,  aa  Jacob 
wresUed  with  the  angel;  and  now  the 
pale  dawn  of  hope  was  come, 

Elsie  had  meant  to  tell  bar 
quietly — ^to  be  so  cahn,  so  aelf«] 
so  deliberate — and  what  Ae  did  do  vras  to 
throw  herself  into  Aliaoii's  anna,  and  nob 
out  over  and  over  again  the  wofda :  ^  Ob, 
Alison,  my  darling ;  he  may  Kve — ^thej  aay 
there  is  a  chance  for  him  ..." 

To  tell  the  truth,  after  that  gasping, 
wonderful,  and  glorious  poesibiUty,  the  rest 
of  the  tale  fell  somewhat  flak  It  exas- 
perated Elsie  to  feel  that  this  waa  so  ;  but 
the  fact  was  too  glaring  to  be  denied. 

''  Some  day  you  may  be  Lady  ThnnroU," 
said  she,  shaking  her  eouain  gently  to 
and  fro.  ''Alison,  do  you  heart  Some 
day  you  may  be  Lady  Thurwold." 

«  May  1 1 " 

The  sweet,  grave  eyes,  in  whose  depths 
shone  a  new  and  yearning  hope,  looked 
into  Elsie's,  paat  and  beyond — very  Isr 
bayond — the  possible  fact  of  such  distinc- 
tion as  the  girl  snoke  oL 

The  soul  that  has  been  closely  com- 
muning with  heaven  finds  it  hard  to  drop 
to  earth. 

"  Alison,"  cried  Elaie,  <'  I  don't  believe 
you  care  !  I  believe  you  woold  juat  as 
soon  have  found  yourself  with  a  mothsor- 
in-law  who  dropped  her  hs." 

''  I  think  I  could  have  managed  the  hs^ 
if  she  had  loved  him  a  great  deal,''  said 
Alison,  with  a  faint,  sweet  smile. 


SHORT  CHANGE. 


Taken  in  the  abstract,  Justice  must 
always  occupy  a  leading  plaoe  in  the  Hat 
of  Ohristian  virtues;  Indeed,  when  one 
considers  how  gigantic  and  emahing  an 
evil  its  negation  is,  one  is  dispoaed  to 
wonder  why  it  has  never  made  a  fourth 
with  our  old  friends  FvMb^  Hope,  and 
Oharity.  Yet  I  never  look  at  the  alle- 
gorical presentment  of  Justice,  witfi  the 
bandage  over  her  eyes,  without  a  sus- 
picion that  the  original  designer  thereof 
was  in  his  way  a  man  of  humour,  and  drew 
that  friendly  veil  quite  as  much  for  the 
purpose  of  shielding  from  the  eyes  of  the 
genius  the  many  crimes  that  are  didly 
committed  in  her  name,  as  to  keep  from 
her  the  knowledge  of  facts  which  might 
sway  her  to  give  a  decision  on  any  groand 
save  that  of  the  most  rigid  abstract  right 

If  we  were  to  find  ourselves  translated 
suddenly  into  a  world  in  which  eziet 
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jastioe  ruled  sitpveBie;  wkere  every  man 
WM  ftbeolvtely  sore  of  getting  biB  righti  to 
the  limit!  of  a  hair,  and  at  the  same  Una 
impotent  to  impoee  om  hii  neighbour  for 
the  value  of  a  grab  of  sand,  we  ehonld 
probably  find  the  change  as  marked  as  if 
we  were  living  in  one  of  Mr.  Qiibert's 
topsy-turvy  worlds.  For  seme  reason  os 
other  man  cannot  stand  absolute  jostioe ; 
she  b  too  awfally  perfect  for  his  faulty, 
wobUing  nature^  He  admires  her  fai 
theory,  writes  books  and  miJ(es  speeches 
in  her  prMse,  and  puts  up  her  image  in 
the  tem^des  wUch  are  supposed  to  be 
sacred  to  her ;  but  she  is  too  much  of  the 
marble  maiden  to  compel  ttie  love  of  a 
creature  of  flesh  and  blood.  Even  to  retain 
his  toleration  she  has  had  to  allow  her  fair 
propcwtions  to  be  dimmed,  and  her  sym- 
me^  to  be  disarranged ;  a  fact  which  any 
one  who  cares  may  verify  by  comparing 
Justice  with  a  big  J,  with  the  code  which 
rules  the  every-day  dealings  of  man  with 
man. 

There  is  no  need  to  trot  out  the  stock 
examples  of  this  tendeneyt  those  weU 
vitaperated  crimes  which  that  hoary  old 
sinner  Society  has  wrought  since  men 
began  to  live  together  in  fellowship.  Over 
these  men  grow  severely  controversial,  and 
there  is  a  large  class  of  readers  which 
determines,  and  not  unwisely,  that  it  will 
have  nothing  to  say  to  controversial 
articles ;  so  kt  us  take  some  well-known 
example  from  the  common  round  to  show 
how  Jostice  sometimes  halts,  such  as  the 
amount  of  change  we  get  evexj  time  we 
melt  down  asovereiffn,  not  into  half-crowns 
and  shillinga,  but  mto  some  covenanted 
eqiy  valent  of  goods,  or  aceommodaUoni  or 
service  rendered.  Let  us  consider  the  rate 
whidb  is  usually  current  in  these  negotia- 
tions, and  the  fate  which  waits  for  those 
who  stickle  for  the  uttermost  farthing. 

The  man  who  hates  being  done,  who 
doesn't  care  whether  it's  sixpence  or  twenty 
pounds,  but  res<dves  to  take  up  the  cudgels 
for  the  principle  of  the  thfaig,  is  bom  wkh 
a  fatal  heritage.  In  another  and  a  better 
nniversp,  where  political  economy  is  an 
exact  science,  and  where  two  and  two 
always  make  four,  he  might  manage  to  rub 
along ;  but  in  this  helter-skelter,  loosely- 
put^together  world  he  will  be  conscious  of 
a  thorn  in  every  cushion.  He  is  a  (rincere 
lover  of  jostf  ee.  He  has  not  the  slightest 
wish  to  encroach  by  a  hair's  breadth  on  any 
other  man's  rights  but  he  wants  fall  and 
free  enjoyment  of  his  own.  He  is  a  man 
of  blameless  life  and  rigid  probity,  and  yet 


the  first  time  that  he  shall  make  his  protest 
and  claim  his  full  changOi  stung  to  madness 
by  something  which  he  considers  a  flagrant 
invasion  of  his  rights,  the  odds  are  ten  to 
one  that  he  wiU  find  himself  worsted  all 
round ;  derided  by  his  foes ;  and,  what  la 
ten  times  harder  to  bear,  tiie  object  of 
amused  contempt  of  those  whose  battle  he 
has  been  fighting  as  well  as  his  own.  If  ean- 
spirited  fellows  these,  without  the  backbone 
to  stand  up  for  their  rights,  and  willing  to 
abjure  them  should  the  trouble  of  defendbg 
them  call  for  the  lightest  exertion  on  their 
part. 

I  took  a  jaunt  not  long  ago  in  the 
northern  parts  of  this  islimd^  and  I  can 
safely  say  that  the  man  who  goes  thither 
frith  the  notion  of  getting  his  change  in 
full  has  his  work  cut  out  for  him.  This 
region  b  known  colloquially  as  the  Land 
of  Cakes ;  and,  apropos  of  cakes,  one  may 
affirm  that,  witiiin  its  bounds,  the  proverb 
that  no  one  can  eat  his  cake  and  have  it, 
comes  doubly  true.  I  knew  that  country 
of  old,  and  when  I  counted  my  sovereigns 
before  starting,  I  determined  to  be  satisfied 
with  a  modest  equivalent  of  change — aay 
seventeen  and  sixpence — for  each.  Daring 
my  travels  I  met  several  people  who  were 
more  exacting  adherents  to  the  theory  of 
absolute  justice  for  all,  and  the  fate  that 
overtook  them  in  their  crusade  did  not 
in  the  least  encourage  me  to  follow  in  their 
train. 

The  firat  instance  I  can  call  to  mind  is 
that  of  Mr.  Carter.  I  made  his  acquaintance 
on  the  top  of  a  Highland  coach  which  I 
met  at  a  lonely  inn  at  the  j  auction  of  two 
roads.  Ibere  was  only  room  for  one 
passenger  more  when  I  climbed  up,  and 
this  vacant  seat  happened  to  be  beside 
Mr.  Carter.  As  I  settied  myself  he  kept 
a  jeidous  eye  on  me  to  see  that  I  did  not 
occupy  one  inch  more  of  space  than  was 
my  due,  and  proclaimed  in  a  loud  voice 
hb  opinion  that  four  on  a  seat  meant  one 
too  many.  Alas,  poor  Carter!  what  a 
lesson  was  in  store  fw  thee,  and  with  what 
bitter  discipline  wert  thou  to  be  instracted 
as  to  the  earrying  capacities  (tf  a  Sathe^ 
landsUse  coach  1 

We  had  shaken  comfortably  into  our 
places,  the  weather  was  fine,  the  country 
through  which  we  passed  was  lovely 
beyond  words,  and  everybody  was  saying 
what  a  charming  episode  of  travel  a  coaph 
drive  was,  when  suddenly  the  driver  pulled 
up  sharp  and  addressed  some  wonb  in 
Gaelic  to  an  old  woman  who  was  seated  en 
the  stone  fence,  with  a  large  and  not  very 
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clean-looklDg  bundle  in  her  lap.  The  resnlt 
of  the  colloquy  was  that  the  old  woman, 
handle  and  all,  joined  oar  party,  and  as 
ill-laek  would  have  it,  she  aeiambled, 
apparently  by  the  driver'a  directionf,  into 
the  dividon  of  the  coach  where  Mr.  Garter 
and  I  were  aitting. 

In  a  moment  Mr.  Oarter'a  good  humoar 
▼aniahed,  and  hia  brow  grew  Uack  aa 
thunder. 

*'  What  do  you  mean  by  thia,  driver  t " 
he  began.  "There  are  four  people  on 
each  aide — ^the  full  number.  If  you  don't 
put  thia  old  woman  down  at  once  I  ahall 
lodge  a  complaint  againat  you.  It  is 
acandalouE — ^moat  acandaloua." 

"  Te'll  joat  ait  there,*'  aaid  the  driver  in 
Engliah,  motioning  with  hia  whip  to  the 
narrow  apace  between  Mr.  Garter  and  the 
outaide  rail,  and  completely  ignoring  that 
gentleman  and  hia  proteat. 

•*  But,  driver,  I  insist " 

Here  the  objector's  apeech  waa  cut  abort 
by  the  sudden  onward  movement  of  the 
ooach,|which  eonaigned  the  old  woman  and 
her  dirty  bundle  on  to  Mr.  Garter'a  kneea, 
while  her  hob-nailed  boota  played  havoc 
with  hia  coma.  He  raved  and  proteated, 
but  there  he  had  to  ait,  more  or  lesa  over- 
whelmed, for  the  beat  part  of  an  hour. 
Then  the  coach  atopped  to  change  horsea ; 
and  Mr.  Carter,  red-hot  within  and  white 
without  with  rage,  got  down  to  lay  before 
the  landlord  the  atory  of  hia  wronga  and 
to  demand  redreea.  Bat  the  landlord 
ahook  hia  head,  and  declared  that  he  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the  coach  or  with  the 
number  of  people  it  might  be  made  to 
carry.  TUa  apeech  may  have  been  in  the 
main  true,  but  it  could  aearcely  have  been 
called  the  whole  truth,  aeeing  that  the 
coach,  aa  I  afterwarda  found  out,  waa 
horaed  by  hia  brother  and  driven  by  hia 
nephew.  An j  how,  he  had  no  ^'comfortable 
worda  for  Mr.  Garter,  and  when  that 
gentleman,  aomewhat  pacified  by  the 
departure  of  the  bundle-bearing  old  woman, 
went  to  resume  his  seat,  he  found  it  occu- 
pied by  two  gigantic  drovers.  Then 
followed  another  acene  of  rage  and  pro- 
teatation.  The  landlord  atood  impaasive, 
and  the  driver,  gracioualy  breaking  o£f  a 
converaation  with  the  new  intruders,  told 
him  he  must  find  a  place  amongat  the 
Inggage  behind  ;  people  rode  where  they 
could  on  that  coach. 

Mr.  Garter  did  not  respond  to  thia 
invitation.  We  left  him  standing  in  the 
middle  of  the  read,  and  I  learned  after- 
warda,  from  a  letter  he  wrote    to    the 


*' Sootaman,"  that  he  hired  a  carriage  on 
to  hia  deatination,  and  aent  the  bill  iox  the 
same  to  ike  coaching  company.  I  wonder 
whether  he  haa  been  recouped  the  oatlay. 
After  we  parted  with  him,  the  driver  and 
the  two  drovera  talked  and  laughed 
boiateroualy  together  in  Gaelic,  and  I  am 
ahnoat  aure  wat'  poor  Garter  and  hia 
miaadventurea  formed  the  aubject  of  their 
diacouriie.  Thia  waa  an  ill-atarred  da^'a 
travel  for  him,  I  greatly  fear.  Better  had 
he  been  aatiafied  with  ahort  change  f<»  hia 
aovereign  in  the  matter  of  aitting  space  on 
that  coach,  than  undertake  the  periloua 
conteat  he  adventured. 

Another  example  I  may  bring  forward 
In  the  peraon  of  Mr.  Blackatone,  whom  I 
met  at  the  popalar  **  Glenahinnock  Hote^" 
He  waa  a  man  who  made  himaelf  agreeable 
all  round.  He  knew  all  the  nicest  walks 
about  the  place;  and,  though  he  did  not 
fiah  himaelf,  he  waa  full  of  information  aa 
to  the  right  fly  to  use  in  order  to  entrap 
the  trout  which  were  aaid  to  exist  in  the 
loch  near,  the  "fine  trout  and  aalmon- 
fishbg"  of  the  hotel  advertisement  It 
waa  not  until  the  doae  of  our  midday 
meal  on  Sunday  that  I  noticed  any  sign 
in  him  of  ainister  humour.  Miaa  Worts, 
a  fuaay,  talkative  apinster,  who  had 
already  enlivened  the  place  by  getting  up 
a  ''  sale  of  work "  for  her  pet  misaionary 
society,  announced,  just  after  the  pudding 
came  round,  that  to-day  we  shonld  be 
favoured  by  an  afternoon  aervice  in  the 
drawing-room.  Mr.  Blackatone  began  to 
glare  and  fidget  aa  he  listened,  and  when 
Miaa  Worta  had  finiahed,  demanded  in  a 
loud  voice  what  a  Soman  Catholic  or 
a  Particular  Baptiat  would  do,  sappoung 
he  might  want  to  write  a  letter  in  the 
drawing-room  while  the  proposed  service 
ahould  be  going  on.  Nobody  took  hu 
remarka  aeriously ;  but,  aa  the  sequel 
showed,  he  waa  in  deadly  eameat.  A 
curaory  glance  at  the  gueata  round  the 
table  would  scarcely  have  revealed  the 
paraon ;  but  he  waa  there,  nevertheleac — 
an  over-worked  curate  who,  knowing  the 
waya  of  Miss  Worts  and  her  aiaterhood, 
had  left  behind  him  all  clerical  garb,  and 
put  on  aeverely  lay  attire.  But  not  even 
this — ^and  it  included  a  red  tie  atod  knicker- 
bockera — could  throw  off  the  acent  a  lady 
with  auch  a  keen  nose  after  the  clerical 
as  Miaa  Worts.  She  was  down  upon  him 
before  he  had  been  an  hour  in  the  house, 
and  bullied  or  cajoled  him  into  complianca 
She  made  a  hard  fight  to  get  a  sermon  out 
of  him  aa  wel],  bat  here  the  worm  iamed. 
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and  Miss  Worts  had  to  lengthen  oat  the 
serviee  by  throwing  In  an  extra  hymn. 

Some  minutes  before  the  appointed 
time,  Miss  W(»t8  entered  the  drawing- 
room  to  arrange  the  chairs  convenienUy 
for  deyotion,  and  there,  seated  at  the 
writing-table  in  the  midst,  was  Mr.  Black- 
stone,  with  an  air  of  uncompromising 
resolution  apparent  both  In  his  countenance 
and  in  his  attftude.  Miss  Worts  coughed 
mildly;  the  clergyman,  vested  in  an 
anomalous -lookiog  black  coat,  appeared 
on  the  scene';  and  a  whispered  conference 
between  the  two  took  place,  but  Mr. 
Blackstone  took  no  heed.  Then  some 
half-a-dozen  worshippers,  mostly  ladies, 
dropped  in  and  took  their  places  with 
solemn  smirking,  and  the  clergyman  passed 
over  to  the  card-table,  which  was  to  do 
duty  as  a  reading-desk;  but  Mr.  Black- 
stone,  like  the  lady  in  the  poem,  '*  neither 
spoke  nor  moved."  The  clergyman  began 
the  service,  but  before  he  had  got  to  the 
end  of  the  first  sentence  Mr.  Blackstone 
was  seized  with  some  bronchial  affection, 
and  coughed  as  if  he  were  struggling  for 
breath.  The  attack  wore  itself  out  in 
lengthy  clearing  of  the  throat,  and  when 
he  felt  better,  Mr.  Blackstone  began  to 
write  with  a  quill  pen,  which  gave  out 
such  a  diabolical  scratching  that  it  must 
have  been  prepared  for  the  express  purpose. 
The  clergyman  raised  his  voice,  and  at 
once  Mr.  Blackstone's  throat  heeded  clear- 
ing. Miss  Worts  lifted  up  a  quavering 
treble  in  the  hymn,  and  the  quill  pen 
discoursed  shriller  scratching  than  ever. 
The  clergyman^  afcer  a  brief  struggle, 
recognised  the  incongruity  of  the  situation, 
and  rattled  through  the  residue  of  the 
service  as  though  he  had  been  a  college 
chaplain  doing  chapel  on  a  winter  morning. 
He  consoled  himself  with  a  pipe  on  the 
hill,  but  poor  Mtss  Worts  retired  to  her 
bedroom  to  weep  over  the  fiasco  that  bad 
met  her  effort  to  make  people  spend 
Sunday  as  it  should  be  spent. 

So  far  Mr.  Blackstone  may  seem  to  have 
triumphed  in  his  fight  for  full  change 
and  for  equal  enjoyment,  by  persons  of 
every  religious  denomination,  of  the  public 
rooms  of  the  hotel ;  but  fate  had  not  yet 
done  with  him.  Miss  Worts,  on  her 
journey  south,  met  on  board  fixe  steamer  a 
lady  as  severely  orthodox'  as  herself,  and 
imparted  to  her  the  story  of  her  dis- 
comfi^iUre  and  the  name  of  the  instrument 
of  evil  who  had  wrought  it,  and  who 
should  this  lady  be  but  the  sister-in-law 
of  tiie  Rector  of  the  parish  where  Mr. 


Blackstone  lived  1  The  story,  by  the  time 
it  had  come  to  the  Sector's  ears,  was  con- 
sider ibly  adorned,  and  when  it  was  farther 
handed  on,  to  become  the  common  property 
of  the  parish,  it  conveyed  the  impression 
that  Mr.  Blackstone,  in  spite  of  his  attend- 
ing church  and  even  occasionally  taking 
round  the  collecting  bag,  was  nothing 
else  than  a  blatant  atheist.  Seed  of  this 
sort,  sown  and  judiciously  nurtured  in  the 
social  life  of  a  country  town,  does  not  long 
lie  unfruiUul.  Mr.  Blackstone  was  soon 
conscious  of  the  cold  shoulder,  and,  having 
received  a  hint  as  to  the  reason,  he  tried  to 
put  himself  right  by  attending  service  twice 
every  Sunday,  and  by  heading  the  sub- 
scription list  for  giving  the  Bector  a  new 
Turkey  carpet  for  his  study;  but  all  he 
gained  by  this  line  of  conduct  was  to 
acquire  the  superadded  reputation  of  a 
hypocrite.  The  next  year  he  failed  to 
secure  his  re-election  to  the  Town  Gouncil, 
and  so  missed  the  chance  of  rising  to  the 
dignity  of  Alderman  and  Mayor.  His 
neighbour  and  enemy,  Thompson,  who 
would  not  have  had  the  ghost  of  a  chance 
against  him  but  for  these  ill-starred 
rumours,  stepped  -  into  his  shoes,  and,  as 
luck  would  have  it,  filled  the  offi;e  of 
Mayor  the  year  when  an  illustrious  per- 
sonage came  down  to  open  the  new  borough 
waterworks.  He  is  now  Sir  Sdunuel 
Thompson,  and  many  bitter  things  bus 
poor  Blackstone  to  say  about  the  brand- 
new  Thompson  coat-of-arms. 

One  might  go  on  quoting  instances 
ad  infinitum  as  to  the  impolicy  of  insisting 
on  fall  change,  but  it  is  probable  that  the 
two  already  quoted  will  suffice  to  point 
the  moral.  This  infirmity  is  as  fertile 
a  source  of  discomfort  as  the  inability  or 
disinclination  to  shut  one's  eyes  io  the 
laches  and  misdemeanours  of  the  ministers 
of  our  domestic  comfort,  and  it  is  surely 
one  which  ought  to  be  checked  without 
remorse.  Ease,  after  all,  is  the  goal  for 
which  most  of  us  are  contending,  and  ease 
will  never  be  ours  if  we  persist  in  kicking 
against  the  pricks  in  the  interest  of 
abstract  justice.  Oar  days  of  straggle 
and  anticipation  are  the  best  we  are  likely 
to  know  on  thin  side  of  the  grave,  and  it 
is  surely  the  worst  economy  to  mar  them 
by  straggling  pedantically  after  what  no 
one  else  has  ever  attained.  It  takes  a  lot 
of  greasing  to  make  the  wheels  of  life  run 
smoothly,  and,  ''experto  orede,"  the 
acceptance  of  short  change  now  and  again 
is  a  better  lubricant  than  the  oniversal 
exaction  of  one's  full  rights.  . 
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"  OCCUPATION— AUTHOR." 

A  COMPLETE  STORY. 

On  the  whole  I  am  fairly  well  satisfied 
with  my  banker.  He  pays  me  a  half- 
penny  per  sovereign  per  month  on  my 
balance.  I  ean  withdraw  all  or  any  part 
of  that  balance  at  any  time  and  almost 
anywhere.  I  can  keep  my  aooonnt  open 
by  leaving  in  his  hands  the  merely  nommal 
sum  of  one  shilling,  and,  even  tt  poverty 
eompels  me  to  spend  that  shilling,  he  will 
re-enter  my  name  on  his  books  as  soon 
as  I  get  another.  In  spite  of  the  liberality 
of  hU  dedings  he  is  not  likely  to  saspend 
payment,  because  his  name  Is  John  Bull, 
and  he  does  business  at  the  sign  of  the 

S it-office.  I  have,  however,  one  fault  to 
d  with  him. 

He  is  always  wanting  to  know  what  I 
am.  Not  content  with  making  me  state 
mv  occupation  when  I  go  to  him  with  that 
otner  shilling,  he  has  to  be  reminded  of  it 
every  time  I  draw  upon  him.  Now, 
though  I  can't  see  that  it  mattenr  to  John 
Bull  whether  I  am  tinker,  tailor,  soldier, 
sailor,  or  beggar-man,  I  shouldn't  so  much 
mind  teWng  him  if  he  would  keep  the  in- 
formation to  himself.  He  is  only  an  ab- 
straction, but  his  young-lady  clerks  are 
personalities — very  charming  little  per- 
sonalities too,  some  of  them — and  when  I 
take  my  book  and  my  warrant  into  an 
office  they  show  a  personal  interest  in  me, 
which,  as  a  bashful  man,  I  find  trying. 

I  must  confess  that  I  sufier  through  my 
own  foolish  pride.  Until  lately,  whenever 
I  sent  in  a  notice  of  withdrawal  I  filled  in 
the  space  after  '* occupation"  with  the 
word  "  none,"  and  as  long  as  I  did  so  I 
always  received  my  money  without  feeling 
consdous  that  three  or  four  pafars  of  Mght 
eyes,  all  full  of  curiosity,  dOuted,  perhaps, 
with  a  little  admiration^  were  intentiy 
gazing  upon  me. 

Unfortunately,  about  two  yearn  ago, 
when  I  was  unduly  elated  over  the  ac- 
ceptance of  my  first  story — by  the  way, 
that  is  not  quite  accurate;  it  was  not 
actually  my  first  story,  but  the  first  about 
whose  merits  any  editor  agreed  with  me — 
I  opened  a  new  account  and  wrote  myself 
down  "author." 

Then  my  troubles  began.  The  first 
time  I  drew  on  that  account,  the  pretty 
girl  who  compared  my  warrant  with  the 
facsimile  from  the  head  office,  smiled  and 
pretended  she  was  obliged  to  ask  another 
girl  prettier  than  herself  some  question 


about  it.  Then  they  botii  stared  at  me, 
not  ezactiy  rudely,  but  as  if  ihey  had 
never  seen  an  author  before,  and  wanted 
to  discover  whether  there  were  any  out- 
ward signs  by  wldch  the  spedes  m^ht  be 
recognised. 

There  may  be  men,  possibly  even 
authors,  who  would  have  found  the 
situation  tolerable,  if  not  pleasant,  but  I 
felt  as  uncomfortable  as  if  the  semtiny  to 
which  I  was  subjected  had  been  the  out- 
come of  a  suspicion  that  I  had  atolen  a 
deposit-book  ami  forged  a  notioe  oi  with- 
drawal, instead  ol  being,  as  I  belieye  it 
was,  a  proof  of  the  interest  taken  in 
literature  and  the  makers  thereof  by  the 
fdr  scrutineers. 

I  might,  of  course,  have  saved  myself 
from  further  annoyance  of  this  kind  by 
withdrawing  my  balance,  taking  it  to 
some  other  office,  and  reverting  to  my 
former  style  of  describing  mysdl 

"But,"  thought  I,  "if  you  will  dimb 
the  ladder  of  fame,  my  boy,  you  must 
expect  the  eyes  of  the  public  to  be  fixed  on 
you.  The  higher  you  get  the  harder  they 
will  stare,  so  you  had  better  learn  to  deport 
yourself  gracefully  under  inspection  before 
anybody  publishes  an  illustrated  inter- 
view with  you." 

At  that  time  I  thought  that  story  would 
make  me  famous  as  soon  as  it  waspabHriied 
— I  know  better  now;  I  don't  think  any  less 
of  the  story,  but  I  found  that  not  even  the 
best  work  is  appreciated  as  quickly  aa  it 
ought  to  be — ^and  so,  fearing  that  I  should 
not  be  able  to  get  rid  of  my  baahfidness 
through  the  medium  of  .  the  post-office 
before  I  became  a  celebrityi  I  fled  to  hide 
my  blushes  in  the  country.  I  might  as 
well 'have  perched  myself  on  the  top  of  a 
lamp-post  in  the  Strand. 

I  chose  a  very  quiet  place,  too — Oolatoek, 
a  little  port  on  the  Bristol  Channel  which 
plays  at  being  a  seaside  res<»t  during  the 
summer  monttis — ^bnt  I  am  now  convinced 
that  I  defeated  my  own  object  by  seeloDg 
out  such  a  retired  spot.  My  secret  would 
have  been  safer  in  Scarboro'. 

Of  coutse  the  people  in  the  po8ft*offioe 
found  out  my  profeeafon  the  first  time  I 
drew  on  my  account,  and— mind,  I  make 
no  accusations  j  I  don't  want  to  get  the 
ladies  who  manage  tiiat  post-office  into 
trouble,  because  they  are  widows  and 
fatherless ;  at  least,  the  old  lady  is  a  widow 
and  the  girls  are  Jatherless — ^three  days 
afterwards  the  Vicar  called  upon  me. 

Now  I  am  a  bit  of  a  Bohemian,  and  not 
used  to  paying  or  receiving  eerem(»louB 
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calls.  I  pick  np  my  friends  casually,  often 
in — weU,  in  places  of  public,  resort — and 
sometimes  I  don't  know  their  names  until 
I  happen  to  ask  the  landlord  or  the  bar- 
maid. There  now.  I  didn't  mean  to  let 
that  oat,  bat  never  mfnd.  The  chief  fault 
of  most  bits  of  autobiography  is  their 
obvioos  want  of  candour,  and  nobody  can 
now  lay  that  to  the  charge  of  this  one. 

After  this  confession  perhaps  I  need 
scarcely  add  that  few  of  my  friends  are 
dexgymen,  but  nevertheless  I  got  on  pretty 
well  with  ttie  Severend  Thomas  Lowrie — so 
well  that  at  last  he  asked  me  to  come  up 
and  have  tea  with  him  the  next  day. 

"  And  I  dare  say,"  said  he  as  he  was 
going  away,  "  that  you  won't  mind  giving 
my  little  girl  your  opinion  and  advice. 
She  dabbles  a  bit  in  literature  herself." 

When  I  saw  the  pile  of  manuscripts  she 
brought  out  on  the  lawn  for  my  inspection, 
I  thought  she  must  have  swum  in  it  for 
some  years.  Such  pretty  manuscripts  they 
were,  too,  scented  with  lavender  instead  of 
tobacco,  tied  up  with  bits  of  pink  silk 
ribbon,  and  written  in  a  beautifully  neat 
hand  warranted  to  set  the  most  respectable 
compositor  swearing  at  large — only  it  turned 
out  that  as  yet  no  compositor  had  ever  seen 
that  hand. 

I  almost  cried  when  I  discovered  that 
every  manascript  had  half-a-dozen  or  more 
notices  of  rejection  attached  to  it.  One 
editor  presented  his  compliments  to  Miss 
Lowrie,  but  was  sorry  that  her  story  was 
not  suited  to  the  requirements  of  his  two- 
penny-halfpenny— the  twopenny-halfpenny 
is  my  own — magazine.  Another  thanked 
her  for  giving  him  the  pleasure  of  perusing 
that  same  story,  but  regretted  his  inability 
to  make  use  of  it ;  and  a  third — he  must 
have  been  a  cynical,  sarcastic  sort  of 
wretch,  that  third — led  her  to  believe  that 
unosual  pressure  on  his  space  alone  pre- 
vented- him  from  accepting  the  poor, 
forlorn  little  tale. 

I  was — nay,  am — accustomed  to  receive 
documents  of  the  same  sort  myself,  but  I 
never  treasured  them  up,  or  believed  that 
they  were  meant  to  convey  an]fthing  more 
consoling  than  an  editorial  opinion  that 
my  story  was  not  up  to  much.  That  poor 
little  sirl,  though,  mistook  politeness  for 
appreciation. 

'*What  do  they  say  to  people  whose 
stories  are  really  bad  1 "  she  aBked. 

'*0h  !  '  No  rubbish  can  be  shot  here,'  or 
something  equally  cutting,"  I  replied  with 
wonderful  promptness,  considering  that 
until  she  asked  that  ingenuous  question  I 
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had  DO  notion  that  she  imagined  that  her 
stories  had  been  awarded  something  at 
least  equivalent  to  "  highly  commended  " 
at  a  cattle  show. 

**  It  is  very  tantalising  to  have  so  many 
nearly  accepted  and  never  quite  to  succeed,'* 
she  went  on. 

*'It  must  be,"  said  I  with  a  sigh  of  sym- 
pathy. <*Bat  perseverance,  you  know, 
Miss  Lowrie." 

"  Ah,  yes,"  she  said,  with  a  deeper  sigh. 
''But  I  have  persevered  so  long,  Mr. 
Dumble.  Now  you  are  not  an  editor,  are 
you  I " 

I  pleaded  not  guilty  by  shaking  my 
head,  smiling,  and  asking  if  she  thought  I 
looked  like  one. 

"Then,"  she  continued,  looking  plead- 
ingly into  my  eyes  and  returning  my  smile, 
''your  opinion,  if  you  will  be  good  enough 
to  give  it,  will  be  based  on  the  merits  of 
my  stories  alone,  won't  it ) '' 

''Certainly,"  I  replied,  with  Spartan 
firmness. 

"And  you'll  tell  me  really,  honestly, 
what  you  think  about  them  % " 

"  Beally,  honestly,"  I  repeated,  my  voice 
shaking  a  little. 

I  didn't  mean  it.  Spirit  of  criticism 
forgive  me  1  I  didn't  mean  it. 

Edith  Lowrie  was  one  of  the  prettiest 
girls  I  have  ever  seen,  and  she  used  her 
eyes  with  all  the  innocent  recklessness  of 
a  four-year-old  child  playing  with  a  box  of 
matches.  She  thanked  me  for  my  fal- 
lacious promise,  and  as  she  thanked  me 
she  "  lackt  me  through  and  through  "  with 
the  fire  of  those  eyes,  so  that  such  poor 
sticks  of  honest  resolution  as  were  still 
standing  when  I  made  it  went  by  the  board 
immediately. 

Dark  brown  eyes  they  were,  and  they 
had  all  that  variety  of  expression  which 
distinguishes  the  eyes  of  the  natural  flirt, 
but  she  wasn't  a  flirt  any  more  than  the 
aforesaid  child  with  the  matches  is  an 
incendiary.  Of  course  she  was  quite  safe 
with  me.  I  mean  there  was  no  fear  that 
I  should  misunderstand  or  take  advantage 
of  her  simplicity,  but  as  her  senior  by 
several  years  I  thought  it  right  to  warn 
her  that  it  might  be  misunderstood  or 
taken  advantage  of  by  men  less  quick  at 
reading  character  or  lees  scrupulous  than 
I  am. 

"  Beally,  Miss  Lowrie,  you  ought  to  wear 
coloured  glasses,"  I  said  one  day,  when  I 
had  had  tea  at  the  Vicarage  again,  and  we 
were  sitting  out  in  the  garden  under  a  tree. 

''  Ob,  do  you  think  so  9 "  she  replied.  "  I 
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don't  find  that  writing  hnrti  my  eyes  at 
all.    They  don't  look  weak,  do  they  t " 

She  inbmitted  them  to  my  fnapection  ae 
she  Bpoke.  I  thought  of  Mrs.  Wadman, 
oontraated  the  simple  maiden  with  the 
designing  widow,  and  nerved  myself  to 
feign  the  insensibility  of  Uncle  Toby. 

':  Well,  no,"  I  replied,  feeling  that  I  was 
blushing,  "not  ezsctly  weu,  but  you 
ought  to  be  careful  how  you  use  them. 
You  look  at  me  sometimes  as  if " 

I  came  to  a  dead  stop.  She  was  at  that 
moment  looking  at  me  as  if  she  might  be 
saying  "  wouldn't  you  like  to  kiss  me  t " 
but  you  can't  tell  a  girl  you  haven't  known 
much  more  than  a  week  that  her  eyes  say 
that — or  at  least  I  can'r,  being,  as  I  have 
said,  a  bashful  man. 

'<  Well,  as  if  what»  Mr.  Damble  % "  she 
asked,  changing  all  unwittingly  her  un- 
spoken words  to  '*Do  you  mean  as  if  I 
loved  you  % " 

Now,  shy  as  I  am,  I  flditer  myself  that 
if  she  had  been  the  flirt  she  seemed  I 
could  have  found  something  to  say  appro- 
priate to  the  occasion,  but,  fearful  of 
offending  her,  I  stammered  out : 

"  Oh  1  as  if  your  eyes  were  tired,"  and 
then  sought  safety  by  fixing  my  own  on 
the  ground  at  her  feet 

"  Of  beholding  yon,  Mr.  Damble ) "  she 
ssked,  laughing  merrily.  ''Now  I  call 
that  fiahing  for  a  compliment,  and  as  a 
punishment  I  condemn  you  to  play  another 
Bet  immediately.  If  you  were  not  so  hzj 
you  would  have  learnt  to  beat  me  long  ago." 

She  was  teaching  me  to  play  lawn- tennis, 
but  I  am  stout  and  scant  of  breath,  and 
she  was  as  active  as  Atalanta.  If  we  had 
played  continuously  to  this  day  I  could 
never  have  beaten  her,  even  if  I  had  tried ; 
and  I  never  did  try. 

We  played  our  set,  which  she  won  by 
six  to  love,  and  then  we  talked  again,  A 
fortnight  had  elapsed  since  she  gave  me 
her  manuscripts  to  decipher,  and  that 
evening  she  insisted  on  having  my 
opinion  about  them.  I  need  not  set  it 
down  here.  In  the  first  place  I  do  not 
profess  to  be  a  critic ;  and  in  the  second  my 
judgement,  as  I  have  hinted,  was  biassed 
by  personal  considerations.  She  seemed 
pleased  with  what  I  said,  however,  and 
thanked  me  so  eloquently  with  those 
elorious  eyes  that  I  went  back  to  my 
lodgings  that  nieht  more  than  half  per- 
suaded that  I  might  not  unreasonably  hope 
to  win  her. 

Until  the  small  hours  I  sat  up  reviewing 
the  situation,  and  calculating  my  chances 


of  suooesa  At  first  I  decided  that  my 
personal  appearance  would  be  altogether 
against  ma,  but  later  on  I  modified  that 
condemnation  of  my  fleshly — ^I  use  the  word 
advisedly  —  tabernacle.  I  don't  pretend  j 
to  be  handsome,  but  I  am  not  ngly — not 
repulsively  ugly,  anyhow — and  aa  it  seema 
to  be  the  general  opinion  that,  within 
certain  wide  limits,  a  woman's  choice  is 
not  much  influenced  by  the  monldiDg  of 
her  wooer's  features,  I  finally  set  down 
personal  appearance  as  a  neutral  force  not 
to  be  reckoned  on  either  side. 

My  bashfnlness  I  thought  would  tell 
rather  in  my  favour.  Even  free-spoken, 
lively,  up-to-date,  Londony  sort  of  girls 
have  told  me  that  they  liked  me  beeauae  I 
never  made  myself  too  cheeky ;  and  if  such 
as  these  could  appreciate  the  modesty  of 
my  nature^  it  was  surely  safe  to  aaaome 
that  quiet,  country -bred  Miss  Lowrie 
would  like  it. 

Besides,  though  shy,  I  am  by  no  means 
tongue-tied  when  I  have  a  girl  all  to  myself 
in  a  quiet  place;  and,  though  incapable 
of  contributing  my  fair  share  to  a  general 
conversation,  I  can  whisper  soft  nothings 
into  a  particular  ear  as  well  as  anybody. 

Then  there  was  my  profession.  That 
was  certain  to  help  me  with  a  girl  who 
wrote  herself;  and  I  didn't  tlmik  Mr. 
Lowrie  could  possibly  object  to  it,  because 
when  he  first  called  on  me  he  said  some 
very  complimentary  things  about  Colstock 
being  honoured  by  my  visit,  and  ao  on. 
In  the  end  I  decided  that  personally  I  had 
a  very  fdir  chance,  especially  as  there 
didn't  seem  to  be  any  rivals  about. 

Financially,  I  had  a  hundred  and  twenty 
poundsayearin Consols — enough, I  thought^ 
for  necessaries — and,  on  the  strength  of  Siat 
accepted  story,  I  hoped  to  be  able  to  earn 
something  for  luxuries  by  my  pen.  There 
was  nothing  in  the  style  of  the  Vicarage 
household  to  lead  me  to  believe  that  Mr. 
Lowrie  was  a  rich  man,  and  I  hoped  he 
would  not  refuse  to  allow  us  to  begin  mar- 
ried life  in  lodgings  in  a  Bohemian  way. 

I  didn't  think  £dith  would  mind  living 
in  a  Bohemian  way,  either.  After  I  had  , 
decided  that  my  chance  was  good  enough 
to  be  worth  trying,  I  sounded  her  on  the 
point,  and  though  her  ideas  of  Bo- 
hemianism  were  derived  from  books,  and 
therefore  lacked  precision  in  realistic  detail, 
she  seemed  to  have  grasped  the  spirit  of 
the  thing.  Anyhow,  she  was  uncon- 
ventional enough  in  her  relations  with  me. 

She  took  me  for  long  walks.  Yes;  I 
mean  that.     She  literally  took  me.     I  hate 
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wAlkiog,  and  if  she  had  not  insieted  that 
I  ought  to  see  thif,  that,  or  the  other 
pretly  spot  near — oar  ideas  of  nearness 
di£Fered — Golatock,  I  shonld  never  have 
wandered  farther  than  the  Vicarage.  By 
way  of  chivalrons  revenge  I  took  her  on 
the  water.  B<jwing  on  the  Bristol  Channel 
is  not  hard  work  if  yon  time  yourself 
properly  —  that  is,  take  care  to  go  up- 
channel  on  the  last  of  the  flood  and  come 
down  with  the  ebb.  You  can,  of  coarse, 
with  eqaal  advantage,  reverse  the  process, 
but  at  Colstock  if  you  want  to  go  out 
after  half-ebb  you  must  pay  men  to  haal 
the  boat  and  carry  you  over  about  half  a 
mile  of  mud.  This,  however,  is  a  digres- 
sion. We  mover  went  oat  on  the  ebb. 
For  one  thing,  it  would  have  been  too 
expensive — those  Colstock  boatmen  put  a 
value  on  their  time,  which  is  positively  start- 
ling when  you  consider  how  mach  of  it 
they  waste  in  leaning  against  posts — and 
for  another,  the  novel  spectacle  of  boatmen 
working  would  have  attracted  all  the  vil- 
lage ;  but  this  is  still  a  digression.  Let 
me  resume  my  tale  of  woe. 

I  lived  on  in  my  fool's  paradise  for 
about  a  month,  fancying  that  I  had  made 
a  favourable  impression  upon  Miss  Lowrie, 
and  was  deepening  it  as  time  went  on. 
With  the  usual  unselfish  devotion  of  a 
lover  I  strove  to  please  her  by  changing 
my  habits.  I  dressed  more  carefully, 
smoked  much  less,  ceased  to  frequent  the 
village  inn,  and  went  regularly  to  church — 
her  father's  church.  I  even  read  some 
poetry  and  crammed  up  a  lot  of  nonsense 
about  sunsets  out  of  a  scenery-nove^  so 
that  I  might  treat  her  to  the  kind  of  talk 
she  loved. 

I  had  long  ago  discovered  that  our 
tastes  in  conversaUon  differed.  She  liked 
to  discuss  improving  subjects  seriously, 
and,  as  I  am  accastomed  to  treat  things 
in  general  in  a  spirit  of  light  banter,  our 
views  sometimes  clashed.  It  was  a  clashiog 
of  views  which  at  last  showed  me  on  what 
unsubstantial  foundations  I  had  built  my 
castle  in  the  air. 

We  were  out  boating,  and  about  two 
miles  from  land,  just  drifting  quietly  up- 
channel  with  the  tide,  when  the  crash 
came.  We  were  talking  about  Modern 
Dramatic  Art  and  the  exponents  thereof, 
and  I — perhaps  fltppantly-^snggested  that 
there  most  be  some  truth  in  the  doctrine 
of  the  transmigration  of  souls,  because  so 
many  of  the  said  exponents  seemed  to  be 
nothing  but  up-to-date  embodiments  of  the 
spirit  of  Mr.  Vincent  Crummies. 


She  did  me  the  honour  to  smile,  but 
quickly  recovered  herself  and  looked  at 
me  reproachfully. 

<<I  wish  yoa  wouldn't  turn  everything 
into  nonsense,''  she  said  severely. 

*^  Will  you  help  me  to  be  more  serious  ? " 
I  asked.  • 

-''I — I  don't  quite  understand  yon,  Mr. 
Dumble,"  she  faltered,  blushing  and  look- 
ing down  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat 

I  don't  pretend  that  my  eyes  are  very 
expressive,  but  I  think  that  they  must 
have  told  her  what  I  meant.  Nevertheless, 
I  went  on  to  oxplain  myself  ^dearly  in 
words.  She  waited  till  I  had  finished,  and 
then,  as  I  leant  forward  to  take  her  hand, 
she  crushed  me. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Damble,"  she  said,  <'  I  am  so 
sotry  1 1  thought  you  knew  I  was  engaged." 

She  looked  sorry — ^I  will  say  that  for 
her — but  why  she  thought  I  knew  passes 
my  comprehension.  I  suppose  that  as 
everybody  in  Colstock  knows  everything 
about  everybody  else,  she  took  it  for 
granted  that  my  landlady  or -somebody 
hid  enlightened  me.  However,  I  didn't 
begin  to  consider  that  question  just  then ; 
I  was  far  too  much  upset  by  the  unpleasant- 
ness of  the  situation  to  consider  anything. 

We  were,  as  I  have  said,  about  two 
miles  from  land ;  the  tide  would  not  tarn 
for  another  half-hour,  and  I  am  an  in- 
diff<3rent  oarsman.  We  were  clearly  doomed 
to  remain  in  close  proximity  for  some 
considerable  time.  £dith  was  steering ;  I 
was  rowing.  We  were  therefore  face  to 
face  with  our  faces  only  a  few  feet  apart, 
and  I  had  jost  made  an  utter  ass  of  myself. 
Nice  situation,  wasn't  if,  for  a  bashful  man  f 

I  blushed  scarlet,  seized  the  sculls  and 
pulled  with  all  the  energy,  if  not  the 
effect,  of  a  'Varsity  eight  rolled  into  one. 
I  took  it  for  granted  that  Miss  Lowrie 
would  steer  for  the  port,  but  she  never 
moved  the  rudder,  and,  as  I  didn't  like  to 
say  anything,  we  simply  went  up-chaimel 
a  little  faster  than  we  had  been  going 
before. 

Presently  my  breath  failed  me,  and  I 
stopped  rowing.  Miss  Lowrie,  who  had 
been  steadfastly  regarding  her  pretty 
boating-shoes  ever  aince  the  catastrophe, 
looked  up,  and  her*  eyes  seemed  faU  of 
trouble,  almost  of  despair. 

<'  C«n  you  ever  forgive  me  t"  she  asked, 
so  piteously  that  I  could  have  kicked 
myself  for  causing  her  so  much  distress. 

I  told  her  so  in  other  words ;  that  b,  I 
assured  her  it  was  all  my  fault,  and  that  it 
was  I  who  ought  to  plead  for  forgiveness. 
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Tiien  the  brightened  up  woaderfnlly,  and 
after  a  irdiile  I  felt  more  eomfortaUe 
myaelf.  We  weren't  exactly  merry,  of 
coone,  it  wasn't  to  be  expected ;  b«t  she 
was  so  sympathetic  that  I  was  no  longer  in 
a  harry  to  get  back  before  onr  nsnal  time. 

With  that  chUdUke  simplicity  which 
was  her  greatest  charm,  she  told  me  all 
about  him :  how  he  had  been  her  father's 
cnrate,  bat  now  had  a  liring  of  his  own  in 
the  North ;  what  a  good  fellow  he  was ; 
how  well  he  played  cdcketi  and  so  on.  I 
should  be  sure  to  like  him,  she  said,  and 
she  hoped  we  might  meet  some  day. 

I  am  sure  she  meant  it  all — ^in  fact,  I 
don't  beliere  she  ever  spoke  an  insincere 
word  in  her  life — but  all  the  time  there 
was  a  sort  of  wistful  regret  in  her  eyes,  as 
if  she  might  haye  leamMi  to  care  for  me  if 
her  young  affections  had  not  been  pre- 
maturely pledged.  They  were  Tery  tanta- 
lising,  not  to  say  provoking,  were  those 
eyes,  and,  though  she  knew  it  not,  they 
tempted  me  to  beg  her  to  throw  the  other 
man  over  and  elope  with  me. 

My  sense  of  honour,  however,  saved  me 
from  making  an  utter  fool  of  myself,  and  I 
said  but  little  for  the  greater  pait  of  the 
way. 

**  And  when  is  the  wedding  to  be,  Miss 
Lowrie ) "  I  asked,  as  we  approached  the 
landing-place. 

"Ob,  I — I  hardly  know  yet.  Perhaps 
never/'  she  replied,  with  a  smile,  and  a 
blush  and  a  look  which  made  me  glad  I 
had  not  asked  such  a  dangerous  question 
half  a  mile  farther  out 

Would  you  believe  that  she  was  never- 
theless married  within  six  weeks  4 

I  had  fled  from  Golstock  and  temptation 
the  next  morning,  but  I  saw  the  announce- 
ment hi  "  The  Times,"  and  to  ttiis  day  I 
don't  know  what  to  make  -of  it  Paternal 
pressure  must  have  been  applied,  I  sup- 
pose, for  I  can't  persuade  myself  that 
Editii  really  knew  she  was  going  to  be 
married  so  soon  when  we  parted  in  the 
Vicarage  garden  that  night.  If  she  did 
she  was  a  most  atrocious  littie  flirt,  and  I 
must  so  totally  lack  the  power  of  insight 
into  character  that  I  had  better  not  occupy 
myself  with  authorship  any  longer.  But 
then no,  I  am  certain  she  was  not  a  flirt. 


OUR   COAL   INDUSTEIES. 

It  b  literally  true  that  coal  is  one  of  the 
first  necessaries  of  civilised  life.  It  is  to 
the  industrial  organism  what  bread   and 


water  are  to  the  physical  body,  while  to 
the  physical  body  in  eML  aiid  tempeiato 
climates  its  heai-radiating  qualities  are  io- 
dispensable.  So  imposdble  la  it  for  us  ss  a 
nation  to  get  along  without  ihia  invalnaUe 
mineral,  that  it  has  long  been  contended 
by  many  persons  that  the  eoal  resources  of 
the  country  ought  to  be  made  and  retslued 
as  national  property.  This  Is  a  questton 
of  political  economy,  wUeh  It  is  not  cor 

f)rovince  or  our  purpose  io  discuss^  but  it 
s  mentioned  here  as  illustrating  the 
illimitable  interest  of  the  subject.  Tin 
labour  troubles  in  the  Midlanda  and  in 
Scotland,  and  the  so-called  '*  eoal  famines'' 
of  the  IsAt  two  years,  have  given  our  coal 
industries  a  special  prominence  and  a 
peculiar  interest,  and  have  rendered  the 
time  opportune  for  the  -foensaing  of  in- 
formation. 

The  first  thing  that  strikes  one  who 
addresses  himself  to  the  study  of  the  eoii 
industry  is  its  great  age.  Thus  what  is 
called  the  Great  Northern  Ooal-fidd,  which 
embraces  the  counties  of  Durham  and 
Noithumberland,  and  comprises  an  ex- 
posed and  concealed  area  of  six  hundred 
and  eighty-five  square  mileSy  and  sa  urea 
of  about  one  hundred  and  ten  square  milef 
under  the  German  Ocean,  has  workiogs  at 
least  ten  centuries  old.  There  is  a  record, 
dated  852,  of  the  receipt  of  twelve  cart- 
loads of  fossil-coal  at  the  Abbey  of  Peter- 
borough ;  and  this  was,  assuredly,  not  the 
first  case  of  production  and  delivery. 

The  Deeds  of  the  Bishopric  of  Dorhao 
contain  records  of  grants  of  land  to  colUen 
as  far  back  as  1180,  in  various  parts  of  the 
county.    In  the  year  1239  a  charter  ww 
granted  by  Henry  the  Third  to  the  free- 
men of  Newcastle-on-Tyne  to  dig  coal  In  * 
the  fields  belonging  to  the  Oastle,  and  u 
was  in  or  about  this  year  that  eod  was 
first  sent  to  London.    Very  early  in  ^^ 
fourteenth  century  evidence  abounds  of  ft 
large    consumption    of    eoti    by  smiths, 
brewers,  and  others.    Already  the  smoke- 
nuisance  appeared,  and  a  commiis'^'ii  of 
Edward  the  First  levied  fines  to  prevent  it' 
Another  charter,  or  Ifoense,  was  grsnted  to 
the  freemen  of  Newcastle  in  Edward  the 
Third's  time  to  work  coal  within  the  town 
walls ;  and  in  the  year  1367  coal  begsa  to 
be  worked    at  WinUton,  in  the  neigh' 
bourhood  whereOeorge  Stephenson  wsi  ^ 
evolve  the  locomotive  four  hundred  J^ 
later,  while  himself  a  worker  at  the  eoil* 
pits. 

According  to  Herbert's  "  History  of  the 
Livery  Oompanies,"  coal  was  certainly  o>^ 
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in  the  Royal  hoasehold  as  fcr  back  as 
1321.  It  b  mentioned  in  charters  granted 
by  King  John,  Henry  the  Third,  Edward 
the  Firsts  Edward  the  Thbrd,  and  Richard 
tht  Second,  showing  that  it  had  become 
a  regular  article  of  commerce.  An  en- 
couragement to  work  coal  was  doubtless 
duo  to  our  insular  position,  and  the  diffi- 
culty and  expense  of  importing  fuel  for 
the  growing  population. 

A  Goyeroment  tax  was  laid  upon  coal 
in  the  year  1379,  and  this  is  the  first 
mention  of  any  impost.  In  1421  a  duty  of 
twopence  per  chaldron  had  to  be  paid  to 
the  Crown  on  all  coal  sold  to  persons 
''not  franefaised  in  the  port  of  Newcastle." 
This  duty  was  idlowed  to  fall  into  arrears ; 
and,  as  it  could  not  be  paid  up  when  called 
for  by  Elisabeth,  a  duty  of  one  shilling 
per  chaldron  was  imposed.  This  was  the 
tax  which  Charles  the  Second  afterwards 
settled  on  his  natural  son,  the  Duke  of 
Richmond,  and  which,  in  1799,  the  Oc- 
Ternment  redeemed  for  an  annuity  of  nine- 
teen thousand  pounds,  and  finally  repealed 
in  1831,  after  it  had  been  in  operation 
for  over  four  hundred  years  on  the  Tyne. 

Another  duty  imposed  by  El^zibeth  was 
a  tax  of  five  shillings  per  chaldron  on  coal 
sent  over  sea.  This  tax  was  increased  by 
James  the  First  to  eight  shillings  and  fonr- 
pence^  with  an  addition  of  one  shilling  and 
sixpence  per  chaldron  on  coals  exported  in 
foreign  ships.  A  grant  was  made  to  the 
Corporation  of  London  after  the  Great  Fire^ 
of  an  impost  of  one  shilling  per  chaldron — 
snbsequently  increased  to  three  shillings 
— for  the  rebuilding  of  the  City.  Again, 
in  1670  a  tax  of  two  shillings  per  chaldron 
was  granted  by  Parliament  for  the  rebuild- 
-  ing  of  fifty-two  parjfrii  churches,  and  in  1677 
a  special  tax  of  three  shillings  per  chaldron 
was  imposed  for  the  rebmlding  of  St. 
Paul's  Cathedral.  These  duties  remained 
in  force  dmring  Queen  Anne's  time,  and  in 
the  eighteenth  century  the  imposts  varied 
consideimbly.  In  1850  the  export  duties 
on  coal,  of  three  shillings  and  fourpence 
per  ton  in  Britieh  ships  and  six  shillings 
and  eightpence  in  foreign  ships,  were  wholly 
repealed,  and  since  then  the  remainder  of 
the  old  imposts  hare  disappeared.  In  1831 
the  taxes  on  sea-borne  coal  yielded  about 
right  hundred  and  thirty  thousand  poundsi 
and  the  export  duty  about  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  pounds  per  annum. 

Tliese  facts  are  mentioned  to  show 
how  important  a  fnnctioii  has  been  dis- 
charged by  coal  in  the  national  financea, 
and  in  the  up-building  of  the  metropolis. 


Surtees,  the  historian  of  Durham,  dates 
the  beginning  of  the  rise  of  the  great  coal- 
port  of  Sunderland  to  the  latter  part  of 
the  reign  of  Elizabeth.  According  to  Stow's 
''  London,"  an  institution  was  founded 
in  London  in  1430  for  "poor  impotent 
priests,"  who  were  to  receive  a  certain 
allowance  of  bread,  drink,  and  "  coal."  In 
1521.almshouses  were  built  near  the  Tower, 
with  the  condition  that  the  poor  should 
receive  every  year  one  load  of  thirty  sacks 
of  *' chare  coal."  In  1562  the  Earl  of 
Warwick,  as  Governor  of  Newhaven, 
wxites  to  the  Council  complaining  of  short 
supply  of  "wood  and  cole,"  and  later 
writes  expressing  surprise  that  "we  hear 
nothing  of  the  Newcastle  coles,  for  the 
which  we  have  so  often  written." 

In  the  Commonplace  Book  of  Buckle, 
the  hbtorian,  one  finds  some  interesting 
jottings  about  the  early  use  of  coal.  In 
1572  to  1578  the  price  was  eightpence  a 
sack;  in  1580,tenpence-halfpennyj in  1581, 
one  shilling.  Mention  is  made,  in  1553,  by 
the  French  Ambassador,  of  "charbon  de 
terre,"  and  "plomb,"  as  two  very  old 
exports  from  England  to  France.  In  1548 
it  is  evident  from  a  reference  in  the  State 
Papers  that  the  Qaeen-Dowager  Catherine 
was  in  the  habit  of  burning  coal,  and  in 
1560  the  coal-miners  at  Newcastle  were 
numerous  enough  to  induce  Lord  Grey  to 
suggest  that  they  should  be  employed  to 
spring  a  mine  under  Leitb.  A  memorial 
drawn  up  by  Cecil  in  1563  contains  an 
article  prohibiting  the  carrying  of  New- 
castle coals  to  the  French. 

Pepys's  Diary  leeotiB  that  in  1666,  in 
consequence  of  the  war,  coals  were  three 
guineas  a  chaldron,  and  that  a  few  montlis 
li^r  they  rose  to  four  pounds.  The  earliest 
mention  of  the  conveyance  of  coal  in 
wagons  along  "  wagon-ways/'  the  precursor 
of  the  railway,  is  in  1671,  at  Teamstaith, 
in  the  coonty  of  Durham. 

It  is  curious  that  the  word  **  blackguard  " 
came  into  the  language  just  about  the 
time  when  coals  came  into  domestic  use. 
In  the  sixteenth  century  colliers  were  far 
from  popular,  and  in  great  houses  the  un- 
liveried  menLds  employed  to  carry  coals  to 
the  fires  were  called  ''black-guards."  Putting 
two  and  two  together,  as  it  were,  the  word 
*' blackguard"  soon  became  a  term  of  re- 
proach. The  reason  why  colliers  were 
diriiked  was  that  coals  were  for  long 
popularly  supposed  by  the  ignorant  masses 
to  be  unwholesome.  Thus  a  man  who 
would  carry  coals  was  easily  judged  capable 
of  any  indignity.    The  "knavery  of  the 
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colliers"  of  Newcastle  is  referred  to  by 
Dekker — 1607 — and  eontemporary  and 
earlier  writers  hare  also  sneering  or  de- 
preciatiTe  references. 

A  note  by  Baekle,  to  be  used  as  a  prelnde 
to  an  account  of  mannfaetores  in  the 
sixteenth  centnry,  rans  thus:  ''The  two 
great  physical  canses  of  onr  prosperity  are 
iron  and  coalp,  both  of  which  we  possess  in 
sach  quantities  that,  with  even  moderate 
industry  and  skill,  we  could  hardly  fail  to 
be  the  richest  nation  in  Europe.  But  with 
the  accession  of  Elizabeth  we  were  entirely 
Ignorant  of  the  vast  sources  of  power  which 
nature  had  prepared  for  us  in  the  bosom 
of  the  earth.  Ooalu,  indeed,  had  been 
burnt  for  some  time,  but  never  uaed  in 
manufactures.  Iron  was  only  smelted  by 
means  of  wood,  but  when  that  threatened 
to  fail,  the  happy  idea  occurred  of  making 
one  power  aid  another,  and  smelting  iron 
by  burning  coal.'' 

The  author  of  the  **  History  of  Taxation 
and  Taxes  in  England  " — Mr.  Dowell,  an 
official  of  the  Inland  Revenue  Department 
— traces  a  coasting  trade  in  sea-coal  to  the 
latter  part  of  the  thirteenth  century,  and 
mentions  the  existence  of  sea-coal  dealers 
at  Colchester  in  1295,  who  paid  the  then 
tax  on  moveables  in  respect  of  their  stocks 
of  coal.  At  the  beginning  of  the  four- 
teenth century,  he  says,  sea-coal  was  used 
in  London  by  "smiths,  brewers,  dyers,  and 
others,"  as  we  have  already  mentioned, 
and  he  adds  that  the  coal  ships,  or 
'*  colliers/'  discharged  their  cargoes  at  Sea- 
Goal  Lsne,  where  it  was  stored,  put  into 
sacks,  measured  by  the  quarter,  and  sold 
under  the  inspection  of  meters  appointed 
by  the  Mayor. 

The  increase  in  domestic  use  of  coal  in 
London,  however,  was  not  rapid.  The  doc- 
tors proscribed  it,  because  they  considered 
the  smoke  unwholesome;  Parliament  pe- 
titioned Edward  the  First  to  prohibit  this 
''novel  and  intolerable  nuisance";  and, 
during  the  residence  of  the  Qaeen  in 
London,  the  use  of  it  was  totally  suppressed 
by  Rojal  proclamation,  **  in  case  it  might 
prove  pernicious  to  her  health."  It  was 
in  the  last  quarter  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
according  to  Dowell,  that  the  use  of  coal 
began  to  grow  from  the  forge  into  the 
kitchen  and  the  hall  of  most  towns  that 
lie  about  the  coast ;  and  it  was  in  the  time 
of  Oharles  the  First  that,  notwithstanding 
its  black  smoke,  sea-coal  came  into  geaeral 
use  in  the  metropolis. 

It  is  noticeable  that  although  coal  began 
to  be  heavily  taxed  after  the  Restoration, 


the  trade  In  it  received  aome  exceptional 
privileges.  Thus,  an  exemption  from  im- 
pressment was  granted  to  the  masters  of 
ooUiers  in  respect  of  one  man  for  every 
fifty  tons  of  the  vessel ;  tbe  collier  ships 
were  protected  by  a  speciai  Channel  fl«et; 
and  nine  men-of-war  were  to  eruise  con- 
stantly on  the  northern  and  western  coasts 
for  the  preservation  of  the  coal  vessela 

These  coal  carrying  vessels,  or  "colliers," 
have  played  a  very  important  part  in  our 
national  developement.      For  generations 
they  formed  the  nursery  of  British  sea- 
men, and   the  "Geordies"  of  the  coal- 
brigs  sailing  out  of  the  Tyne  and  Wear 
used  to  be  accounted  among  the  nimblest 
and  boldest  seamen  afloat.     There  was 
not,    perhaps,    much     **  book -learning" 
among  them,  and  more  of  rnle-of-thamb 
than    of  scientific    navigation  about  tbe 
management   of   their    vessels.     Bat  it 
U9ed  to  be  an  old  saying,  which  if  not 
strictly  true  meant  a  great  deal,  that  an 
old    north-country  collier  skipper  coald 
find  his  way  blindfolded  from  Tyne  to 
Thames. 

A  splendid  sight,  which  many  living  still 
remember,  used  to  be  witnessed  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Tyne,  after  a  long  spell  of 
easterly  winds  which  had  kept  the  colliers 
imprisoned  in  port^  when  two  or  three 
hundred  vessels  would  spread  their  sails  as 
they  passed  Tynemonth  Point  op.  their 
way  to  the  ports  of  the  South. 

These  old  collier  brigs  were  by  no  means 
so  black  as  they  were  painted—at  least, 
after  they  got  away  from  the  '^staithes/' 
or  piers,  at  which  the  dusky  contents  of 
the  pit-waggons  were  emptied  into  their 
yawning  holds.  They  were  trim  and  taut 
vessels  for  the  most  part,  staunch  and  well 
found,  as  they  needed  to  be  to  weather  the 
winds  and  seas  of  the  tempestuous  Oerman 
Ocean  at  all  seasons  of  the  year. 

Rough  indeed  was  the  life  of  these  old 
colliers,  and  rough  the  men  and  rough 
their  fare  who  both  worked  the  ships  and 
discharged  the  cargoes ;  but  the  merefaaDt 
service  has  never  seen  better  seamen. 
Now,  alasl  the  saucy  brigs— the  "Maiy 
Anns," and  "Two  Sisters,"  and  "Brotherly 
Loves,"  and  "Johns  and  Marys *'—»'• 
things  of  the  past,  while  long,  low,  narrow, 
black  screw-steamers  throb  incessantly  op 
and  down  the  coast  in  thehr  place.  Maeo 
of  the  romance  of  the  coal  trade  has 
vanished  with  the  old  coUierbrig-W' 
rough-voiced  skipper,  and  her  burly  owwr> 
whose  pride  and  joy  it  was  to  attend  tne 
periodical  "  club  dinners  "  of  the  Untm 
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InsoraDce  Societies  in  which  the  ship- 
owners of  the  day  used  to  "  cover  "  their 
vessels. 

The  proper  honsehold  coal  used  to  be 
"Wallsend,"  and  still  is,  although  the 
name  is  now  applied  to  much  good  house 
coal  which  never  saw  Wallsend.  This 
celebrated  name  belonged  originally  and 
(rxdasively  to  the  coal  produced  from  the 
"High  Main"  seam  of  the  coalfield  of 
the  North.  The  principal  codiery  at  which 
it  was  produced  was  at  Wallsend,  a  village 
about  midway  between  Newcastle  and 
Tynemouth ;  ,but  it  was  also  produced  at 
other  parts,  such  as  Walker,  Heaton,  and 
Willington. 

The  same  coal,  or  coal  quite  as  good,  was 
produced  by  many  collieries  in  the  county 
of  Durham  to  the  south,  but  the  same 
trouble  was  not  at  first  taken  there  to  keep 
the  good  coal  free  from  admixture  with 
inferior  qualities,  and  hence  the  reputation 
which  T^neside  <<  Wallsend  "  coal  obtained 
and  long  enjoyed.  By-and-by,  however,  the 
Durham  coal-owners  began  to  work  special 
seams  specially  for  household  purposes,  and 
sent  the  coal  thus  selected  into  the  maiket 
as  "  Wallsend."  And  as  the  original  Tyne 
Walkend  seam  became  worked  out,  these 
other  coals  took  its  place,  and  "  Wallsend  " 
was  used  as  a  generic  term  applied  to  all 
Tyne  and  Durham  house  coal  of  the  first 
quality.  TUp,  in  fact,  is  the  coal  which 
used  to  be — more  generally  in  the  past 
than  now — known  in  London  as  ^'sea- 
borne" coal,  as  distinguiBhed  from  the 
coal  brought  in  by  rail  from  the  Midlands 
and  elsewhere.  The  great  value  of  the 
sea-borne,  or  Wallsend  house  coal,  con&ists 
in  its  great  heating  power,  its  steady  com- 
bustion^ and  the  small  proportion  of  resi- 
dual ash  it  leaves. 

Iq  tbe  Northern  Coal-field  the  best  gas 
coal  is  produced  from  the  same  seam  as 
the  best  house  coal.  Each  ton  of  gas  coal 
should  yield,  when  difitilled,  not  less  than 
ten  thousand  five  hundred  cubic  feet  of 
gas. 

The  best  steam  coal  of  the  Northern 
Ooid-field  is  called  ''  Hartley,''  much  in  the 
same  way  as  the  best  house  coal  is  called 
Wallsend.  It  came  originally  from  a 
colliery  near  the  village  of  Hartley  j  but  as 
the  same  seam  was  discovered  and  worked 
elsewhere  in  Northumberland,  the  name 
'<  Hartley  "  was  applied  to  Northumbrian 
steam  coal  generally.  As  Northumberland 
is  now  the  chief  producer  of  steam  and 
some  kinds  of  factory  coal,  so  is  Durham 
now  the  chief  producer  of  house  and  gas 


coal.  Durham  and  Northumberland  to- 
gether produce  more  than  one-fifth  of  the 
entire  production  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

The  Yorkshire  Goal-field  has  an  area  of 
about  eight  hundred  square  miles,  if  we 
hidude  the  poitions  which  abut  into 
Derbyshire  and  Nottinghamshire.  Shtffi.«ld 
is  at  about  the  centre  of  this  coal-field, 
and  Sheffield,  as  everybody  knows,  is  the 
centre  of  the  cutlery  trade. 

The  seams  are  not  as  a  whole  so  thick  and 
rich  as  those  of  the  Oreat  Northern  Coal- 
field), but  those  of  what  are  known  as  the 
''Middle  Coal  Measures''  of  Yorkshire 
are  both  thick  and  excellent  in  the  quality 
of  the  coaL  Among  the  various  qualities 
3fielded  by  this  field  may  be  mentioned 
''Black  Bed,"  a  soft,  friable,  dull-looking 
coal,  burniug  to  a  red  ash,  used. locally  for 
engine  and  gas  purposes,  but  also*  sold  in 
places  as  a  second-class  house  coal ;  block- 
ing coal,  which  corresponds  with  what  is 
known  as  Silkstone  further  south ;  Bamsley, 
which  exceeds  in  thickness  of  seam  and 
richness  any  of  the  Yorkshire  coal  except 
"  Silkstone,"  and  is  in  two  qualities,  one 
adapted  for  steam  and  the  other  for  house 
purposes;  "Silkstone,"  a  fine  bituminous 
house  coal,  raised  chiefly  now  for  the 
London  market,  where  it  is  held  in  bigh 
esteem. 

The  Cumberland  Coal-field,  like  that  of 
Durham,  extends  in  part  under  the  sea ; 
but  it  is  of  comparatively  small  area.  It 
is  said  that  coal  was  worked  at  Whitehaven 
so  long  ago  as  1660.  The  principal  outlet 
for  Cumberland  coal,  over  and  above  what 
is  consumed  in  local  ironworks,  factories, 
and  so  forth,  is  in, Ireland. 

The  Lancashire  Coal-field  is  irregular  in 
shape  and  much  broken  up  by  '*  faults," 
but  altogether  covers  an  area  of  somethiug 
like  two  hundred  and  twenty  equare  miles. 
Here  we  meet  with  an  altogether  new  set 
of  names  applied  to  the  dijfferent  qualities 
of  coal,  such  as  Balcarres,  Blackley,  Fnl- 
ledge,  Pemberton,  and  others.  Generally 
speaking,  the  Lancashire  coal  burns  freely 
and  raises  steam  rapidly,  and  is  thus  excel- 
lent for  factory  and  steamer  purposes,  but 
it  gives  off  a  good  deaf  of  smoke  during 
combustion.  In  Lancashire  is  what  is 
reputed  the  deepest  pit  in  England — that 
of  Ashton  Mobs,  the  sinkings  and  borings 
of  which  have  penetrated  to  a  depth  of 
one  thousand  and  fifty  yards.  The  greater 
portion  of  the  Lancashire  output  is  con- 
sumed either  locally  or  within  this  country, 
the  exports  being  comparatively  small. 

The  Cheshire  Coalfield  adjoins  that  of 
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Luioaihire,  and  Derbyshire  and  Nottiog- 
hamiUre  we  have  already  spoken  of  hi 
comieetion  with  Yorkshire.  The  next 
Goal-field,  therefore,  to  be  noted  is  that  of 
Warwiokshire,  which  in  length  is  about 
fifteen  or  sixteen  miles,  and  in  breadth 
frooL  one  to  two  miles.  The  ooal  of  this 
district  is  snitable  both  for  household  and 
faotofly  purposes,  and  is  distributed  by 
railway  and  canal  for  home  consumptien. 

Tde  Shropshire  Ooal-field  is  irregular 
and  much  broken  up,  the  principal  areas 
bebg  Ooalbrookdale,  Shrewsbury,  Oswes^ 
try,  Mid  the  Forest  of  Wyre.  Most  of  the 
coal  of  this  region  is  used  for  factory 
purposes  and  iron  smelting. 

The  North  Staffordshfare  Ooal-field  covers 
an  area  of  about  seyenty-five  square  miles, 
is  triangular  in  form,  and  rich  in  its  yield. 
The  greater  portion  of  the  output  is  con- 
sumed in  the  local  ironworks,  potteries, 
and  other  works ;  but  a  good  deal  is  also 
sent  away  by  canal  and  rail  to  different 
parts  of  the  country. 

Tiie  South  Staffordshire  and  Worcester- 
shire Coal-field  is  the  most  important  in 
Oential  England,  and,  among  others,  it 
includes  the  well-known  districts  of  Oan- 
nock  Ohase,  Dudley,  WolverhamptoD,  and 
Bilston.  The  production  is  very  large, 
but  probably  three-fourths  of  the  output 
are  consumed  locally,  or  within  a  limited 
radius  of  the  pits. 

The  North  Wales  Goal  field  yields  both 
camiel  (gas),  steam,  and  house  coal,  and 
the  South  Wales  Goal  field  is  most  famous 
for  its  steam  coal.  This  field  has  an  area 
of  about  one  thousand  square  miles,  and 
while  it  yields  both  house  and  factory 
coals,  its  richest  yield  is  in  coal  suitable 
for  consumption  on  steamers.  It  is  pre- 
fetred  by  the  Admiralty  to  all  other  steam 
coals  because,  while  developing  heat  rapidly, 
it  gives  off  less  smoke  than  any  other  coal. 
The  export  is  enormous,  and  the  growth  of 
Oardiff,  the  great  port  of  shipment,  during 
the  present  generation  has  been  pheno- 
menal. 

The  Gloucestershire  Goal- field  includes 
the  famous  Forest  of  Dean,  which  yields  a 
coal  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  iron  in- 
dustries of  the  district  as  well  as  to  house- 
hold purposes. 

The  coal-fields  of  Scotland  occupy, 
geologically  speaking,  a  depression  extend- 
ing from  the  Firth  of  Clyde  to  the  Fiith 
of  Forth,  including  the  counties  of  Ayr, 
Eesifrew,  Lanark,  East  and  Mid-Lothian, 
Stirling,  Clackmannan,  and  Fife.  In  length 
this  ooal-field  is  about  one  hundred  miles. 


and  in  average  breadth  nbont  twenty-tive 
miles,  but  it  u  not  continnoasly  productive. 
Still,  it  is  the  largest  in  Great  Britsio, 
although  the  output  doss  not  nearly  sqoal 
that  of  the  largest  English  coal-fields. 
Scotland  produces  both  oaimel  eoal-^for 
gas  purposes  -and  heusci  atenm,  and  factory 
coals.  The  names  of  the  various  sorte 
are  peculiar  to  Scotland,  aaoh  as  EU,  Mais, 
Splint,  and  Pdrrot.  Lwge  quantities  are 
exported  from  the  ports  on  both  esat 
and  west  coasts,  and  during  the  English 
strikes  large  quantftaea  of  Scc^h  cual 
were  lent  by  railway  and  s,ea  to  varioos 
puts  of  England — even  hy  rail  as  far 
a9  London  itself. 

Ireland  has  not  much  coaL  In  the  north 
thece  is  coal  about  Antrim  in  Ulster, 
and  about  Leitum  in  Coimanght,*  and 
in  the  south,  there  is  ooal  in  the  coQntlei 
of  Olaw,  Limerick,  and  Cork,  as  well 
as  in  Q  aeon's  County  and  Tipperary.  The 
total  production,  however,  is  very  trifliog, 
and  Ireland  practically  obtaina  aU  her  coal 
for  all  purposes  from  England  and  ScoUasd. 

We  have  avoided  in  this  rapid  survey 
all  statistics  referring  to  output,  export 
numbers  of  peofde  employed,  coste,  wages, 
and  the  like,  as  these  are  matters  hard)/ 
adapted  to  these  pages  and  readily  obtain- 
able fromoffictal  publications.  In  condasios, 
however,  we  may  state  that  the  Boyal 
Commission  appointed  to  enqoire  into 
the  fiuHjeot  reported  in  1&71  that  the 
quantity  of  coal  then  unmined  and  arail- 
able  for  future  use  was  estimated  at  one 
hundred  and  forty-six  thousand  nuUioni 
of  tons.  This  is  now  being  mined  ftt  the 
rate  of  about  one  himdrM  and  ^^^1' 
fire  millions  of  tons  per  annum. 


THE    GREY   BOY. 

A  SHORT  SERIAL  STORY. 
CHAPTER   VII. 

In  the  meantime,  the  family  ptfty>  ^ 
it  aasembled  for  dinner  in  the  drafriog- 
room  downstairs,  was  scarcely  in  a  bi^^^ 
cheerful  mood.  The  room,  a  magnifi^^B^ 
<me,  was  brilliantly  lighted.  The  Ajogdm 
seemed  to  have  a  peculiar  dialike  ^j^ 
ness.  Mrs.  Anson  was  exquisitely  ^^^^ 
as  usual.  But  there  was  a  suUen  Mf^ 
almost  of  suffering,  in  her  face  as  Ab  l^^ 
back  in  her  chair  near  the  fir»pu^« 
listlessly  watching  the  flames  ^^^y 
leap  back  from  the  diamonds  on  bar  basa^ 

Mr.  Anson  was  carelessly  V^l^/f}^ 
a  young  poodle— a  pet  of  hie  daago'*'* 
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— which  had  enBeoneed  itself  on  his 
knee,  every  animal  that  came  near  hfan 
inrariably  attaching  itietf  to  his  petson. 

He  was  a  fair  man,  with  a  good-hu- 
moured face,  Inclined  to  redneeSi  as  his 
handsome  figure  was  too  corpulent.  He 
presented  a  strong  contrast  to  his  bro&er, 
whose  frame,  without  an  ounce  of  super- 
fluous fat,  might  have  been  that  of  an 
athlete  in  constant  training.  Without  any 
of  the  good  looks  of  his  brother,  Hesketh 
Anson  was  a  model  of  muscular  and  mental 
strength.  His  dark-complexioned  face,  too, 
with  its  harsh  lines,  was  the  exact  opposite 
to  the  fair  skin  and  finely-cut  features  of 
his  brother. 

He  was  absorbed  in  some  notes  in  his 
pocket-book;  and  as  he  sat  there,  his 
face  keen  and  poring  with  concentrated 
thought,  ugly  calculating  lines  deepened 
about  his  mouth  and  eyes,  and  made  his 
face  that  of  a  man  of  whom  few  would 
venture  to  fisk  a  favour. 

He  dosed  his  note-book,  the  cold 
scheming  abstraction  of  his  eyes  giving 
place  to  a  more  alert  decision. 

•«  We  ean't  let  Bobson  have  Dale- Farm 
at  that  figure,"  he  said ;  "  we  must  hold 
out  for  another  hundred  pounds  for  it." 

'*  Lord  !  what  a  screw  you  are  I "  said 
his  brother,  with  a  halMsjsy,  half-con- 
temptuous laugh.  '*You  seem  to  have 
missed  your  vocation.  You  should  have 
been  hi  the  rag-and-bone  line.  You  would 
have  made  a  handsome  profit  out  of  an  old 
hat.** 

Hesketh  Anson  made  no  remark.  He 
scarcely  even  noticed  the  taunt.  The  calcu- 
lating abstraction  still  shadowed  his  eyes. 

**  No.  ril  try  and  get  over  to  McGeorge's 
to-morrow,  and  tell  him  that  we'll  see  his 
friend  about  the  matter.  He  Is  dead  on 
having  the  farm,  I  believe,  and  will  give 
us  our  price  If  we  hold  out  Bobson  can't" 

His  brother  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
there  was  a  second's  silence.  Then  a 
thought  roused  him  for  a  moment  out  of 
his  indolent  indifference. 

"  Old  Bobson  will  be  awfully  cut  up," 
he  said.  "He  has  set  his  heart  on  his 
nephew  having  Dale  Farm^>and  you  know 
— I  half  promised  it  to  him  that  afternoon 
In  Wey bourne." 

''I  wish  to  goodness,  Jim,  you  would 
leave  me  to  manage  matters,"  said  Hesketh 
Anson,  with  a  savage  note  of  impatienoe 
in  his  voice.  **  You  are  always  putting  in 
your  oar  and  spoiling  things.  Either  I 
manage  these  business  affairs  or  you  do ! " 

Jim  Anson  made  a  gesture  of  careleM 


resignation    and    turned  away  from   hie 
IttoUier. 

"  What  is  Dolores  doing  tiial  she  isn't 
dowttfttairs  yetl"  he  ask^  of  his  wife, 
something  enUghtening  the  ignoble  In- 
differenee  of  his  laoe  as  he  mentioned  hie 
child's  name. 

**  She's  not  coming  down  t04iigfat  at  all !" 
said  bis  wife  shortly,  rousing  herself  from 
her  Ibtlessness,  and  givrag  him  an  aeeount 
ci  what  had  tdten  place. 

'^Tbe  deuee!"  said  Mr.  James  Anson 
when  die  had  finished.  *'  Who  could  have 
thought  that  that  prim  little  wUte-faced 
chit  would  have  had  it  in  her  1 " 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Mr.  James 
Anson  had  been  eondderably  ^appointed 
in  the  appearance  of  Miss  Mallet,  wUeh  In 
no  ways  tallied  with  the  enthusiastic  de- 
scription Dokrea  had  given  him  of  her. 

'*I  think  it  was  very  hard  on  the  poor 
child,"  said  Mrs.  Anson,  dartfaig  an  angry 
look  at  her  brother-in-law,  "and  very 
presuming  on  Miss  Mallet's  part  to  insist 
on  punishing  her  in  that  way.  I  shouldn't 
have  allowed  it,  only  Hesketh  made  me." 

"  Is  Hesketh  ranging  himself  on  the  side 
of  school-room  morals  and  propriety  t"  asked 
Jim  Anson,  with  a  lazy  laugh.  "  I  could 
have  understood  it  better  if  the  guurdlan 
angel  had  appeared  in  a  little  more  alluring 
shape.  I  i^lt  like  a  bad  boy  In  school  as 
she  sat  looUng  at  me  ovot  the  teapot  with 
that  slow,  severe  gazer  Bather  pretty  eyes, 
too — if  they  didn's  freeze  you." 

"  If  you  mean  to  try  and  keep  her  here, 
Dolores  will  have  to  behave  better,"  said 
Hesketh  Anson. 

"What's  the  goodP  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Anson,  the  ill-humour  in  her  beautiful  face 
changing  Into  bitterness.  ''As  soon  as  the 
snow  melts,  and  she  can  get  out,  they  will 
all  be  at  her,  and  there  will  be  more 
scenes  and  impertinences — and  then  she 
will  be  off,  like  the  rest  of  the  hateful, 
spiteful,  gossiping  creatures " 

A  look  of  intense  pity  softened  for  an 
instant  her  husband's  eyes,  but  it  vanished 
In  cjnical  laughter. 

'at's  rough  on  Hex,"  he  said.  "I 
really  think  it  isn't  fair  to  let  him  face  all 
the  outraged  proprieties.  Ton  my  word, 
though,  I  think  I'd  rather  interview  the 
raging  spedmens  of  shocked  good  ladies 
than  face  the  severity  of  that  girl  upstairs. 
A  chap  would  have  a  bad  quarter  of  an 
hour  with  her  if  she  cut  up  rough ! " 

There  was  a  rather  grim  look  In  Hesketh 
Anson's  eyes,  as  if  he  were  quite  aware  of 
that  fact. 
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WathiDgton  up^eared  at  that  momeat 
to  annoonee  with  pompoos  solemnltj  that 
dinner  waa  lerred. 

Bat  the  gloom  that  had  touched  the 
three  as  they  eat  together  In  the  drawing- 
room  followed  them  into  the  dining-room. 
The  meal  was  a  very  silent  one.  Though 
neither  of  the  men  commented  on  the  fact, 
they  both  miaeed  keenly  the  bright^  chat- 
ttting  presence  of  the  child,  who— spoilt^ 
wilfm,  aelfiahly  indulged  as  she  wai — was 
still  the  ray  of  sunshine  bi  that  great, 
ahadow-haonted  home.  The  thonght  of 
her  snfferiog  made  them  feel  her  absence 
still  more.  Mrs.  Anson's  thonghte  were 
absorbed  in  herself. 

As  the  dinner  came  to  an  end,  the  fire 
that  had  been  bnming  in  her  heart  blazed 
up.  She  stopped  as  she  reached  the  door, 
which  Ebsketh  Anson  held  open  for  her, 
and  turned  back  to  look  at  her  hasband 
seated  at  the  oval  flower-decked  table,  with 
its  blaze  of  candles  and  glitter  of  silver. 

"It  is  beyond  endurance  I"  she  ex- 
claimedi  pale  with  passion,  all  the  fire 
in  her  nature  ablaze  in  her  eyes.  "  I  will 
not  stand  it  any  longer;  I  shall  go  mad  ! 
L^t  me  go  away,  Jim — to  the  farthest 
coiner  of  the  earth,  if  I  must !  Bat  let 
me  go.  If  you  will  not  come,  let  Dolores 
and  me  go  alone.  You  and  Hex  are 
killing  me— and  you  both  know  it.  I  hate 
him-^-and  if  yon  keep  me  here  any  longer, 
I  shall  hate  you  too.    Let  me  go." 

"Missie  Anson— good  Lord— Missie 
Anaon  1 "  whispered  an  anxious  voice  in 
the  hall  behind  her,  and  Wafihington,  who 
was  just  returning  to  the  dining-room  wi^ 
a  bottle  of  old  wine  for  which  his  master 
had  sent  hfm,  made  a  warning  gesture 
to  the  drawing-room  opposite,  out  of 
which  at  that  instant  the  bold-faced  house- 
maid happened  to  be  coming. 

With  a  furious  look  at  him,  Mrs.  Anson 
turned  and  swept  oat  of  the  dining-room. 

The  housemaid,  who  might  or  might 
not  have  heard  her,  waa  leisurely  dis- 
appearing into  the  back  of  the  hall. 

Mrs.  Anson,  perfectly  indifferent,  for 
the  moment,  to  her  existence,  went  straight 
up  to  her  room.  There  was  a  second's 
strained  pause  in  the  dining-room,  and 
then  Hesketh  Anson  turned  back  to  the 
dinner- table.  His  brother  sat  there,  a 
strange,  cruehed  look  on  his  face. 

"  Good  Lord  1 "  he  aaid,  in  a  hoarse 
voice.     "  She's  right." 

Hesketh  Anson  did  not  answer ;  but  he 
poured  himself  out  a  big  bumper  of  the 
wine  before  him. 


Washington,  with  an  almost  ludicrous 
affectation  of  ignoring  what  had  passed  on 
hia  faee,  came  up  with  pompous  officious- 
nesfl  witli  the  fresh  bottle  of  wine. 

<*  Curse  you ! "  said  his  master  aavagely. 
''What  dp  you  bring  me  that  mawkish 
atuff  for  t    Bring  me  the  brandy." 

Washington,  a  greyish  pallor  tinging  bis 
ebony  face,  hesitated,  glancbg  appeallngly 
at  Hesketh  Anson. 

''You  don't  want  brandy,"  SMd  the 
latter  curtly. 

But  his  brother  turned  on  him  savagely. 

**  Carse  you  1 "  he  said  f  oriously.  *  Let 
me  idona  Don't  you  boss  the  show  enough 
as  it  is  ?  I  can't  even  call  my  soul  my 
own.  You've  s;ot  everything  else  in  your 
own  hands.  Jast  let  me  go  to  the  devil 
in  my  own  way." 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

Leila,  in  the  darkness  of  her  own 
room,  cried  herself  to  sleep  that  night  as  any 
forlorn  little  school-girl  might  lukve  dona 
Her  wounded  arm  throbbed  and  ached. 
No  one  troubled  to  attend  to  it  for  her. 
But  no  thought  of  deserting  her  post, 
and  so  depriving  the  beloved  invalid  in 
that  distant  Gomish  village  of  the 
necessities  that  post  would  provide,  en- 
tered her  head.  Even  her  prayers  scarcely 
seemed  to  bring  her  the  counsel  and  con- 
solation which  they  usually  did.  Bat  ttiey 
must  have  comforted  her  more  than  she 
knew,  for  she  M),  after  a  time,  into  a 
deep  and  restful  sleep,  out  of  which  she 
was  suddenly  startled,  as  she  had  been 
^hat  first  night  she  had  slept  thera 

Ever  since  that  night  she  had  felt  a 
great  disinclination  to  sleep  in  the  dark. 
Bat  she  had  been  ashamed  to  ask 
Martha  for  the  night-lights,  which  the 
woman  had  herself  the  first  day  urged  on 
her  with  an  almost  tiresome  persistencp. 
She  always  made  up  her  fire  into  a  bright 
blaze  before  getting  into  bed,  and  besides 
that,  in  spite  of  cold  and  boisterous  wfands, 
opened  the  shutters  and  drew  up  the 
blinds,  that  any  moonlight  there  should  bi>, 
as  well  as  the  first  rays  of  dawn,  could  fall 
into  her  room.  Her  fancies  and  fears  were 
so  vague  that  she  could  scarcely  define 
them  herself.  Bat  it  almost  seemed  as  if 
the  liking  the  Ansons  showed  for  light  had 
affected  her  too.  The  moonlight  to-night 
was  falling  full  into  her  joom  throagh  the 
small-paned  windows  which,  with  the  high 
wainscotings,  and  heavy  oak  beams,  and 
the  old  furniture  left  untouched  still  in 
many  of  the  rooms,  recalled  always,  in 
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spite  of  Mr^ .  Anson's  efforts,  the  feahion  of 
a  dsy  that  had  long  passed  away. 

It  fell  in  a  stream  of  cold  white  light, 
cheqaered  by  the  shadows  of  the  latdce- 
work  across  the  floor,  reaching  to  the 
bedside.  In  its  ghostly  radiance,  bare- 
footed, stood  a  shadowy,  white*clad  figure, 
calling  to  her  with  the  sorrowful  cry 
that  had  roused  her  out  of  her  sleep : 

>' Miss  Mallet  I    Miss  Mallet  T' 

As  Leila  started  up  on  her  pillows  the 
slender  figure  scrambled  up  on  the  bed 
beside  her,  flinging  loving  arms  round  her, 
pressing  a  wet,  biurning  cheek  to  hers. 

*'Mis8  Mallet!  Please  forgive  mel  I 
haven't  been  able  to  sleep  !  Oh !  don't  go 
away,  but  stay,  please,  and  teach  me  how 
to  be  good  1    I  am  so  sorry  I " 

A  tender  arm  closed  round  the  little 
penitent,  and  for  a  moment  the  sobbbg 
child  and  the  girl,  with  her  lovely  tear- 
dimmed  eyes,  clung  dose  together. 

"You  won't  go  awayt — though  Uocle 
Hex  says  you  will  He  wants  you  to  do 
so,  I  know  I    And  I  love  you  so  1 " 

"  I  won't  go  away,  I  promise  you !  No 
ome  shall  make  me  leave  youl"  said 
IjcUs,  with  a  passionate  defiance  of  Heskcth 
Anson. 

The  child  nestled  closer  into  the  warm, 
protecting  arms  of  her  new  friend,  who, 
alarined  for  the  result  of  that  midnight 
journey  through  the  cold  house,  tried  to 
warm  the  icy  feet  and  hands. 

''You  shouldn't  have  come,  darling, 
like  this,  without  any  wrap — all  this  way, 
too,  through  the  cold  passages."  Dolores 
slept  in  a  room  openbg  off  her  mother's. 
Then  a  sudden  thought  came  to  her, 
turning  her  as  cold  as  the  child  herself. 
In  the  excitement  of  the  moment  she  had 
overlooked  the  strange  fact. 

''  Bat  how  did  you  get  into  my  room  ? " 
she  exclaimed  involuntatily.  **The  door 
.was  locked  1 "  She  had,  as  she  had  done 
every  night  on  entering  her  bedroom, 
fastened  it,  and  made  sure  that  it  was 
secure.  It  had  been  fastened  on  the  inside. 
How  could  the  child  have  opened  it  from 
the  outside  t 

'*  It  .wasn't  locked  when  I  camef"  said 
Dolorei<,  already  growing  drowsy  with 
returning  warmth  and  the  peaceful  rest  of 
a  soul  forgiven.  She  was  f  xhausted  men- 
tally and  physically  with  the  strength  of 
her  emotions.  "Perhaps  the  Orey  Boy 
unlocked  it  I "  dreamily.  **  He  does  some- 
times, and  if  the  rooms  are  dark,  he — 
comes — ^in — good  night — kiss  me." 

LeUa  bent  and  kissed  the  child,  whose 


sleepy  voice  broke  off  with  a  contented 
sigh,  and  in  a  few  moments  she  was  asleep. 

Ldla  lay  down  beside  her,  but  she  did 
not  sleep.  She  lay  there,  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  door,  which  stood  ajar  as  Dolores 
had  left  it.  And  as  she  watched  it,  faintly 
defined  in  the  moonlit  shadow,  all  sorts  of 
weird  and  horrible  fandes  haunted  her 
over-excited  imagination.  Sometimes  the 
narrow  opening,  with  the  blackness  of  the 
room  beyond  as  a  background  in  which 
unknown  perils  might  be  lurking,  seemed 
to  be  stealthily  widening ;  sometimes  long 
white  fingersseemed  tocreep  round  theedgd 

Once  she  fsacied,  as  sleep  began  at  last 
to  dim  her  aching  eyes,  that  she  saw  a 
grey  shadowy  figure  stealing  forward  from 
the  darkness  towards  that  stream  of  light 
as  it  fell,  cold  and  white  from  a  dead 
world,  across  her  chamber  floor.  But  as  it 
reached  the  brink  of  that  unearthly  radiant 
stream,  the  figure  faded  into  nothingness, 
as  if  its  mysterious  light  lay  an  impassable 
barrier  between  it  and  its  human  prey. 

CHAPTER  IX. 

Christmas  Day  fell  on  a  Sunday. 

Leila  had  been  at  Moorlands  for  three 
weeks.  The  bad  weather  and  snow-blocked 
lanes  had  made  it  almost  impossible  as  yet 
for  any  one  to  walk  as  far  as  the  church, 
a  distance  of  about  a  mile  and  a  half. 

Till  now,  LeUa  had  scarcely  been  out- 
side the  gatsp.  She  found  that  the  Ansons 
themselves  never  went  to  church,  while 
Christmas  Day  came  and  went  entirely 
unnoticed.  It  was  evident  that  any  attempt 
of  her  own  to  attend  service  would  be 
strongly  if  silently  opposed. 

But  she  had  determined  that,  at  the 
coat  of  any  fatigue  and  difficulty,  she 
would  go  to  church  on  Christmas  morning. 
An  unpleasant  incident  occurred  on  Christ- 
mas Eve. 

Oa  going  to  bed  she  found  a  note  on 
her  dressing-table.  Considerably  surprised, 
she  opened  it.  It  began  abruptly,  and 
was  unsigned.  Bat  the  recollection  that 
the  bold-faced  housemaid  had  been 
summarily  dismissed  the  house  that  day 
gave  a  clue  to  the  writer.  At  first  she 
was  inclined  not  to  read  it.  The  girl, 
whose  manner  and  appearance  she  disl&ed 
intensely,  could  have  nothing  to  say  to 
her,  and  an  anonymous  communication  was 
always  cowardly  and  despicable.  Then  a 
name  caught  her  eye,  and  a  wave  of 
pleasant  recollection  swept  over  her.  She 
seemed  to  feel  once  more  the  firm 
pressure  of  the  friendly  hand,    to  hear 
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the  kindly-ipokea  offer  of  MdsUnee ;  for 
if  Us  word!  bad  not  aetnally  forma- 
lated  the  promise^  Dr.  Barton's  eyes  And 
tone  h«d  asrared  her  of  his  warm  interest 
She  had  not  seen  him  sfnoe.  What  coold 
the  girl  hare  to  do  with  him)  And 
eariosity,  which  was  not  idl  idle,  prevailed 
oyer  prfaioiple,  to  meet  its  own  pnnishment 
▲s  she  laid  down  the  letter,  she  wished 
with  all  her  heart  that  she  had  not  read  it 

It  was  badly  written  and  badly  spelt 
breathing  malice  and  insolence  in  every 
word.  For  all  its  brarado,  the  writer  was 
plainly  farioas  at  her  own  dismissal. 

"If  yon  will  ezcose  me  taking  the 
liberty,  yoa  will  follow  a  friend's  Mvice 
and  get  oat  of  this  wicked  honse  as  soon 
as  yon  can.  The  writer  of  this  would 
have  warned  yoa  boforci  if  yoa  hadnt 
thoaght  it  was  beneath  yoar  notice  to  look 
at  poor  servant-girls,  who  is  honest  and 
respeetoble  if  they  aren't  black,  whose 
wickedness  isn't  to  be  telked  of.  And  it 
iBQ't  only  a  poor  servant  who  warns  yoa 
De.  Burton  would  say  the  same.  Ask 
hfm.  And  of  all  the  wickedest  women 
Mrs.  Anson  is  the  wickedest,  though  she 
does  dress  np  so  flnely,  and  everybody  will 
tell  yon.  Not  a  Christian  soal  ever  comes 
near  this  hoase,  and  no  servants — except 
those  low  black  things — or  governesses 
stay.  They  lose  their  character  at  once, 
and  nothing  wonld  have  made  me  demean 
myself  to  come,  if  that  hatefal  bad  woman 
Martha  hadn't  almost  gone  on  her  knees  to 
beg  me  to  come,  and  offered  wages  to  tempt 
any  poor  Ohristian  girl  to  forget  what  was 
due  to  her  respectable  soal.  And  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  them  as  tskes  an  interest  in  yoa, 
too,  and  is  the  most  generoas  and  traest 
gentleman  as  ever  walked,  and  he  doesn't 
live  so  far  from  here  neither  j  nothing 
would  have  indaced  me  to  stay  in  the 
house  of  murderers.  For  they  do  say  that 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aqsou  mardered  one  or  two 
people  before  they  came  here  from  those 
unbeknown  outlandish  parts,  and  that 
she's  no  better  than  she  should  be,  and 
that's  why  no  one  comes  to  see  them; 
and  there  is  murder  going  on  now,  for  I 
heard  Mrs.  Anson  herself  accuse  Mr. 
Anson  and  Mr.  Hesketh  the  other  night 
in  one  of  her  tantrums,  which  is  no 
wonder  she  has  such  a  wicked,  awful 
child  as  that  Miss  Dolores,  whose  tempers 
and  whims  is  indulged  till  no  good 
Ohristian,  let  alone  a  dog,  could  live  with 
her ;  and  if  you  will  be  advUied,  you  will 
go  as  the  others  did  when  they  was 
warned,  and  not  stay  to  be  murdered  in 


your  bed,  and  find  out  too  late  that  ycv 
character  is  gone,  and  no  lady  will  employ 
yon  as  a  governess  again ;  and,  If  yon  sre 
irise,  yoa  will  go  at  once.  The  Oiey  Boy 
has  began  to  walk  again,  and  when  he 
does,  it  always  means  harm  to  them  u 
lives  in  this  wicked  hoose,  with  psssigei 
and  rooms  enough  to  give  you  the  eneps. 
He  was  seen  the  dav  yoa  came,  and  then 
was  near  a  bad  aceuient  on  the  line,  snd 
Mr.  Hesketh  was  in  the  train,  and  it  was 
the  Grey  Bov  as  did  it,  to  kill  Urn.  And 
yon  might  have  been  killed,  too,  and  if 
the  Qnj  Boy  didn't  put  the  sleeper  on  the 
line,  he  put  it  into  the  bead  of  soma  one 
else  to  do  it,  so  that  Mr.  Hesketh  should 
come  to  harm,  and  there'll  be  death  yet  in 
the  house  now  he  has  begun  to  walk.  I 
wouldn't  sleep  auothw  night  with  sach 
a  wicked  lot  for  the  biggest  wages  in  the 
country." 

Lslla  flung  the  letter  In  the  fire,  Bat 
she  did  not  go  to  bed  that  night.  She  sat 
over  her  bedroom  fire,  placing  her  eksir  >o 
that  she  could  face  the  door  of  the  room, 
which,  though  she  locked  it  securely  ineide 
at  ni^t,  could  be  found  open  a  few  hoon 
later.  She  lighted  all  the  candles  In  the 
room,  and  piled  up  the  fire,  sitting  there 
nearly  all  night,  dozing  off  at  times  to 
wake  in  a  panic  of  expectstion  and  teirer. 
Nor  until  the  ntg^t  had  passed  once  noie 
into  the  morning  honre  of  the  retnming 
day  did  she  lie  down  to  rest 

When  she  came  down  on  ChriitoMB 
morning,  ready  dressed  for  her  walk;  ehe 
saw  Hesketh  Anson  in  the  halL  Ho  vm 
at  the  foot  of  the  steircase,  and  he  waited 
there  until  she  descended,  a  sobar^M, 
slender  figure,  with  the  winter  saoUght 
shining  through  the  window  on  the  stur- 
case  upon  her,  and  catching  the  besotifai 
shades  in  her  hair.  It  was  dreiMd 
diffarenbly,  to  suit  the  fastidious  tssta  ot 
Dolores,  and  the  alteration  w:a«  wonder- 
fully becoming  to  her.  The  yoang  A»n* 
face  as  he  looked  up  at  her  seemed  to  tne 
a  more  set  expression.  Then  hU^^ 
on  the  book  in  her  hand.  , 

*«  Youare  going  to  church !"  he  exeWaw' 
with  a  quick  contraction  of  hie  brow.  ^ 
is  impossible  to  walk  so  fer  in  ^^ 
weather  1 "  and  he  tamed  away  to  wnd  » 
message  to  the  stables.    Bat  she  rsn  sfter 

«*ifc  wIU  be  BO  use,  Mr.  AuBon.''  ij* 

said  breathlessly,  "  I  am  going  to  w»]»  | 

Her  eyes  were  full  of  her  dUlike  ol  m^ 

"  Very  well,"  he    said,  with  a  ^^ 

laugh.     "  I(  you  don't  come  back,  w«  wiu 
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organise  a  search  for  you  in  the  bxiow- 
drifti.  I  woald  not  keep  yon  from  church 
for  the  world.  Especially  to-day,  when 
Ohristian  folk  meet  to  sing  of  good-will 
to  each  other.  Yon  will  find  plenty  where 
yon  are  going." 
She  did  not  answer  the  sneer.' 
It  was  a  longer  walk  and  more  fatiguing 
than  she  expected.  Service  had  begun 
when  she  reached  the  ehurdi. 

There  was  a  young  man  in  the  pew  into 
which  the  verger  showed  ^er,  and  look- 
ing up,  Leila  met  the  smiling  eyes  of 
Dr.  Barton.  She  flashed  crimson,  and  with 
a  fainti  shy  smile  in  return,  she  averted 
her  eyes,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  service  did 
not  glance  again  in  his  direction. 

The  moment  the  service  was  over  she 
rose  to  hurry  out  before  the  rest  of  the 
congregation.  But  she  had  not  gone  far 
when  she  was  overtaken  by  Dr.  Burton. 
With  a  courteous  apology  he  addressed 
her,  and  under  ihe  strange  circumstances 
of  her  life  at  Moorlands,  and  with  the 
recollection  of  the  pitying  interest  in  his 
eyes  when  he  learned  that  day  at  the 
station  that  she  was  going  there,  it  scarcely 
seemed  surprising  or  impertinent  his  doing 
so.  At  least,  she  accepted  simply  therenewal 
of  that  brief  travelling  acquaintanceship. 

He  walked  on  by  her  side,  noticing,  as 
he  offered  her  the  good  wishes  of  the 
season,  how  much,  in  some  ways,  her  ap- 
pearance had  improved.  Her  eyes  were 
brighter,  her  colouring  prettier  and  less 
delicate. 

*'You  are  happy  there  T'  he  asked 
abruptly.  **  Forgive  me,  I  forgot  for  a 
moment  I  was  a  stranger,''  as  he  saw 
the  distressed  look  that  crossed  her  face. 

**  Only "  he  waited  as  if  expecting  her 

to  speak.    But  she  did  not,  and  after  a 
second  he  changed  the  topic. 

''  How  did  you  get  here  1  Surely  they  did 
not  let  yon  walk  1 "  in  a  tone  of  disgust. 

She  quickly  explained  that  it  was  her 
own  wish.  He  glanced  at  her ;  something 
a  little  baffled  veiled  his  eyes  for  a  second. 
Her  quick,  shy  look  of  pleased  surprise  on 
seeing  him  had  been  so  pretty,  she  had  so 
simply  and  frankly  accepted  the  renewed 
of  what  had  been,  after  all,  but  the  merest 
scrap  of  an  acquaintanceship,  and  yet  it 
seemed  as  if  some  invisible  barrier  stood  be- 
tween him  and  a  possibility  of  more  con- 
fidential relation  between  them. 

''  Miss  Mallet  1 "  he  exclaimed  more 
directly,  "what  on  earth  persuaded  your 
people  to  let  you  go  to  aoch  a  house  as 
t(hat  t     They  coaldu't  have  kaown  what 


sort  of  place  it  was  I "  indignantly.  "  Have 
not  you  heard  1 '* 

Her  face  told  him  that  she  had  done  so. 

"  But  it  isn't  true  1 "  she  exclaimed.  It 
was  a  question. 

''I  don't  know  how  much  is  true,  or 
not,"  he  said.  '*I  only  know  that  not 
a  soul  ever  darkens  their  doors,  or  ex- 
changes a  word  with  them.  T^at  tiiey 
came  a  few  years  ago,  from — ^no  one  knows 
where — ^bringing  those  black  servants  with 
them,  and  they  have  never  been  able  to 
keep  a  white  one.  They  seem  to  know  no 
one.  When  they  first  came— at  the  very 
beginning,  people  thought  of  calling — ^bnt 
one  day  some  man  came  into  the  neigh- 
bourhood who  had  apparently  known  them 
abroad — I  believe  they  came  from  South 
America — and  he  hinted  at  such  a  black 
past  too  dark  for  you  to  hear,  that  every 
one  avoided  them,  and  so  they  have  lived 
ever  since." 

*'  What — could  the  man  only  hint  at  such 
things  1 "  disdainfully  thinking  of  the  spite- 
ful anonymous  letter. 

"  They  did  not  deny  it,  anyway  1 "  he 
said.  '*And'^ — he  glanced  down  at  her, 
as  they  walked  down  the  wintry  lane — 
''  have  you  noticed  nothing  strange  t  One 
lady  who  was  there  like  yourself  told  me 
that  Mrs.  Anson  had  the  wickedest  eyes 
the  had  ever  seen,  and  that  every  one  in 
the  house  seemed  always  afraid — Ah  1  you 
have  noticed  it  too,"  the  quick,  searching 
sight  of  his  professional  training  reading 
her  face  like  a  book. 

«  But  It^  is  nonsense  I "  she  exclaimed. 
"It  is  all  fancy.  Of  course  there  are  no 
ghosts,"  and  she  laughed,  but  the  sound 
was  forced,  and  did  not  deceive  the  doctor. 

The  next  question  on  his  lips  was 
suddenly  silenced. 

They  had  just  turned  out  into  the  high- 
road from  ^the  bye-lane.  Oarriages  and 
pedestrians  coming  from  the  church  were 
passing  along  the  road.  A  dog-cart,  coming 
from  the  opposite  direction,  drew  up  before 
them.  Hesketh  Anson  was  driving  it. 
He  took  no  notice  of  Dr.  Barton. 

"I  am  glad  I  have  not  missed  you. 
Miss  Mallet,"  he  said.  He  had  come  to 
fetch  her,  and  Leila's  face  was  full  of  defiant 
annoyance.    The  young  doctor  saw  it. 

'^Perhaps  Miss  Mallet  would  rather 
walk,"  he  said  quietly.  "  And  I  shall  be 
most  pleased  to  act  as  her  escort." 

The  appearance  of  Hesketh  Anson  on 
the  scene  had  already  excited  the  attention 
of  the  passers-by.  One  or  two  village  boys 
actually  stopped  a  few  yards  a^ay  to  stare, 
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Mid  eren  the  ooonty  people  ae  they  drove 
op  in  their  carriagei,  tomed  qnickly  to 
look  At  the  little  groap  in  the  road :  the 
doctor,  the  yooog  girl  who  wm  a  straDger 
to  them  aU,  and  Hesketh  Anion  of  Moor- 
lands. 

*<  It  is  too  far  for  Miib  Mallet  to  walk 
back/'  said  He«keth  Anson.  "  And  it  b 
beginning  to  snow  again.  I  think  yon 
had  better  drive/'  addressing  her  with  a 
different  note  in  his  voica 

Th9  doctor  began  a  qnick  remonstrance. 
Bat  Leila's  action  checked  hiiD, 

Her  woman's  sense  of  the  fitness  of 
things  came  to  her  rescne.  Dr.  Burton 
was  a  complete  stranger  to  her,  and  after 
idl,  living,  as  she  was,  nnder  the  Anions' 
roof,  it  was  Hesketh  Anson  who  sboold 
escort  her  home,  and  she  declined  the 
doctor^s  offer.  He  bit  his  lip;  bat  he 
made  no  farther  objection. 

The  drive  was  a  perfectly  silent  one. 
She  never  forgot  it  to  the  end  of  her  days. 
The  white  expanse  of  country  on  either 
side,  the  scattered  falling  flakes  of  snow, 
which  flattered  cold  and  gently  against 
her  face,  the  silent  companion  by  her 
side,  the  stress  and  misery  of  the  doabts 


that  rent  her,  as  pale  nnd  silent  herself, 
she  sat  there,  stri?ing  to  decide  what  she 
should  do — the  very  first  time  in  her 
short,  inexperienced  life  that  she  hid 
been  called  to  make  a  crudal  choiee, 
anadvised,  unaided. 

Hesketh  Anson  broke  the  silence  u 
they  approached  Moorlands. 

"  Are  you  going  to  stay  1 " 

She  had  come  to  a  condosion,  whether 
right  or  wrong,  she  was  not  wise  enoagh 
yet  to  know.  Bat  she  had  decided, 
thinking  of  her  aunt  and  Dolores. 

**  Yes,"  she  said  quietly. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  you,"  he  said,  after  i 
slight  pause,  ^'  but  it  is  better  for  Dolorei. 
Miss  Mallet:/'  he  spoke  again,  "mfght 
I  give  you  a  word  of  advice  t  That  fellow 
Burton  isn't  worth  yonr  notice.  He'd  sell 
his  soul  for  a  decently  roond  sum." 

She  flashed  a  look  of  contempt  at  him. 
He  was  afraid  of  Dr.  Barton,  and  vented 
his  fear  in  malicious  spite. 

He  caught  the  expression^  and  be  said 
no  more,  but  had  she  not  been  so  certain 
in  her  judgement  of  him,  she  might  have 
noticed  the  drawn  look^of  doggai  Buffering 
that  touched  his  face. 
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CHAPTER  XVII.      THE  VERDICT. 

« 

Taken  aa  a  regiment,  the  Handred  and 
Ninety-Third  was  passing  through  a  sad 
and  troubloat  time.  There  is  nothing  so 
depressing  to  your  soldier  as  the  idea  of 
a  court-martial  The  notion  of  the  irre- 
sistible power  attached  to  that  organisation 
is  to  him  overpowering ;  and  all  knew  that 
the  tribunal  ordained  to  sit  in  judgement 
upon  Private  Harry  Deacon  was  about  to 
assemble.  No  one  underrated  the  heinons- 
ness  of  the  crime  that  was  charged  against 
the  accused — ^attempted  murder,  with  all 
the  cowardly  adjuncts  of  an  attack  upon 
a  man  defenceless  and  unprepared.  But 
Harry,  like  many  another  ne'er-do-weel  in 
this  world,  bad  been  a  favourite;  and  a 
kind  of  simple  romance  hung  about  him, 
since  all  knew  of  the  love  borne  to  him 
by  pretty  Norah  O'Connor.  Would  they 
ever  forget  the  poor  lass,  hanging  about 
the  gate  the  day  that  Harry  was  up  at  the 
triangles,  and  Miss  Drew — Heaven  bless 
the  sweet  name  of  her ! — comforting  her  as 
best  she  could )  Ah,  but  Harry  had  never 
done  much  good  since  then ;  it  broke  the 
heart  of  him — and  he  was  such  a  one  for  a 
glass,  and  got  led  away.  In  truth,  they 
were  as  tender  over  him  as  they  could  be, 
handling  his  sin  gently,  and  treating  it  as 
something  he  was  hardly  responsible  for, 
at  the  time,  being  what  you  may  call  "out 
of  himself." 

The  older  soldiers  took  the  matter  in 
more  solemn  form,  knowing  that  the  very 


foundations  of  regimental  security  were 
shattered  by  such  crimes.  But  all — young 
and  old — were  full  of  regret  and  sympathy 
for  the  victim.  One  pseui  of  praise  of  all 
the  Golour-Sergeant's  good  qualitiep,  both 
as  a  man  and  a  soldier,  rose  on  all  sides ; 
and  it  was  like  a  sudden  ray  of  sunshine 
running  down  the  ranks,  when  on  parade 
one  cloudy,  gusty,  autumn  morning,  the 
news  was  set  going  that  the  doctor  had 
good  hopes  of  Oolour-Sergeant  Hubeit 
Smith. 

But  nothing  could  comfort  Drummer 
Cogblan. 

Private  McMurdock  was  in  the  same 
plight.  A  batch  of  new  recruits  arrived ; 
"chaps  with  two  left  legs,  an'  not  a 
haporth  o'  sinse  amang  the  lot,"  and 
the  celebrated  dog  story  was  not  told  to 
them.  These  two,  Caghlan  and  McMur- 
dock, had  tried  to  save  the  boy  Deacon — 
and  had  failed. 

The  two  old  soldiers  were  for  ever  con- 
sulting together  as  to  the  fate  of  Deacon ; 
and  it  was  a  very  serious  view  they  took. 
Unhappily,  what  are  called  military  mur- 
ders had  been  terribly  rife  just  then,  no 
fewer^than  four  eases  having  come  about 
in  the  last  six  months, 

"  I  dinna  like  the  look  o'  things,"  said 
McMurdock.  "  But  the  Queen — God  bless 
her  1— She  knows  best,  and  we  must  abide 
by  what  She  says." 

Ooghlsn  glanced  at  him  sharply  out  of 
the  comer  of  his  eyes,  yet  refrained  from 
words ;  yon  might  twist  the  young  sapling, 
but  not  the  old  gnarled  oak.  Indeed, 
why  try  t  McMurdock's  was  a  loyal  and 
honest  creed.  It  was  a  life-buoy  that 
kept  him  afloat  in  the  storm  and  stress  of 
life's  tossing  ocean.  Who  would  grudge  it 
him) 

"I'd  like  to  see  the  lad,"  said  Ooghlsn, 
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Btlll  harping  upon  poor  Deacon ;  *^  he  wm 
mad  as  mad  that  night — marder-mad 
too.  Share  I  fancv  I  see  him  standin' 
all  white  an'  grim  by  the  window,  an'  his 
eyes  same  as  a  dead  man's  —  fixed  an' 
bright — ^an'  'he's  down — down — down  I' 
says  he  in  a  voice  that  ran  through  yon 
like  a  bayonet;  'down — down — down  ! ' " 

"Whaterer  had  he  agen  the  Oolonr- 
Sergeant — a  likely  mon  an'  as  fine  a  mon 
as  stood  the  Hundred  and  Kinety-Third ) 
Never  an  ill  word  did  he  spake  to  no 
man,  and  no  man  spake  an  ill  word  of 
him.  Bat  I  tell  thee  Harry  was  a  fiery, 
jealous-hearted  rascal,  that  was  he,  an'  be 
thought — he'd  a  mind  to  think — that  some 
one  meant  harm  to  the  girl  Norah.  I  tell 
thee.  Drummer  Coghlan,  Harry  Deacon 
shot  the  wrong  man." 

Shuddering  down  Ooghlan's  back  like 
streams  of  cold  water  came  memories  of 
the  night  when  Deacon  played  the  part  of 
Mionymin,  and  of  the  tall  swinging  figure 
that  eroflsed  the  sqaare,  the  figure  that 
was  so  like  that  other.  "You're  not  to 
be  after  spakln'  the  thought  that's  in  your 
heart,  McMardock  ;  we're  owld  sojers, 
an'  we're  good  sojers,  an'  we  know  our 
duty,"  said  Coghlan,  deeply  disturbed, 
<'an'  we'd  bite  our  blissid  tongues  out 
av  us  before  we'd  be  spakln'  avil  ay  thim 
as  be  sit  orer  uf.  Now  there's  MuUins, 
whin  he  wants  a  thing  said  that  he  knows 
is  not  what  a  soldier  should  say,  he  gfts 
his  wife — dacint  woman — to  say  it  for 
him.  Then  he  bla'giards  her  before  folk 
for  say  in'  It;  but  said  it  is,  an'  set  in 
the  blissid  light  av  day,  and.  him  kipt 
innocent-like  an'  a  thrue  man.  But  we're 
neither  of  us  married  wid  leave — ^yit — so  we 
have  to  do  out  own  spakln',  bad  or  good." 

<<  Ah  I "  chimed  in  the  other,  "  there's 
a  sight  o'  fine  feelin's  bas  to  be  smothered 
up  in  this  world.  I  wish  we  could  see  the 
leA  Harry,  if  it  was  but  a  glink  o'  his  face. 
He  was  clean  daft  when  he  did  the  deed, 
an'  I'd  like  to  go  before  the  court  an'  say 
so  right  straight  out." 

But  Caghlan  took  a  sterner  view  of 
matters. 

"Murder's  murder,"  he  said,  ''an'  a 
rig'ment's  a  rig'ment." 

Then  they  both  shook  their  heads  as  if 
that  last  argument  were  conclusive,  and  a 
thing  that  could  not  be  wrestled  with. 

Bat  all  this  was  before  the  great  news 
became  known.  Then,  of  course,  every- 
body vowed  they  were  not  a  bit  surprised, 
and  all  the  women  said  *'  I  told  you  so ; " 
bat  nothifag  else  was  talked  about,*  and 


there  was  constant  discussion  of  every 
particular  of  the  strange  story  of  how 
Colour -Sergeant  number  one  company 
was  a  "titled  gentleman,"  and  how  his 
father  and  mother  were  on  their  way  from 
England  to  see  him;  how  two  or  three 
orderlies  were  ''kept  on  telegraftlng  all 
day  long,"  in  answer  to  messages  of  one 
kind  or  another;  and,  strangest  of  all^  how 
the  Colonel  and  this  man's  father  were 
old  friends  and  school-fellows.  Never  in 
the  memory  of  the  oldest  soldier  had  there 
been  such  a  state  of  excitement  and  tur- 
moil all  through  the  regiment!  Such  a 
rush  of  events  one  after  another  might 
well  take  away  the  breath  of  a  community, 
and  set  it  gasping. 

The  band-boys,  talking  over  Sergeant 
Smith,  said  with  proud  regret,  ■*  Weren't 
he  darned  pertickler?"  and  one,  reaching 
forward  to  the  distinction  of  a  future 
interview,  vowed  he  should  "^  salnte  that 
sharp  you'd  think  I'd  cut  my  bloomin' 
'ed  in  two;"  bat  another,  more  worldly 
wise,  said  with  contempt  of  the  other's 
ignorance,  'He  won't  come  back  to  op, 
bless  yon,  not  he.  You'll  just  see  'im 
going  bout  in  a  coach  and  six,  an'  'ave  to 
squeedge  yer  back  agen  the  wsJl  to  let  'im 
pass." 

Coghlan  and  McMurdock  took  the  new 
departure  as  a  personal  insult. 

"  As  I  hear,"  said  a  young  soldier  to  the 
former,  "Colour-Sergeant  number  one 
company  has  turned  out  to  be  a  livln'  lord." 
-  "He  was  precious  near  after  bein'  a 
dead  one,"  replied  Coghlan. 

"  An'  a  livin'  dog's  better  than  a  died 
lord,"  put  in  McMurdock.  "Tou  attend 
to  your  drill,  my  lad,  an'  one  o'  these  days 
they  may  make  a  soldier  of  you ;  that's 
enoo'  for  you  to  think  of,  and  leave  ither 
folk  to  mind  their  ain  business." 

"  He  was  mighty  well  as  he  was,  and 
I'm  wontherin'  why  they  wanted  to  change 
him,  an'  spoil  as  fine  a  non-commissioned 
officer  as  iver  stipped  behint  a  company — 
bad  cess  to  them  ! "  srowled  Coghlan,  and 
McMurdock  again  added  his  quota. 

"He  was  a  guid  mon,  if  they'd  a  let 
him  be,  an'  I'm  not  goin'  to  credit  as 
Harry  Deacon  had  a  grudge  against  him ; 
it's  M  a  mistake^  somehow,  an'  the  pair 
lad  was  daft  wi'  drink  an'  folly." 

In  both  these  speeches  the  plural  pro- 
noun was  mysterious.  Maybe  "they" 
stood  for  circumstances.  It  soon  got  to 
be  known  that  an  Interview  had  taken 
place  between  the  victim  and  the  would- 
be  murderer.    No  one  had  seen  the  culprit 
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taken  to  or  from  the  hoBpital;  bat  the 
news  very  quickly  got  about  Very  few 
particulars  were  known,  for  the  two  or 
three  present  on  the  oceaaion  were  dumb  j 
but  it  was  said  that  the  Hospital  Sergeant 
looked  subsequently  upset,  and  this  small 
detail  in  itself  spoke  volumes  as  to  the 
agitating  nature  of  the  occasion.  It  was  as 
if  one  had  apoken  of  a  granite  boulder 
being  disturbed  in  its  mountain  fastnesses. 
Another  particulaY  that  leaked  out 
was  the  fact  that  Harry  Deacon  had 
been  led  out  from  the  presence  of  the 
man  whose  life  he  had  striven  to  take, 
blinded  by  tears,  and. shaking  with  sobs 
like  a  woman.  Those  who  saw  this  sight 
said  they  wished  they  might  never  see  such 
another.  At  that  time  the  balance  hung 
perilously  between  life  and  death  for  the 
Colour-Sergeant.  The  swords  still  stabbed 
his  labourbg  breast  with  every  breath  he 
drew,  and  sometimes  he  seemed  to  pass 
into  that  borderland  that  lies  between  time 
and  eternity,  where  dreams  and  realities 
get  mingled  together  in  inextricable  con- 
fusion. Tet  even  through  the  mists,  as  a 
lark's  song  pierces  the  grey  on  a  cloudy 
day,  came  the  echo  of  Alison's  song  : 

The  King  of  Love  my  Shepherd  is. 

The  King  of  Love — of  meroy — of  recon- 
ciliation. The  thought  beat  its  high  and 
holy  lesson  into  the  man's  dazed  brain. 
Forgive — forgive — forgive  1  even  as  yon 
hope  to  be  forgiven. 

Hubert  Ciaverdon — ^it  is  well  to  give 
him  his  right  name  now — had  a  wild  and 
stormy  past  to  look  back  upon.  Not, 
perhaps,  a  very  black  one,  as  the  world 
counts  blaelmess,  but  dark  enough  to  have 
caused  the  mother  who  idolised  him  to 
weep  hev  eyes  dim,  and  his  father  to  turn 
from  him  as  from  some  stranger. 

He  had  burnt  his  boats,  cut  himself  free 
from  the  old  life  and  all  iU  ties.  If  he 
came  to  be  wept  over  as  dead,  better  that 
than  wept  over  as  worthless.  His  sins 
would  be  forgotten  and  forgiven;  the 
heart  of  the  mother  would  cherish  only 
the  sweet  and  tender  memories  of  his 
boyhood — the  loving  dasp  of  little  arms 
about  her  neck ;  the  fond,  if  noisy,  greet- 
ing of  the  sdiool-boy  home  for  the  holi- 
days; the  little  birthday  gift  he  bought 
for  her  with  pardonable  pride,  its  truest 
value  the  love  that  dictated  it  She  would 
forget  the  darker  shadows  of  his  young 
manhood ;  she  would  Uot  out  even  their 
traces  with  hisr  gentle  tears.  And  so,  as 
many  a  world-stained  manlhas  done  before 


him,  he  sought  salvation  through  the 
ranks,  and  he  had  found  it,  not  only  in 
the  life  of  discipline,  but  still  more  fully 
in  an  absorbing  and  apparently  perfectly 
hopeless  love.  Love  that  has  for  its  object 
a  noble  woman,  and  is  without  hope,  is 
tried  as  by  a  refiner's  fire,  and  is  more 
spiritual  than  of  the  earth.  Love  had 
taught*  Hubert  Ciaverdon  some  of  the 
highest  and  purest  lessons  of  life ;  it  was 
teacUng  him  the  highest  of  all  now — that 
of  the  duty  of  full  and  free  forgiveness  of 
wrong. 

<<  As  God  is  my  witness  I  had  no  grudge 
against  you,"  said  Deacon,  cowering  away 
from  the  sight  of  the  changed  face,  the 
labouring  breast  of  his  victim.  "I  did 
the  deed  in  a  moment  of  madness.  I 
would  have  given  'my  own  life  to  undo  it, 
as  I  dropped  my  rifle  on  the.  stones  and 
saw  yon  lying  there  on  your  face.  I  had 
done  it  a  hundred  times  In  my  dreams — 
a  hundred,  hundred  times." 

''  What  harm  had  I  done  you ) "  asked 
the  Sergeant,  wonder  growing  in  his 
sunken  eyes;  then,  even  this  plaint  seemed 
to  take  the  form  of  a  flaw  in  the  fulness 
and  freeness  of  pardon,  and  he  sighed  as 
he  said,  wearily  turning  his  head :  '*  Never 
mind^  it  is  all  over  now,  and  whatever 
comes — you  and  I  part — friends." 

The  manacled  hands  coiild  not  touch 
that  feeble  one  upon  the  coverlet,  but  the 
impulse  to  do  so  was  betrayed  by  the 
faint  cMnk  of  the  chain  between  Deacon's 
wrists. 

We  who  know  the  ins  and  outs  of  this 
story  are  well  aware  that  the;  likeness  in 
figure  and  grit  between  Colour-Sergeant 
and  Adjutaht  was  the  secret  of  this 
tragedy;  and  It  so  chanced  that  on  the 
fatri  day  Ellerton  had  been  detained  on 
duty  rather  late,  and  seen  going  about  in 
uniform  and  not  muftf. 

The  brain  of  the  would-be  mur4erer  wa 
dazed  with  drink,  his  heart  inflamed  witn 
the  raging  fires  of  jealousy  and  hatred,  a 
flame  roused  to  madness  by  the  chance 
sneer  of  an  acquaintance.  Before  his  eyes 
was  a  blood-red  mist,  and  the  rifle  trembled 
in  his  grasp,  as  from  the  sheltering  shadow 
of  a  doorway  he  took  aim  at  the  passing 
figure,  which,  leaping  high,  and  flinging 
up  wild  arms  to  the  bright  sky  as  if  in 
piteous  appeal  to  Heaven,  fell  with  a 
siekenbig  thudj  face  downward  on  the 
stones. 

It  was  all  the  work  of  a  moment — all 

I  done  in  the  warmth  and  glow  of  the  quiet 
autumn  sunshine. 
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A  woman  in  the  married  qnartera  sing- 
ing her  child  to  sleepi  stopped  short  in  her 
song,  crying  oat  to  her  hoaband  that  some 
one  was  shot ;  and  in  an  instant^  caplese, 
Bcarlet-eoated  figures  leapt  and  ran,  and 
strong  hands  tearing  the  still  smoking  rifle 
from  the  morderePs  hand>  held  him  in 
fierce  ^rip,  with  hoarse  and  smothered 
execrations  in  their  throats. 

It  was  such  a  little  time  ago,  and  yet, 
how  long  ago  It  seemed  now,  to  those 
most  nearly  connected  with  it  1 

Sarely  for  a  lifetime  had  Norah  taken 
her  daily  way  to  the  little  chapel  where 
the  red  light  burned  so  steadily — pitilessly 
it  seemed  to  her — and  there  besought  dear 
Heaven  for  the  life  of  the  sin-stained  man 
she  loved ! 

Father  John  watched  her  with  a  tender, 
yearning  pity  that  was  still  helpless  to 
comfort.  As  he  said  his  early  mass,  he 
prayed  that  the  great  Comforter  who  can 
comfort  so  much  better  and  more  surely 
than  man,  might  at  length — ^however  far 
cfif  in  the  future  —  console  the  sorrow 
that  was  too  deep  for  human  hand  to 
touch  or  heal.  In  all  his  holy,  simple 
life,  he  had  never  known  such  a  grief. 
Terrible  knowledge,  too,  wi(s  locked  within 
his  troubled  breast.  To  him  the  identity 
of  the  man  Private  Deacon  of  the  Hun- 
dred and  Ninety-Third  Begiment  intended 
to  kill  was  no  mystery.  Thankful  indeed 
was  the  good  old  priest  that  he  did  not 
know  the  name  and  status  of  that  man. 
Enough,  and  more  than  enough,  he  knew 
to  account  for  the  black  sin  of  murder 
attempted  on  that  sunny  day,  whose 
brightness  and  beauty  was  marred  by  a 
terrible  tragedy.  SUence  was  now  his 
duty  to  the  gbl  whose  name  would  be 
bandied  about  m  that  of  some  wanton, 
were  the  truth  known  —  nay,  not  the 
truth  in  very  truth,  but  that  garbled 
version  of  it  which  would  soon  be  set 
going  like  some  slimy  reptile  creeping  in 
and  out  among  the  throngs  of  men.  For 
who  would  believe  the  pure  and  perfect 
innocence  of  the  lowly-bom  and  simple 
maid)  What  he  could  say — the  good 
father  who  knew  every  secret  of  her  heart — 
would  go  for  naught.  The  child  of  his 
tenderness  and  Uls  prayers  would  be 
flouted  by  the  world  that  is  ever  so  ready 
to  be  cruel  to  a  woman ;  her  name  would 
be  made  a  jest  and  by-word  of  among 
those  who  were  not  worthy  to  tie  the  little 
ribbon  of  her  pretty  shoe. 

Norah's  good  name  must  be  protected 
and  held  sacred;  but  the  good  old  man 


set  his  sparsd  teeth — and,  maybe,  wished 
the  power  were  his  to  utter  a  strong,  ez- 
presdve  word  or  two — when  he  thoDght  of 
the  man  who  had  escaped  scot-free,  and 
of  the  man,  innocent  of  all  wrong,  who 
now  lay  doing  grievous  battle  with  deatli. 
It  will  be  seen  that  Gaptain  EUerton's 
sins  and  shortcomings  took  a  deeper  hue 
in  the  eyes  of  Father  John  than  they 
would  have  taken  in  tiiose  of  the  average 
man  of  the  world.    Still,  even  the  priest 
folly  recognised  the  entire  absence  of  any 
justification  of  Deacon's  crime,  and  the 
reasonableness  of  the  old  decree,  a  life  for 
a  life. 

There  is,  we  know,  a  very  narrow  line 
between  the  vehemence  of  the  passions  of 
hatred  and  revenge,  and  the  exaltation  of 
madness.  The  brain  of  a  man  excited 
alike  by  strong  drink,  and  the  whirl  of 
a  raging  anger,  is  like  a  horse  that  the 
rider's  hand  cannot  guide  or  control. 
The  lust  to  kill— terrible  child  of  unre- 
strained passion  —  was  the  demon  that 
had  wrought  such  ill,  blighting  poor 
Norah's  life  and  love  for  ever.  Hardly 
less  eagerly  than  those  about  the  irjured 
man's  bed,  did  Father  John  hunger  for 
news  of  his  state,  long  and  pray  that  life 
might  win,  and  cruel  death  might  lose. 
Day  in  and  day  out  his  venerable  figure 
made  its  appearance  at  the  big  gates 
leading  into  the  square,  as  with  gentle 
persistency  he  asked  for  news  from  the 
hospital.  Once  when  the  doctor's  verdict 
was  a  little  more  hopeful,  the  old  man 
bared  his  grey  head  as  he  listened,  the 
soldiers  about  the  gate  wondering  all  the 
while,  and  smiling  one  to  the  other. 

But  of  all  this  Father  John  saw  nothing. 
Was  not  Norah  waiting  at  tfae  turn  of 
the  road — the  little  sha^l  upon  her  head 
pulled  low  about  her  face,  and  from  the 
shadow  her  great  eyes,  larger  now  from 
the  hollows  that  tears  had  worn  about 
them,  gazing,  weary,  sad,  eager,  haggard 
in  their  misery,  for  the  coming  of  the  daik 
figure,  the  bearer  of  news,  which  in  her 
simple  heart  she  took  to  mean  her  Harry's 
life  or  death  f 

The  first  time  that  the  news  was  that  of 
a  shadow  of  hope,  the  old  man  almost 
trotted  in  his  eagerness  to  carry  it  quickly, 
and  the  people,  hurriedly  getting  out  of 
his  way,  crossed  themselves,  as  a  sort  of 
set-off  against  having  very  nearly  ran  up 
against  the  '*  holy  praste." 

How  great  was  the  joy  of  two  hearts  as 
he  and  Norah  met  that  day  1  How  she 
cried  out  in  her  gladness  as  she  had  never 
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done  in  her  pain;  and  what  a  homely 
pathos  gathered  about  the  two  figures  aa, 
banding  slightly  towards  each  other  In 
their  eager  speech,  they  went  with  quick- 
ened  footsteps,  not  home  to  the  shanty  by 
which  the  pigeons  cooed  so  loudly  in  a 
glint  of  fitful  sunshine,  but  on  to  the  little 
chapel  on  the  hlU. 

Simple,  grateful  hearts,  with  thoughts 
tending  ever  heavenwards,  who  would  not 
wish  you  weU,  even  though  your  faith  be 
not  theirs,  nor  ever  could  be  t 

At  length  came  the  all-important  day 
when  the  President  of  the  coming  Court- 
Martial  arrived  in  due  state. 

A  tall  soldierly  man,  with  grey,  almost 
white  hair,  cut  close  even  for  a  man  in  the 
service,  long  grey  moustache,  and  shaggy 
eyebrows,  from  beneath  which  peered  a 
pair  of  keen  dark  eyes,  keen  and  bright  as 
steel. 

''  There's  a  pab  of  'em,"  said  an  appre- 
ciative sentry,  on  the  sly,  after  having  duly 
saluted.  "  Soldiers  hevery  hinch  of  'em — 
darn  'em ! "  this  last  ejaculation  carrying 
the  meaning  of  an  unbounded  admiration. 

After  that  day  a  strange  stillness  fell 
upon  the  regiment.  It  was  the  stillness 
of  expectation;  the  brooding  gloom  and 
Bilenee  that  would  be  presently  deft  by  the 
sudden  shaft  of  the  lightning. 

Men  hung  about  the  doors  of  the  quarters 
in  groups,  speaking  in  hushed  voicea  Was 
not  the  dread  tribunal  sitting)  Was  it 
not  also  needful  that  any  man  who  had 
ever  been  within  miles  of  a  Oourt-Martial 
should  recount  to  every  other  man  as  many 
particulars  as  he  could  remember,  and  a 
great  many  that  he  could  not  1  Mounted 
officers,  members  of  the  staff  of  the  General 
commanding  the  district,  gay  with  trap- 
pings, and  jangling  with  chains,  and  swords, 
and  spurs,  came  clanking  in  at  the  gate- 
way, having  ridden  their  horses  into  lather, 
as  if  their  country's  weal  depended  on  their 
speed.  These  were  watched  with  awe  and 
great  interest  by  groups  of  women  and 
children  assembled  at  the  corners  of  the 
married  quarters. 

The  man  who,  lying  on  his  cot  enjoying 
the  flavour  of  the  pipe  of  peace,  had  seen, 
framed  in  the  opening  of  the  doorway,  the 
picture  of  a  scarlet-coated  figure  that  leapt 
high,  and  then,  with  lifted  arms,  fell  prone, 
had  to  give  his  evidence,  and  came  out 
from  the  ordeal  looking  as  though  he  had 
tried  to  commit  the  murder  himself. 
McMnrdock,  white  through  all  his  bronze, 
awaited  his  turn  with  a  would-be  courageous 
air  that  deceived   no  one.     When    the 


summons  came  at  last,  he  stood  up  jerkily, 
gasped  out  his  one  article  of  faith,  and 
then,  as  ft  were,  surrendered  to  fate, 
saying,  *'Lead  me  forth!"  as  if  instant 
execution  awaited  him,  and  he  were  de- 
termined to  meet  death  as  a  soldier  should. 
Alas !  his  evidence  proved  the  act  to  have 
been  premeditated,  not  the  hot  impulse  of 
a  mad  moment;  and  the  President,  stroking 
his  moustache  in  a  fiercely  aggressive 
manner,  said  something  in  a  low  tone  to 
the  man  next  him.  It  came  about  in  this 
way :  there  had  been  far  too  many  military 
murders  of  late ;  one  most  terrible,  one  in 
which  two  lives — ^those  of  the  Oolonel  and 
Adjutant — had  been  sacrificed;  it  was 
necessary  to  take  some  drastic  and  de- 
cided step;  in  a  word,  to  make  an  example. 

McMurdoek,  shrunk,  shivering,  his  head 
drooping  on  his  breast,  in  truth  a  wreck, 
had  to  be  supported  between  two  sympa- 
thising comrades  to  the  canteen,  and  words 
were  muttered,  quickly  growing  into  a 
strong  electric  thrill,  that  ran  through  the 
regiment  from  end  to  end. 

A  week  later  the  verdict  was  made 
known. 

Sentence  of  death  had  been  passed  upon 
Private  Harry  Deacon,  of  Her  Majesty's 
Hundred  and  Ninety-Third  regiment  of 
foot,  for  the  attempted  murder  of  Colour- 
Sergeant  Hubert  Smith,  of  the  same 
corps,  and  the  condemned  man  was*  to  be 
handed  over  to  the  civil  authorities  for  the 
due  carrying  out  of  the  sentence. 

LABOUR    BUREAUX 


Thbre  has  just  been  issued  by  the 
Labour  Department  of  the  Board  of  Trade 
an  extremely  interesting  blue-book,  which 
containstheReporton  Agencies  and  Methods 
for  Dealing  with  the  Unemployed — genuine 
unemployed,  men  who  are  willing  to  work 
if  any  work  can  be  found  for  them.  Eng- 
land, as,  indeed,  is  the  case  with  almost  all 
other  countries,  is  in  the  throes  of  the  Un- 
employed Question — ^how  to  provide  work 
when  the  supply  of  workers  is  apparently 
constantly  growing,  and  fast  leaving  behind 
the  demand — and,  under  these  circum- 
stances, an  official  report,  which  contains 
all  information  as  to  the  numbers  of  unem- 
ployed and  their  various  trades,  and  as  to 
the  organisations  for  their  assistance,  can- 
not fail  to  be  both  opportune  and  helpful. 
It  is  peculiarly  opportune  at  the  season  of 
the  year  when  a  greater  number  of  workers 
are  out  of  employment  than  at  other  times ; 
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and  helpf nl  inaBmach  as  it  teachei  a«  mach 
aboat  a  labject  whioh  is  alirays  croppiDg 
ap,  and  about  whioh  most  of  as  have  bat 
a  vague  and  general  idea. 

The  genenl  seope  of  the  enquiry  dealt 
with  in  this  blue-book,  had  reference  "  to 
questions  of  irregularity  of  employment 
and  the  evils  caused  thereby^  i.e.  to  the 
extent  and  causes  of  such  irregularity, 
and  to  efforts  made  in  various  ways  to 
desl  with  distress  and  other  evils  resulting 
from  want  of  work/' 

What  this  article  intends  to  put 
before  its  readers  is  the  work  done  by 
Labour  Bureaux  which  have  been  set  up 
in  vaiious  localities  to  bring  those  in  want 
of  labourers  in  contact  with  those  who 
desire  work,  and  vice  veri&i  and  that, 
too,  without  any  of  that  pauperisation 
which  must  attend  the  efforts  of  charitable 
societies.  These  latter,  good  enough  in 
their  way,  very  often  are  necessarily  round- 
about in  their  working,  and  in  addition  to 
providing  work  when  they  can,  give  money 
when  they  cannot  provide  work.  The 
latter  is  not  what  the  genuine  unemployed 
prefers;  it  is  work  he  wants,  and  not 
charity. 

Of  course,  in  classifying  permanent 
agencies  for  the  relief  of  the  workless, 
the  Poor  Law  comes  first,  but  this  does 
not  deal  with  want  of  employment  only, 
but  with  any  destitution;  and,  more- 
over, under  the  Poor  Law  there  can  be 
no  payment  for  work  done  in  the  shape 
of  wages.  After  the  Poor  Law  come 
the  various  voluntary  agencies,  of  which 
the  Gharity  Organisation  Society  takes 
first  place ;  then  several  permanent  volun- 
tary agencies  are  highly  developed,  and  deal 
with  the  relief  of  distress,  including  that 
arising  firom  want  of  employment.  Next 
come  temporary  agencies  for  relief,  such 
as  schemes  for  providing  work  by  munioi- 
palibies  or  temporary  voluntary  agencies; 
and  then  we  have  agencies  for  providing 
work  for  special -classes,  such  as  discharged 
soldiers,  while  the  various  Trade  Unions, 
of  course,  to  some  extent  act  as  vast 
Labour  Bureaux. 

This  brings  us  down  to  the  portion  of  the 
report  with  which  we  have  more  particu- 
larly to  deal.  Labour  Bureaux  do  not  as  yet 
play  a  very  important  part  in  England ;  but 
there  is  no  reason  why,  properly  worked, 
they  should  not  be  very  much  increased. 
During  last  winter  the  Labour  Depart- 
ment of  the  Board  of  Trade  received  in- 
formation as  to  only  twenty-five  Labour 
Boreaux,  fifteen  being  temporary,  while 


the  remaining  ten  are  more  or  less  per- 
manent These  ten  are  at  Egham,  Ips- 
wich, Chelsea,  Battersea,  St  Paneras, 
Oamberwell,  Westminster,  Bloomebuiy, 
Wolverhampton,  and  Salford.  It  will  be 
noticed  that  the  majority  are  in  Londoiij 
the  idea  not  appearing  to  have  caught  on 
in  the  large  provincial  towns.  Also  it  will 
be  seen  Aat  the  small  town  of  Egham  ia 
placed  first  the  Bureau  at  that  place, 
indeed,  being  the  pioneer  in  England. 
The  temporary  registries,  for  the  most 
part  were  started  in  exceptional  times  of 
distress  by  London  Vestries  and  the  local 
authorities.  The  report  considers  that  in 
the  ease  of  permanent  Bureaux  there  are 
two  classes  to  be  considered ;  those  Bureaux 
which  accept  all  applications  for  registra- 
tion, and  those  which  make  some  enquiry 
as  to  the  applicants.  The  conclusion 
seems  to  be  rather  in  favour  of  the  first 
class,  for  employers  would  be  more  apt  to 
use  the  Bureaux  if  the  fact  of  registration 
carried  proof  of  some  capability  for  work 
on  the  part  of  the  man  registered. 

The  Egham  Bureau,  being  the  pioneer, 
is  entitled  to  first  description  as  to  its 
working,  and  the  result  of  that  working. 
It  was  established  in  February,  1885,  and 
the  work  connected  with  it  is  voluntary. 
It  is  made  known  by  cards  posted  about 
the  district  and  advertisements  In  the 
country  papers,  and  is  open  to  local  resi- 
dents, but  if  there  is  any  vacancy  for 
which  a  local  man  is  not  avaikble,  an 
outsider  may  have  the  chance  of  the  work. 
In  the  register  are  the  following  particulars 
of  each  applicant :  name,  address,  date, 
description  of  occupation  required,  when 
last  employed,  how  long  employed,  appli- 
cant's remarks,  date  when  employment  Is 
found  and  by  whom.  *  The  registrar  Is 
only  authorised  to  register  hoi  si  fide 
workmen  out  of  employment  There  is 
no  charge  for  registration,  but  those  who 
obtain  work  by  this  means  are  invited  to 
contribute  threepence  a  week  during  the 
first  few  weeks  of  their  engagement  This 
agreement  however,  is  entirely  voluntary, 
and  one  of  the  first  rules  of  the  registry  is 
"that  the  registrar  shall  scrupulously  refrain 
from  interference  in  lany  question  of  wages 
or  condition  of  service,  or  labour  troubles." 
For  this  reason  men  are  not  supplied  to 
fill  the  places  of  men  on  strike,  and  In  the 
register  no  notice  is  taken  of  membership 
of  a  Trade  Union  or  of  waga  An  Im- 
portant factor  to  the  success  of  this  Bureau 
lies,  no  doubt  in  the  fact  that  the  super- 
intendent knows  personally  most  of  the 
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applicants,  both  ecaployera  and  workers. 
The  following  are  some  statistics  as  to 
what  was  done  by  the  Egham  Labour 
Bareaa  from  October,  1891,  to  December, 
1892.  Oat  of  four  fartn  labourers  who 
applied,  three  were  placed  in  situations; 
th&ty-four  out  of  forty-two  gardeners  were 
provided  for;  twenty-four  out  of  thirty-five 
bricklayers ;  one  out  of  two  masons ;  forty- 
nine  out  of  sixty-two  carpenters  and  joiners; 
five  out  of  nine  plumbers;  thirty  out  of 
forty-five  painters ;  eighteen  out  of  twenty- 
one  stablemen,  horsemen,  etc. ;  ninety-three 
out  of  one  hundred  and  sixteen  general 
labourers;  three  men-servants,  watchmen, 
and  attendants;  twenty-one  boys  out  of 
thirty-two ;  eight  charwomen,  etc.,  out  of 
eleven.  This  ^ves  a  grand  total  of  two 
hundred  and  eighty-nine  successful  appli- 
cations out  of  three  hundred  and  eighty- 
two,  which  is  certainly  not  a  bad  proportion. 

Next  in  seniority  is  the  Ipswich  Labour 
Bureau,  where  the  forms  and  registers 
are  more  elaborate  than  those  of  Egham. 
Additional  questions  are  asked  as  to  whe- 
ther the  applicant  is  married  or  single, 
what  have  been  his  average  wages,  and  the 
cause  of  his  leaving  his  last  situation.  In 
addition  a  certificate  is  required  from  the 
applicant's  last  employer  to  certify  that 
the  workman  *  is  competent,  stating 
how  long  he  employed  him,  alid  that  his 
character  and  conduct  were  satisfactory. 
Here  the  management  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
honorary  manager,  who,  however,  would 
like  to  see  the  work  taken  over  by  the 
Municipality,  and  similar  institutions 
established  all  over  England,  and  federated 
together  so  as  to  '*  facilitate  the  circulation 
of  labour."  Registration  is  free,  and  the 
Bureau  is  neutral  in  trade  disputes.  The 
report  gives  as  the  reason  for  the  success 
of  this  Bureau,  "  the  energy  expended  by 
the  manager  in  finding  situations  for  work- 
men, and  workmen  for  employers.  He  does 
not  merely  register  applications  and  wait 
for  corresponding  offers,  but  actively 
exerts  himself  to  find  suitable  employers  or 
workmen,  as  the  case  may  be."  From 
October,  1891,  to  December,  1892.  the  total 
number  of  applicants  was  four  hundred 
and  fifty-eight,  and  of  these  one  hundred 
and  fifty  obtained  permanent  and  one 
hundred  and  forty-one  temporary  situations. 
The  largest  item  consisted  of  ninety-two 
general  labourers,  for  whom  seventy-three 
situations  were  found ;  while  out  of  twenty- 
six  menservants,  watchmen,  and  attendants, 
only  five  were  provided  for. 

At  Wolverhampton   the   Bureau   was 


started  in  connection  with  relief  organisa- 
tion works,  which  were  formed  to  deal 
with  distress  in  the  town  caused  by  scarcity- 
of  employment.  At  the  beginning  all 
applicants  were  registered,  but  soon  it  was 
found  necessary  to  make  an  alteration,  and 
it  was  decided  "  that  only  those  applicants 
should  be  placed  upon  the  register  who 
could  show  that  their  being  out  of  work 
was  due  to  no  fault  of  their  own.''  But  in 
Wolverhampton  the  Bureau  was  not  a 
success — in  contradistinction  to  Egham 
and  Ipswich — and  not  more  than  twenty, 
applicants  had,  at  the  time  the  Report  was 
drawn  up,  beeb  placed  in  situations  through 
its  agency. 

The  bureau  at  Salford  was  started  as  a 
temporary  affair  to  deal  with  exceptional 
distress,  but  has  continued  and  seems  to 
have  become  permanent.  In  addition  to 
the  questions  asked  by  the  Egham  Bureau, 
the  applicant  is  asked  here  his  length  of 
residence  in  the  borough  and  his  physical 
condition.  The  number  of  situations  com- 
pared with  the  number  of  applicants  does 
not  show  anything  like  such  good  results 
as  the  Egham  and  Ipswich  Bureaux ;  out 
of  one  thousand  four  hundred  and  fifty- 
six  applicants,  only  two  hundred  and 
ninety-five  were  placed,  but  out  of  those 
applicants  two  hundred  and  seventy-three 
are  said  to  have  been  registered  before  the 
Bureau  was  taken  over  by  the  Corporation. 
A  weekly  fly-leaf  is  published  with  par- 
ticulars of  the  Bureau  and  emplojrment 
required.  The  fly-leaf  for  one  week  sets 
forth  that  the  Corporation  has  decided  to 
continue  the  Bureau  as  a  Labour  Exchange 
for  the  borough,  and  expresses  hopes  that 
the  Exchange  will  <*  prove  an  invaluable 
means  of  speedy  communication  between 
employers  and  unemployed."  Continuing, 
the  Committee  ask  for  applications  to  the 
Bureau  from  those  who  need  labour, 
whether  skilled  or  unskilled,  and  say  that 
they,  the  Committee,  will  do  their  best  to 
'<  assure  themselves  of  the  fitness,  both  as 
to  character  and  ability,  of  those  whom 
they  recommend  for .  any  situation,  and 
they  wUl,  strictly  confine  their  operations 
to  residents  in  the  borough."  This  cer- 
tainly seems  like  the  proper  way  of  going 
to  work.  Particulars  are  given  as  to  how 
and  where  application  is  to  be  made,  and 
as  to  what  men  are  on  the  list,  and  ends 
with  results  up  to  date — the  period  in- 
cluded being  twenty-nine  weeks,  and  the 
results  showing  that,  out  of  one  thousand 
seven  hundred  and  twenty-eight  applicants, 
eight  hundred  and  sixty-two  were  dealt 
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with  as  folluwa :  (*inploymeiit  was  afforded 
by  private  employers  to  three  hundred  and 
thirty-throe ;  by  the  Salford  Corporation  to 
one  hundred  and  ninety;  two  hundred 
and  fiye  registrations  were  eaneelled; 
temporary  employment  was  fonnd  for 
seventy-eight ;  and  fifty-six  removals  were 
cancelled.  Indeed,  SUford  seems  a  very 
good  specimen  of  what  can  be  done  by 
Labour  Bareaux  in  large  towns. 

From  Salford  we  come  to  London,  where 
the  moat  important  Labour  Bureau  is  that 
at  Chelsea,  which  is  worked  by  a  com- 
mittee of  the  Vestry,  and  was  founded  in 
October,  1891.  All  applicants  must  be  resi- 
dent in  the  parish ;  the  details  asked  being 
the  same  as  at  other  Bareaux ;  registration 
is  free,  but — and  this  seems  a  new  departure 
— every  man  must  re-register  every  seven 
days  If  he  Is  still  out  of  employment. 
And  here,  too,  is  another  difference. 
Although  the  superintendent  has  general 
orders  to  work  in  harmony  with  trades 
organisation,  "the  Vestry  have  not  officially 
laid  down  the  principle  that  men  are  not 
to  be  sent  to  take  the  place  of  strikers." 
Tills  principle,  it  will  be  remembered,  is 
one  of  the  fundamental  principles  of  the 
Bareaux  previously  described,  and  seems  to 
be  very  necessary  for  the  insurance  of 
smooth  working.  Daring  the  year  1892, 
three  thousand  four  hundred  and  two 
people  were  registered,  and  employment 
was  found  for  one  thousand  six  hundred 
and  forty-nine.  Of  these  six  hundred  and 
sixty-eight  were  domestic  servants,  two 
hundred  and  ninety  charwomen,  one 
hundred  and  fifty  boys,  one  hundred  and 
twenty-one  labourer?,  while  the  remaining 
four  hundred  and  twenty  men  and  women 
may  be  described  as  various.  It  will  be 
noticed  that  the  number  of  women  here  is 
somewhat  large.  The  St.  Pancras,  B^ttersea, 
and  Camberwell  Bareaux  were  started  first 
as  temporary  arrangements,  but  have  been 
carried  on  and  appear  to  be  now  perma- 
nent. They  are  run  on  much  the  same 
lines  as  the  Chelsea  Bareau,  and  a  detailed 
description  would  be  mere  repetition. 

Such  are  the  permanent  Bare^iux  re- 
ported to  the  Board  of  Trade.  What  the 
Committee  has  to  say  about  them  is  simple 
enough.  As  a  first  essential  to  success  it 
considers  some  form  of  selection  necessary, 
or  employers  will  not  use  the  Bureaux,  and 
this  selection  is,  of  course,  more  difficult 
in  large  towns  than  in  a  small  place  like 
Egham;  secondly,  it  does  not  think  that 
the  Bareau  should  be  in  any  way  a  relief 
agency ;  and  thirdly,  it  is  of  opinion  that  I 


the  Bareaux  should  steer  dear  of  trade 
disputes  by  declining  to  supply  men  in  the 
place  of  strikers,  or,  on  the  other  hand,  to 
register  the  names  of  striken. 

This  article  does  not  propose  to  describe 
the  various  temporary  relief  works  started 
by  municipalities  and  other  local  bodies, 
nor  the  French  system  of  Labour  Boreaax, 
for  they  would  not  be  of  much  good  to 
us  as  Labour  Exchanges,  but  it  may  be 
interesting  to  glance  at   what  has  been 
done  in  our  colonies    Au  account  of  what 
has  been  done  in  New  Zealand  we  find  in 
the  reports  of  the  Bureau  of  Indastiies 
presented  to  both  Houses  of  the  General 
Assembly.    The  Bareau  was  established  in 
June,  1891.     "  The  objects  desired  by  the 
Government    were    the    compilation   of 
statistics  concerning  the  condition  of  labour 
generally;  the  establishment  of  agencies 
for  reporting  the  scarcity  or  overplus  of  ^ 
workers  in  particular  districts ;  the  transfer 
of  such  workers  from  overcrowded  localities 
to  places  needing  labour ;  and,  generally, 
the  control  of  all  industries  for  the  physical 
and  moral  benefit  of  those  engaged  therein." 
This  is  a  pretty  inclusive  and  sweeping 
programme,  but  one  which,  after  all,  shoald 
be  the  real  object  of  Labour  Bareanz. 
Two  hundred  agencies  were  established,  and 
the  superintendents  of  these  agencies  had 
to  forward  every  month  a  list  with  par- 
ticulars as  to  unemployed  persons  in  their 
districts,  and  make  report  as  to  various 
works,  private  and  public,  in  their  loci^itj 
needing  more  workmen.     The  applicants 
are  registered  as  in  the  English  Bareaux, 
and  if  they  have  to  go  far  for  their  irorK 
they  are  assisted  by  railway  passes,  ''i^^ 
some  cases  given  free  to  those  seeking 
work  for  themselves,  but  given  to  those 
proceeding  to  engagements  only  as  ad- 
vances, orders  on  the  employers  against 
future  wages  being  signed  by  the  men. 
Most  of  these  advances  on  future  psj  af^ 
honoured  when  matured."    Again,  as  i& 
England,  every  effort  is  made  to  asoertatn 
the  bona  fides  of  the  applicants.    The 
number  assisted  to  employment  from  J^^t 
1891,  to  May,  1892,  was  two  thousand  nine 
hundred  and  seventy-four,  tviro  thottsand 
of  whom  were  found  work  by  private  em- 
ployers, while  the  others  were  drafted  on  to 
public  works,  which  have  played,  as  tbew 
is  room  for  them  to  play  in  big  colonies, 
an  important  part.     This  Neir,Z«»«°J 
report  goes  on  to  gravely  consider  *w 
classification  of  employment  of  the  poo^ 
members  of  society.    It  considers  ^^^y^ 
dependent  classes  should  be  divided  ib^ 
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three  disticcb  classoa :  the  helpfal  poor, 
who  only  need  guidance  and  direction  to 
enable  the  work  and  the  workers  to  be 
brought  together ;  the  helpless  poor,  who 
are  to  be  regarded  as  subjects  for  benevo- 
lent aid;  and  the  criminally  lazy  poor, 
who  should  be  compelled  to  work,  if 
necessary,  under  restriction  —  a  wonder- 
fully good  division  if  it  could  be  accom- 
plished. The  first  division,  of  course,  is 
the  one  which  would  benefit  from  the 
working  of  Labour  Bureaux,  but  this  New 
Zealand  agency  confesses  that  its  present 
attitude  is  only  a  *^  confession  of  weakness 
and  of  inability  to  grapple  with  fast  con- 
verging diffiouUies.'' 

In  Victoria  the  system  was  tried,  but 
the  Government,  in  1893,  being  forced 
to  take  to  public  woiks,  and  sufiFering 
tremendous  Labour  troubles  in  conse- 
quence, decided  that  the  Bureau  was 
an  encumbrance,  and  on  the  twenty- 
second  of  May  it  was  abolished.  The 
Government  of  New  South  Wales  opened 
a  Bureau  in  February,  1892,  and  during 
one  year  no  fewer  than  fifteen  thousand 
seven  hundred  and  seventy-nine  persons 
were  ^registered,  of  which  number  eight 
thousand  one  hundred  and  fifty -four 
found  employment.  In  Queensland  a 
Bureau  was  started  in  1886,  with  branches, 
and  during  the  last  year  four  thousand 
two  hundred  and  thirty  peirsons  out  of 
seven  thousand  and  thirty-tliree  registered 
were  found  employment. 

This  closes  the  list  of  existing  and 
successful  Labour  Bureaux,  and  before 
concluding,  an  account  of  the  Annual  Report 
of  the  Egham  Bareau  may  not  be  un- 
interesting as  showing  the  inner  working 
of  this  mode  of  dealing  with  the  Labour 
Question.  Of  course,  the  whole  question 
is  much  too  large  to  be  dealt  with  here, 
and  it  must  be  understood  that  this 
Bureau  forms  only  one  of  the  many 
methods  of  dealing  with  the  question.  Now 
the  Egham  managers,  having  had  longer 
experience,  have  greater  weight;  and 
their  superintendent  was  examined  before 
the  Royal  Commission  on  Labour,  which 
fact  is  put  forward  in  the  report,  and  they 
go  on  to  say  :  "It  may  be  well  to  emphasize 
again  the  definite  and  obvious  value  of 
registries  or  employment  agencies  in 
country  districts,  as  distinguished  from 
their  use  in  urban  or  populous  neighbour- 
hoodp.  In  the  country,  employers  are 
scattered,  and  the  waste  of  a  haphazard 
tramp  for  work  is  much  more  serious  than 
in  towns,  and  involves  often  a  break-up  of 


the  worker's  home."  They  go  on  to  point 
out  that  the  mere  establishment  of  regis- 
tries alone  cannot  evolv^e  any  fresh  work, 
and  that  the  registry  can  only  fiourish 
when  it  enjoys  the  confidence  both  of 
employers  and  employed.  The  publica- 
tions of  the  Emigrants'  Information  Office, 
which  contain  information  as  to  emigra- 
tion, are  sent  to  the  Bareau;  but  the 
registry  has  not  yet  been  able  to  offer  any 
facilities  for  emigrants.  An  interesthig 
item  in  the  report  is  the  total  result  of 
cost  and  employment  procured  for  eight 
yeara  This  is  ai  follows:  lu  1885,  one 
hundred  and  eighty-one  applicants  were 
provided  for  out  of  two  hundred  and 
twenty-three,  at  a  cost  of  sdven  pounds 
nine  shillings  and  twopence ;  in  1886,  three 
hundred  and  seven  men  and  eighteen  boys 
out  of  three  hundred  and  twecty-five  ap- 
plicants, at  a  cost  of  seven  pounds  eighteen 
shillings  and  twopence;  in  1887,  two  hun- 
dred and  sixty-nine  men  and  twenty>two 
boys  out  of  three  hundred  and  sixty-nine, 
for  nine  pounds  nine  shillings  and  six- 
pence ;  in  1888,  two  hundred  and  two  men 
and  eighteen  boys  out  of  two  hundred  and 
eighty-nine,  at  a  cost  of  nine  pounds 
thirteen  shillings;  down  to  1892,  when  two 
hundred  and  sixty-eight  men  and  twenty- 
one  boys  out  of  three  hundred  and  eighty- 
two  applicants  cost  twelve  pounds  eighteen 
shillings  and  tenpence.  This  is  a  very 
low  cost  of  working,  which  is  another 
reason  for  the  success  of  this  Bureau. 

The  text  generally  comes  first,  but  here 
it  appears  at  the  end  of  our  article,  and 
the  text  is  taken  from  a  note  at  the  top  of 
the  Annual  Report  of  the  "Egham  Free 
Registry  for  the  Unemployed."  The  note 
is  to  the  effect  that  the  registrar  is 
constantly  receiving  applications  as  to 
information  of  how  the  registry  is  worked, 
to  facilitate  the  formation  of  other  local 
registries,  and  proceeds  to  give  advice — 
one  being  a  repetition  of  the  secret  of  the 
success  of  the  Ipswich  Bureau,  the  necessity 
of  selecting  a  competent,  earnest,  and 
impartial  registrar,  possessing  business 
aptitude  and  a  kindly  interest  in  the 
success  of  his  efforts  to  obtain  employment 
for  those  entered  in  his  book. 

But  the  next  note  is  the  text  wanted : 
"  It  is  hoped  that  ultimately  an  organisa- 
tion of  local  Free  Labour  Registries  in 
country  districts  for  the  Unemployed, 
affiliated  to  county  towns,  and  focussed  at 
a  metropolitan  office,  may  be  placed  in 
correspondence  with  similar  organisations 
in  the  Colonies  and  throughout  the  Bxitish 
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Empire.  It  is  hoped,  alio,  that  in  oonne 
of  time  loeal  Begiatries  may  be  associated 
with  eleemosynafy  and  Benefit  Societies, 
at  least  as  far  as  regards  able-bodied  men 
and  lads  who  are  receiving  the  assistance 
of  sneh  societies,  ancl  who  are  eligible  for 
entry  on  the  registrar's  list." 

That  is  the  point :  a  large  system  of 
ateoeiated  Boreanz  working  in  communica- 
tion with  each  other  thronghont  the  country 
and  the  Colonies,  not  small  local  bodies 
standing  alone  and  being  able  to  do  good 
only  in  their  own  district.  And  who 
should  work  such  a  system  t  Is  it  right 
and  fair  for  the  work  to  be  left  in  many 
instances  entirely  to  private  enterprise, 
with  no  help  and  little  encouragement 
from  any  public  bodies  t  The  manager  of 
the  Ipswich  Bureau  is  hopeful  that  the 
work  may  be  taken  over  by  the  Cor- 
poration. So  might  it  be  for  each  local 
branch,  but  if  ever  the  dream  of  an 
"affiliated  system  of  Labour  Bureaux  at 
home  and  in  the  Colonies  "  comes  to  pass, 
surely  it  will  have  to  be,  not  under  private 
enterprise  or  municipd  protection,  but  a 
great  national  movement  worked  by  the 
Government. 

One  little  point  suggests  itself  in  con- 
clusion. Sorely  there  must  be  some 
English  word  which  would  express  the 
Idea  quite  as  well  as  the  foreign ''  Bareau." 


A  SKETCH  IN  MINNESOTA. 


The  beautiful  State  of  Minnesota  is  the 
special  harvest-land  of  the  Western  world, 
and  the  lavish  wealth  of  waving  corn  which 
glorifies  the  brilliant  landscape  resembles 
a  sunset  sea,  roQiog  In  shining  billows 
to  the  blue  rim  of  the  distant  horizon.  As 
the  ripened  ears  sway  In  the  summer 
breeze,  the  amber  waves  deepen  into 
oraogOi  and  brighten  Into  red  where  buck- 
wheat glows  in  the  sun,  or  mafzo  swings 
ruddy  tassels  amid  feathery  leaves.  Tawny 
wheat  pales  into  the  gold  of  drooping  oats, 
and  the  creamy  tints  of  barley  or  rye  on 
upland  slopes,  "  white  unto  harvest,"  com- 
l>leto  the  scale  of  colour.  Leagues  of  golden 
light  and  glancing  shadow  reveal  the 
riches  of  the  virgin  soil  whereon  Nature 
pours  her  precious  gifts  In  bounteous  pro- 
fusion, treasures  old  as  the  human  race, 
and  unchanged  even  in  this  Western  clime. 
The  harvests  of  the  earth  have  been  called 
"the  golden  links  which  unite  the  ages 
and  the  zones,  making  of  the  earth  one 
great  home,  and  of  the  human  race  one 


great  family.''  It. is  a  curious  fact  that 
com  has  never  been  known  as  anything 
but  a  cultivated  plant;  it  cannot  grow 
spontaneously,  and  Is  never  self-sown,  or 
self-diffused.  A  supernatural  origin  is 
ascribed  to  it  in  the  mythologies  of  all 
ancient  nations,  and  even  the  roving 
Indian  of  the  American  prairies  speaks  of 
the  stately  maize  as  '*Monddaiin|"  "the 
Spirit's  Grain."  Primitive  types  of  all 
other  esculent  plants  are  scattered  through 
the  various  quarters  of  the  globe,  but 
original  types  of  the  com-planta  are 
not  to  be  found,  and  the  grains  of  wheat 
taken  from  Egyptian  tombs  erected  before 
the  birth  of  history,  are  identical  with  the 
seed  sown  to-day.  As  we  look  npon  the 
fair  North- Western  landscape  teeming  with 
the  harvest  gold  which  forms  the  truest 
wealth  of  earth,  the  beautiful  idea  of  a 
famous  German  botanist  seems  especially 
applicable  to  the  scene  before  us  :  "  With 
corn  is  connected  rest,  peace^  and  domestic 
happiness  of  which  the  wandering  savage 
knows  nothing;  harvest  implies  possession, 
imposes  labour  and  restraint,  and  rivets 
the  links  of  social  life." 

The  great  cities  of  St.  Paul  and  Minnea- 
polis, once  ten  miles  apart,  but  now 
virtuaUy  united,  have  attained  their  present 
status  through  the  cereal  wealth  of  these 
prairie  lands ;  the  machine  factories  of  St. 
Paul,  and  the  flour-mills  of  Minneapolis, 
though  the  largest  In  the  United  States, 
scarcely  meeting  the  requirements  of  the 
everincreasiDg  tract  of  country  cleared  and 
cultivated  in  the  great  North-West  Even 
the  picturesque  Falls  of  St  Anthony,  at 
the  head  of  the  Mississippi,  have  been 
sacrificed  to  the  prosaic  task  of  turning 
piganUc  mills,  and  the  fettered  torrent, 
miprisoned  within  a  network  of  wheels, 
damS|  and  sluices,  has  been  changed  f^om 
a  romantic  cascade  to  a  maniSacturiDg 
"water-power."  The  twin  cities,  busy, 
populous,  and  thriving,  but  destitute  of  idl 
interest  save  that  produced  by  the  almighty 
dollar,  suggest  only  the  inevitable  prose  of 
life;  which  predominates  until  the  social 
chaos  rounds  into  form,  and  the  compara- 
tive leisure  of  a  settled  condition  permits 
the  graces  of  existence  to  take  root  In  con- 
genial soil. 

We  soon  exchange  the  busy  hives  of 
commerce  for  the  sunny  shores  of  Lake 
Minnetonka,  encircled  by  a  shining  girdle 
of  corn,  wherein  three  miniature  lakes  are 
set  like  emeralds  in  a  golden  frame.  The 
white  tents  of  summer  camping  parties 
border  these  placid  pools ;  fairy  canoes 
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lie  at  the  water's  edge;  a  girl  in  blae 
BwiDge  in  a  scarlet  hammoek  beneath  the 
dark  boughs  of  a  lofty  hemlock,  while 
another  fair  maiden  in  white  sits  on  a 
mossy  logy  fishing-rod  in  hand.  Beyond 
the  outlying  meres  the  broad  bine  mirror 
of  Lftke  Minnetonka  reflects  the  evening 
8Qn.  Pictorecqae  waterside  houses  with 
wooden  balconies  mantled  in  orimsonmasses 
of  Virginia  creeper  stud  the  velvet  lawns  of. 
the  curving  coast,  where  intending  pas- 
sengers signal  from  tiny  quays  to  the  gaily- 
decorated  steamer  which  plies  on  the 
winding  lake.  Painted  skiffs  flit  across 
the  water ;  flags  wave  on  rocky  knolls ;  and 
merry  crowds  dance  in  the  open  air,  where 
bands  are  playing  amid  Chinese  lanterns 
and  Venetian  masts.  A  ring  of  light 
twinkles  round  the  sh<xre,  but  on  the  dark 
and  lonely  borders  of  the  Upper  Lake, 
reached  by  a  pine-dad  channel,  Nature  is 
left  to  her  own  sweet  will,  and  the  mur- 
muring water  plashing  on  the  rocks  alone 
breaks  the  spell  of  silence  and  solitude. 
Fireflies  illundne  the  dim  recesses  of  dusky 
glades  with  galaxies  of  sparkling  stars,  and 
dance  above  the  yellow  corn  which  sweeps 
up  to  the  black  belt  of  shadowy  trees. 
The  vicinity  of  forest  scenery  to  the  centres 
of  population  is  a  special  charm  of  Minne- 
sota; Nature  in  the  West  conducts  her 
operations  on  so  vast  a  scale  that  the 
efforts  of  man  seem  only  to  tear  the  ftinge 
of  her  garment,  and  from  the  great  Ameri- 
can continent  we  still  receive  impressions 
of  a  world  newly  created  and  radiant  with 
the  morning  dew  of  youth. 

The  wild-looking  Indians  who  stride 
along  the  streets  of  St.  Paul  and  Minnea- 
polis link  the  present  with  the  past,  bilt 
every  year  the  red  man  recedes  further 
into  his  native  wilds,  with  a  deepening 
distrust  of  his  American  conquerors  which 
often  breaks  out  in  fierce  rebellion  against 
the  ever-narrowing  limitations  of  Indian 
liberty.  Primitive  ox-waggons,  with  huge 
wooden  wheels,  creak  through  the  twin 
cities,  bringing  the  produce  of  Bed  River 
prairies  to  the  flour-mills,  but  civilisation 
advances  so  rapidly  that  every  memento  of 
a  harder  life  and  a  ruder  age  is  fast 
disappearing. 

On  the  banks  of  the  River  Ste.  Croix,  a 
noithern  tributary  ot  the  mighty  Missis- 
sippi, the  primeval  beauty  of  untrammelled 
natiure  is  enhanced  by  the  pageantry  of  the 
American  <'  fall,"  which  dyes  hill  and  dale 
in  matchless  colouring.  The  little  steamer 
starts  from  the  rude  settlement  of  Still- 
water, a  place  of  infinite  possibUities  in 


that  future  which  seems  so  strangely  near 
to  the  energetic  Western  Statep.  The 
weird  scream  of  saw-mills  fills  the  air  with 
the  monotonous  sound  which  blends  har- 
moniously with  all  rustic  surroundings; 
reaping  machines  whizz  and  whirr  on 
sunny  slopes  bright  with  the  uniform  gold 
of  a  ripened  harvest.  The  glassy  stream 
contracts  between  rugged  cb'ffs  at  the 
mouth  of  the  deep  glen  cleft  by  the 
winding  waters,  and  the  forest  -  crowned 
rocks  bum  with  the  transfiguring  radiance 
of  the  transatlantic  autumn.  Huckleberry 
bushes  flame  along  the  shores,  and  coral 
dusters  of  mountain  ash  berries  gleam  from 
bronze  and  purple  folisge.  Graceful  birches 
kiss  the  water  with  drooping  boughs  of 
burnished  gold,  and  rose -flushed  sugar 
maples  deepen  into  scarlet  where  an  early 
frost  has  touched  their  topmost  branches. 
Crimson  sassafras  and  plum-coloured  su- 
mach mingle  feathery  sprays,  and  butternut 
trees  lift  pyramids  of  safiron  foliage  to- 
wards the  blue  arch  of  heaven.  The  golden 
globes  of  the  tasteless  Osage  orange  shine 
like  lamps  amid  the  dark  green  boughs, 
and  the  russet  hues  of  spreading  oaks 
throw  the  brilliant  foreground  into  high 
relief,  though  their  indented  leaves  already 
brighten  with  faint  reflections  from  the 
riotous  colour  of  a  landscape  painted  with 
the  richest  tints  of  Nature's  palette.  Car- 
mine brambles  drape  the  rocks,  and  the 
hickory  displays  a  dazzling  canopy  of 
amethyst  and  amber,  the  tender  tones 
melting  into  each  other  when  a  breeze 
rustles  the  variegated  leaves.  Only  the 
black  spruce  and  grey-green  cedars  retain 
thtir  unchanged  monotony  of  sober  colour- 
ing, and  relieve  the  dazzling  splendour  of 
the  gorgeous  woods.  Here  and  there  a 
lateral  valley  breaks  away  into  the  blue 
heart  of  distant  hills,  and  brings  a  tributary 
stream  to  swell  the  current  of  the  romantic 
Ste.  Croix ;  the  suggestive  glimpse  into  an 
unknown  region  adding  the  touch  of 
glamour  and  mystery  without  which  the 
fairest  scene  lacks  poetic  charm.  Quaint 
ferry-boats,  constructed  after  the  fashion 
of  diildhood's  Noah's  Ark,  cross  the  tran- 
quil tide,  and  countless  rafts  float  down- 
stream, steered  by  lumbermen  in  blue 
shirts,  red  caps  and  trousers.  Beyond  the 
seduded  vale  of  Ogeola  the  boat  rounds 
the  sweeping  curve  of  Cedar  Bend, 
where  the  hoary  branches  of  the  inter- 
lacing trees  form  a  grey  roof  overhead 
which  shelters  us  from  the  sun.  Green 
islets  stud  the  dimpling  river  rushing  in  a 
clear  brown  flood  over  the  pebbly  bed,  or 
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darkeniog  into  shadowy  pooU  where  the 
plaoge  ^  an  otter  breaks  the  motionlefls 
calm  into  a  ring  of  whirling  eddies  as  he 
vanishes  into  depths  of  gloom.  The  forest 
trees  blaze  with  jeweUed  lastre  in  the 
sunset  light,  and  as  sadden  darkness  falls 
in  the  shade  of  towering  cliffs j  a  torch  at 
the  bows  illaminates  the  perpendicular 
walls  of  black  rock  known  as  the  Dalles  of 
Wisconsin  and  Minnesota,  the  river  at 
this  pobt  dividing  the  two  States. 

On  emerging  from  the  dosky  gorge  into 
a  placid  sheet  of  moonlit  water,  the  day's 
journey  ends  at  a  moss-grown  quay,  and 
we  foUow  a  mysterious  lantern,  held  by 
an  invisible  guide,  up  a  rocky  paUi  beneath 
overhanging  boughs  to  a  rustic  inn,  like 
a  green  nest  set  in  a  bower  of  leaves. 
In  the  dewy  freshness  of  the  September 
davm,  we  follow  tibe  windings  of  the  river 
to  the  rapids,  a  mile  beyond  the  tiny 
hamlet  of  log-huts  closteruig  round  the 
piimitive  hostelry.  Clouds  of  white  vapour 
veil  the  water,  and  the  slanting  sunbeams 
deepen  the  pink  and  scarlet  maple-trees 
into  hectic  brilliancy.  Tlirough  tangled 
vines  and  across  broken  rocks  we  make 
our  slow  progress,  guided  by  the  distant 
muftic  of  the  foaming  cataract  which  dashes 
over  black  reefs  forming  a  bar  across  the 
river,  no  longer  navigable  except  by  canoes 
carried  across  the  "  portage  **  according  to 
Indian  custom,  and  launched  again  beyond 
the  tossing  breakers. 

A  stiff  climb  up  slippery  boulders  dis- 
closes a  score  of  natural  wells,  excavated 
by  the  action  of  fire,  water,  or  ice,  in  some 
prehistoric  age,  but  we  fail  to  obtain 
definite  information  from  the  non-scientific 
inhabitants  of  this  primitive  region.  Oar 
queries  as  to  which  of  the  great  ele- 
mentary forces  produced  the  phenomena 
are  sternly  suppressed  by  the  lanky  youth 
who  escorts  us. 

"  I  guess  it  don't  much  matter,"  is  his 
contemptuous  reply  to  our  enquiry. 
"The  wells  is  there,  and  what  more  do 
you  want )  ** 

After  this  severe  rebuke  to  our  unholy 
cariosity,  we  silently  retrace  our  steps  to 
the  little  inn,  where  a.  rustic  feast  of  fish 
from  the  river  and  berries  from  the  woods 
awaits  us  in  the  vine-covered  verandah. 

The  lumber  trade  is  in  full  swing  during 
our  downward  course,  and  the  steamer 
with  difficulty  threads  the  narrow  channels 
between  huge  masses  of  floating  timber 
which  in  spring  render  these  waters  im- 
passable. Sometimes  we  jolt  over  a  yield- 
ing raft,  notwithstanding  the  execrations 


of  the  lumberman,  who  with  the  nid  of 
his  steering  pole  springs  to  a  place  of 
safety  on  another  heap  of  drifting  logs, 
which  creak  and  bend  with  the  sadden 
impetus  of  his  substantial  weight  as  it 
almost  submerges  ttie  slight  constraetion. 
The  lot  of  these  lumbermen  is  one  of 
toil  and  danger,  but  their  strong  arms  and 
sturdy  hearts  are  the  pillars  of  many  a 
thriving  State,  and  the  return  of  the  back- 
woodsmen from  the  winter  camp  when  the 
waters  break  their  .icy  chain,  and  the  first 
rafts  float  down  on  the  brimming  flood, 
wins  a  welcome  warm  as  that  which  greets 
the  sailor  after  a  perilous  voyage.  The 
healthy  freedom  of  a  life  cradled  in  the 
lap  of  Nature  often  gives  an  unconscious 
dignity  to  these  rude  settlers  in  the  deep 
recesses  of  North- Western  woods,  which 
retain  their  primeval  silence  and  repose  in 
a  continent  which  has  become  a  synonym 
for  social  upheaval  and  perpetual  nnresk 

The  Ste.  Croix  river  was  discovered  and 
named  by  the  devoted  Jesuit  missionaries 
who  were  the  pioneers  of  Christian  civili- 
sation, planting  the  standard  of  the  Cross 
on  these  unlmown  shores,  and  suffering 
untold  hardships,  torture,  and  even  death 
in  their  noble  efforts  to  bring  the  .wander- 
ing Indians  into  the  fold  of  the  Church. 
The  rapids  which  hasten  the  velocity  of 
the  impetuous  river  render  it  the  principal 
<*  lumber-stream "  of  Minnesota.  The 
buoyant  atmosphere  is  an  elfxtr  of  health, 
and  the  cheery  songs  of  the  lumbermen 
echoing  through  the  frosty  stillness  add  a 
bright  touch  of  human  life  to  the  enchant- 
ing scenery.  Amid  the  tumbled  rocks  of  a 
romantic  glen  south  of  the  Ste.  Croix,  the 
famous  Falls  of  Minnehaha,  the  "  Laughing 
Waters''  of  Indian  folk-lore,  gleam  through 
the  gnarled  and  knotted  boughs  of  giant 
oak9.  Here  in  the  former  "  Land  of  the 
DAkotahs,"  Hiawatha,  the  mighty  Indian 
chieftain,  immortalised  by  the  legends  of 
all  North-Westem  tribes,  wooed  and  won 
the  Arrowmaker's  daughter,  whose  musical 
name  was  borrowed  from  the  water&U 
which  blended  its  harmonious  voice  with 
every  experience  of  her  forest  life  in  the 
wigwam  on  the  torrent's  brink.  Indian 
traditions  personify  the  forces  of  Nature 
to  an  extent  which  causes  extreme 
difficulty  in  tracing  any  story  to  an 
authentic  source.  A  complete  narrative 
resembling  a  literal  statement  of  aotuid 
events  often  proves  a  mere  sequence  of 
poetic  images  describbg  fandliar  scenery, 
or  an  attempt  to  translate  the  wandering 
voices  of  Nature  into  articulate  language. 
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The  facts  of  individaai  life  are  ocoasionally 
combined  with  mystic  dreams  or  fancies, 
and  a  blending  of  reality  with  romance 
seems  probable  in  the  story  of  Minnehaha, 
who  suggests  herself  to  modern  thought  as 
the  spirit  of  the  waterfall,  an  Indian 
Undine,  through  whQse  waking  soal  the 
perpetual  melody  of  the  torrent  speaks  in 
varying  tones. 

Though  legend  and  fall  are  alike  pro- 
faned by  an  approach  through  a  tea-garden — 
"more  Americano'' — incongruous  surround- 
ings cease  at  the  wicket-gate  openfDg  into 
the  rocky  glen,  where  overhanging  cliffs 
and  leafy  shadows  exclude  the  glare  of 
day.    Through  the  green  twilight  of  the 
branchbg  oaks   a    path    fringed    with 
purple  asters  and  plumy  fern  skirts  the 
swift  stream,  which  shoots  smoothly  over 
a  granite   precipice.    Sockets    of    silver 
spray  dart  from  the  clear  darkness  of  a 
gleaming  flood,  interlaced  by  ribbons  of 
snowy  foam.    Shadow  and  sunshine  flicker 
across  the  flashing  fall  from  a  tremulous 
screen  of  fluttering  leaves,  and  a  shimmer- 
ing rainbow  dances  on  a  wreath  of  pearly 
mist  tossed  in  mid-air  by  the  wild  mirth 
of'  the  Laughing  Water,  as  it  leaps  down 
the  rocky  ridee,  and  rushes  headlong  down 
the  glen   to  lose  itself  among  the  dark 
shadows  of  the  ferny  glades.    Though  the 
spell  of  enchantment  remains  unbroken, 
all    traces    of   Indian    occupation    have 
vanished  from  the  spot  consecrated  by  the 
beautiful  love-story  of  the  Algonquin  chief 
and  the  daughter  of  the  waterfall.    In  the 
dim  depths  of  the  darkening  glen,  the  music 
of  the  fall  growing  fainter  in  the  distance 
reealla  the  vague  misgivings  of  Minnehaha's 
girlish  heart,  as  she  followed  her  Indian 
lover  through  the  slumberous  pine  forests 
which  separated  the  Arrowmaker's  wigwam 
from  the  chieftain's  lodge  on  the  shores  of 
"  The  Big  Sea  Water."  Only  when  the  song 
of  the  waterfall  ceased  to  stir  the  natural 
regrets  for  the  lost  home  of  childhood,  did 
the  haunting  fears  of  the  unknown  future 
die  away,  though  after  famine  and  fever  had 
wreaked  their  cruel  will  upon  the  red  man's 
bride,  she  heard  the  Falls  of  Minnehaha 
calling  her  once  more  ere  she  closed  her 
eyes  in  death. 

Whispering  leaves  tell  their  secrets  to 
the  rippling  water;  blue-bird  and  robin 
flutter  in  their  nests,  and  twitter  sleepily 
from  the  green  heart  of  the  solemn  woods ; 
but  the  soft  stir  of  bird  and  branch  only 
emphasizes  the  dreamy  hush  of  the  memory- 
haunted  glen,  and  the  swift  -  falling 
American  night  at  length  recalls  us  from 


poetry  to  prose.  As  we  ascend  the  rocky 
steps  a  tribe  of  youthful  settlers  encircles 
the  English  visitors  to  these  Western  wilds, 
and  the  eager  curiosity  displayed  would 
suffice  to  celebrate  an  arrival  from  some 
unknovm  planet  Oar  ages,  occupations, 
and  social  status  are  enquired  into  with 
exhaustive  scrutiny ;  our  ideas  and  motives 
are  overhauled  and  commented  on  with 
startling  candour ;  and  after  a  run  through 
the  gamut  of  our  very  insignificant  accom- 
plishments, the  severe  young  critics  pounce 
upon  a  victim  who  has  incautiously  con* 
fessed  to  "  playing  the  piano,''  and  she  is 
summarily  escorted  to  an  inner  sanctum  of 
a  log  cabin  in  the  distance,  where  she 
evokes  unearthly  groans  from  a  battered 
harmonium  which  has  come  to  end  its  days 
with  this  Irrepressible  Western  family. 
The  little  conversational  and  musical  inter- 
lude is  cut  short  by  the  arrival  of  the  train 
which  carries  us  to  the  startiog-point  of 
the  Missiasippi  steamer,  a  two  days' 
passage  down  the  great  river  completing 
our  experiences  of  Mfnnesota. 

The  atmosphere  of  gloom  and  mystery 
which  surrounds  the  "Father  of  Watera," 
seems  the   only  note   of    sadness    amid 
the  joyous   life  of  these  harvest  lands. 
Though  the  first  narrow  reaches  of  the 
river  spaikle  between  the  grey  rocks  and 
branching  oaks  which  diversify  tiie  un- 
dulating plains  of  wheat  and  maize,  the 
dancing  waters  soon  widen  into  a  turbid 
flood    flowing   stealthily  through    woods 
of    dull    green   cotton-trees    along   the 
swampy  shores.    Great  turtles  bask  in  the 
sun  on  steaming  mud-banks  which  choke 
the  sluggish  current ;  blue  mists  of  fever 
dim  the  green    loxariance  of   the  rank 
vegetation  which  suggests '  decay  rather 
than  life.     Pallid  flowers  gleam  in  the 
lush  graas  of  the  marshy  undergrowth, 
where  the  black  cypresses  are  strangled  in 
the  matted  tendrils  of  Virginia  creeper  and 
wild  grape-vine,  which  rope  the  pillared 
stems  and  mantle   every  bush   of   wild 
orange,  laurel,  and  bay,  with  tangled  sprays 
of  green  and  crimson.  Still  bayous,  black  as 
night  beneath  heavy  foliage  and  climbing 
parasites,    pierce   the    green   depths    of 
malarial  swamps,  where  stagnant  pools, 
whitened  with  the  marble  cups  of  a  world 
of  water-lilies,  vary  tbe  mournful  monotony 
of  the  lonely  river.    Trailing  mosses  wave 
funereal  garlands  from  forest  trees,   and 
pelicans  wade  In  the  still  lagoons  from 
whence    the    devious  back-waters  extend 
like  a  network  in  every  direction. 

The  difficult  navigation  of  the  dangerous 
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river  is  BQccesafiilly  aecompliBhed  by  the 
pilot  immortalieed  In  the  pagei  of  Mark 
TwaiD|  an  honour  which  eeems  to  have 
made  bat  a  alight  impresdon  on  the  rugged 
personality  of  thlB  North- Western  celebrity, 
a  sturdy  backwoodsman,  with  red  beard, 
shrewd  grey  eyes,  and  laconic  speech. 

Numerous  Indian  traditions  and  ghostly 
legends  of  early  French  settlers  ding  to 
the  haunted  shores  of  the  mysterious 
Mississippi.  The  native  dread  of  the 
terrible^  fever  which  lurks  in  the  rich 
vegetation  of  the  swamps,  finds  a  poetical 
expression  in  the  beautiful  myth  of  Lilinau, 
the  Indian  maiden  wooed  by  a  phantom, 
who  whbpered  through  the  evening  breeze 
as  it  moaned  among  the  pbes  of  her  father's 
lodge  in  the  hush  of  twilight.  Powerless 
to  resist  her  lover's  voice,  Lilinau  rose 
from  her  couch  of  birchen  boughs  and 
followed  him  into  the  mazy  woods,  guided 
by  the  waving  green  plume  which  was  the 
only  visible  sign  of  his  presence.  Never 
again  did  the  lost  girl  return  to  her  tribe, 
who  mourned  her  ae  one  lured  to  her 
destruction  by  the  magic  spell  of  the  fatal 
forestb 

The  origin  of  the  legend  is  evident — 
the  balmy  breath  of  the  flower-laden  air 
mingling  with  the  aroma  of  the  pines, 
the  green  boughs  waving  in  the  wind 
with  beckoning  arms,  and  the  Indian  girl, 
with  her  untutored  fancy  and  innate 
longings  for  the  free  forest  life,  unable  to 
withstand  these  influences  of  Nature,  which 
proved  stronger  than  the  ties  of  kindred. 
As  the  moon  rises  above  the  black  walls 
of  cypress,  and  the  tremulous  rays  gleam 
whitely  on  the  pools  beneatih  the  moes 
wreathed  boughs,  the  old  French  legend 
which  peoples  the  scene  with  ghosts  of 
unchristened  children  flitting  round  the 
shore  on  moonlit  nights,  also  finds  a 
natural  solution.  The  solitary  lives  of 
the  early  settlers  rendered  them  especially 
sensitive  to  the  aspects  and  voices  of 
Nature,  which  reached  them  with  an  in- 
tensity unmodified  by  any  influences  from 
the  outside  world  of  men. 

As  the  deepening  hush  of  night  falls  over 
the  river,  the  multitudinous  life  of  the 
forest  awakes  from  sleep.  Owls  hoot  from 
the  tall  tree-tops,  snakes  rustle  through 
the  long  grass,  and  stealthy  feet  glide 
through  the  mysterious  pathways  between 
bush  and  brier.  Wings  flatter  amid  the 
whispering  leaves,  and  a  melancholy  howl 
followed  by  a  frightened  cry  suggests  that 
some  beast  of  prey  has  fallen  into  the 
clutches  oi  a  foe. 


The  oppressive  gloom  of  the  aeesAty 
renders  the  termination  of  the  little  voyage 
a  welcome  relief  as  the  iteanEier  tfudion 
under  the  lee  of  a  tall  grey  eliff ,  and  wa 
look  back  for  the  last  time  on  the  mightj 
river  which  has  borne  us  away  from  tht 
radiant  woods  and  sunlit  waterfalie^  tbs 
blue  lakes  and  golden  com-fielda  of  fair  ani 
fertile  Minnesota. 


NOCTURKE. 

Tender  touches  of  twilight  are  oTer  the  eTou^ 

skies, 
And  the  lingfering  glow  in  the  west  is  w&nic^ :: 

primrose  pale, 
As  the  rose-red  blush  on  the  ripple  of  cloud  A^sMi 

fainter  and  dies,  { 

And  the  lilac  mists  are  wearing  the  woof  of  ^z 

young  night's  bridal  veiL 

For  the  eyea  of  the  stars  look  down  in  aliqidd 

languor  of  lore. 
And  the  murmur  of  earth  is  hushed  in  a  raptcra  oi 

breathless  bliss. 
As  the  stillness  beloir  is  overflowed  by  the  lii]&iiii:4»- 

stillness  above. 
And  heaven  and  earth  are  melted  in  one,  in  i^f 

long-drawn  twilight  kiss. 


A  FEOSTY  FLIRTATION. 

A  COKPLETE  STORY. 

Quebec  was  smothered  in  snow.  Tiro 
feet  deep  it  rested  on  the  high  alantisg 
roofs,  from  whidii  the  gabled  windowi 
peered  oat  like  the  eyes  of  snowy  owli 
blinking  at  thesnnshine.  '  Along  the  steep 
streets  of  the  Upper  Town  a  narrow  path 
was  dag  oat  next  the  honses,  bat  drfTing  in 
the  middle  of  the  road  up  and  down  over  the 
drifts  one  coald  catch  glimpses  of  inteiion 
throngh  the  second  storey  windows. 

'*  There  will  be  good  sleighing  for 
Ohristmasi"  observed  my  sister  Basrfe,  ai 
we  two  picked  oar  steps  down  slippoy 
Fabrlqae  into  narrow,  sociable  John  &rBei 
where  the  sarplas  snow  was  being  carted 
away  with  trae  Canadian  deliberation. 

"Tes,"  I  replied.  "And  tobogganbg. 
too.  We  do  not  often  have  it  so  early  is 
the  season." 

"  I've  been  so  long  abroad  in  the  balmy 
air  of  Ontario  that  I'd  forgotten  what  yoor 
climate  was  like  down  here." 

*' That's  the  resalt  of  spending  yoor 
Christmas  holidays  always  with  school 
friends,  instead  of  coming  home ;  but  now 
that  yoa  are  here  for  good,  you'll  have  to 
be  resigned  to  losing  sight  of  the  plank 
side-widks  one  half  of  the  year." 

*'  They  are  not  so  beantifal  at  any  time 
that  I  pine  to  see  them,"  langhed  Bessie, 
<<  while  the  snow  is  lovely.  Jost  look  at 
that  driit  I " 
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The  miniature  Alpine  range  which 
blocked  one  of  the  side  streetsi  was  made 
doubly  interesting  at  that  moment  by  the 
attempt  of  a  good-looking  young  man  to 
rescue  his  hat  from  one  of  the  hollows, 
without  venturing  boldly  into  the  chilly 
mass.  The  keen  wind  rumpled  his  hair 
and  blew  the  cape  of  his  overcoat  above  his 
head,  but  he  preserved  his  equanimity,  and 
finally  captured  the  truant  on  the  end  of 
his  stick. 

'<  Who  is  he  1 "  asked  my  young  sister^ 
making  an  excuse  to  pause  and  look  in  the 
corner  shop-window,  though  it  was  no  day 
for  standing.  "Not  a  Qaebecker,  cer- 
tiJnly,  or  he  would  not  be  wearing  a  stifif 
hat  in  December." 

'<  Do  come  on/'  I  said  sharply.  "  One 
would  think  you'd  never  seen  a  strange 
man  in  town  before." 

"  Neither  I  have,  at  this  time  of  year," 
she  replied,  as  we  hurried  forward.  *' And 
you  cannot  deny  that  ;oung  men  are  always 
a  rare  and  hfgUy-valued  commodity  in  this 
part  of  the  globe,  for  there  ien't  one  who 
would  stay  here  if  he  had  enough  enter- 
prise to  go  anywhere  else." 

This  was  meant  to  be  a  severe  hit  at 
me,  because  I  happen  to  be  engaged  to  one 
of  the  said  unenterprising  youthc,  and,  as 
in  duty  bound,  I  retorted  : 

"  No  wonder  young  men  will  not  stay 
in  Quebec,  where  there  is  no  chance  for 
any  but  Frenchmen.  They  have  the  ad- 
vantage in  everything." 

*'  ^d  why  shouldn't  they  9 "  cried  Bess, 
contradictory  as  usual.  "  They  are  in  the 
majority  here,  and  nowhere  else  in  the 
Dominion,  and  they  are  just  the  brake  we 
need  on  our  wheels.  Had  it  not  been  for 
them  we'd  have  rolled  over  into  Yankee- 
doodledom  long  ago.  And  see  how  pictu- 
resque they  are ! " 

And,  indeed,  the  scene  which  met  us 
when  we  passed  through  St.  John's  Gate 
might  have  formed  a  subject  for  Gustavo 
Dor^.  The  market-slope  was  crowded 
with  steaming  men  and  horses,  sleds  filled 
with  frozen  meat,  vegetables  carefully 
covered  with  quilts.  The  stinging  air  and 
bright  sunshine  acted  like  an  intoxicant 
upon  the  people,  and  it  was  not  without 
difficulty,  though  they  were  politeness 
itself,  that  we  pushed  our  way  through  the 
voluble,  gesticulating  groups  to  the  market 

buildbig. 

Our  purchases  made,  we  returned  by  the 
St.  Louis  Gate,  pasA  the  Esplanade, 
already  lively  with  children  sliding  down 
the  steep  bank  next  the  ramparts,  and  into 


St.  Louis  Street,  bordered  by  high  stone 
dwellings  close  on  the  street. 

''So  different  from  the  cheerful  red- 
brick galleries  and  gardens  of  Toronto," 
Bessie  said. 

Our  house  is  in  one  of  the  many  ir- 
regular rows  whose  roofs  might  serve  as 
stairs  tfp  to  Gape  Diamond.  It  would  not 
take  a  great  stride  to  cross  the  streets  as 
well,  stepping  from  one  tinned  roof  to 
another. 

Like  all  the  rest,  number  thirty-six  fs 
plain  and  bare  outside,  eispeciaUy  in  winter 
when  the  double  door  is  on,  and  the  shut- 
ters are  exchanged  for  double  windows; 
but  indoors  there  was  the  essence  of 
comfort  that  blustering  afternoon.  Bessie 
and  I  sat  before  the  grate  fire,  hard  at 
work  over  some  embroidery  which  we 
wished  to  finish  before  Christmas,  then 
only  a  few  weeks  distant.  I  can  never 
talk  when  I  am  sewing,  but  Bessie's  fingers 
flew  no  faster  than  her  tongue,  as  she  dis- 
coursed on  the  delights  of  the  ball  at  the 
Citadel  the  night  before,  with  whom  she 
had  danced,  and  what  each  partner  had 
said  to  her  and.  she  to  him.  Sisters  are 
proverbially  unappreciative,  but  I  could 
not  help  noticing  what  a  pretty  picture 
she  made,  sitting  in  that  low  chair,  with 
the  bright  silks  in  her  lap  lighting  up  her 
dark  red  cashmere.  Her  cheeks  were 
flushed  with  bending  over  her  .work,  and 
the  flame  of  the  fire  drew  sparkles  from 
her  brown  eyes,  and  showed  streaks  of 
gold  in  the  dark  Pompadour  puff#of  hair 
above  her  forehead.  I  could  quite  under- 
stand how  it  was  that  she  had  been  the 
belle  of  Murray  Bay  last  summer,  and  how 
during  this,  her  first  winter  at  home  from 
school,  she  had  captivated  the  few  eligible 
young  men  in  Quebec.  Her  lips  curled 
mischievously  away  from  the  shining  regular 
teeth  as  she  remarked  to  me  : 

"  And  that  ridiculous  Alf  Stephens  !  I 
wish  you  had'seen  how  he  positively  sulked, 
because  I  would  not  give  him  more  than 
one  waltz.  But  Captain  Bouchard  is  simply 
charming,  my  dear.    He  and  I " 

I  had  barely  time  to  put  out  of  sight 
the  handkerchief  on  which  I  was  working 
his  initials,  when  the  door  opened  to 
admit'my  young  man — the  only  one  I  ever 
had,  or  desire  to  have — and  towering  be- 
hind him  came  the  hero  of  the  snow-drift, 
whom  he  introduced  as  a  second  cousin 
from  England.  Bess  was  demureness 
itself  in  a  moment,  and  our  new  acquaint- 
ance bade  fair  to  be  an  exception  to  the 
general  rule,  for  he  took  little  notice  of 


616      [Decsmber  28, 1893.] 


ALL  THE  YEAR  ROUND. 


[OondQOlAd  l>7 


her,  teemed  to  consider  her  merely  a 
schoolgirl,  and  addressed  most  of  his 
remarks  to  me.  Bessio  talked  to  my 
Jack,  and  after  they  had  gone  she  ^aid : 

"  What  do  yoa  suppose  that  la-de-dah  fs 
oat  here  for )  *' 

"  If  yon  mean  Mr.  Lowndes,"  I  replied 
severely,  *'  I'm  sare  I  don't  know." 

"  He  is  going  to  write  a  series  of  articles 
for  an  English  magszlne  on  Canadian  life 
and  manners,  if  you  please." 

"  Wei),  are  yon  hoping  he'll  pnt  yon  in )" 

"Not  exactly.  I  am  far  beneath  the 
notice  of  the  Lord  High  Executioner.  Ton 
are  far  more  likely  to  be  on  the  little  list, 
Kate — seeond-coasinin-law  elect  1 " 

"  N'onsense !  I  believe  Jack  was  cram- 
ming yoa ! " 

'*He  doesn't  try  that  with  me,  Katy 
desr.  Perhaps  he  was  not  in  earnest 
either  when  he  proposed  that  we  shoald 
get  up  a  sliding  party  for  to-morrow  night 
to  initiate  oar  fair  friend." 

Fair  he  certainly  was,  and  fairer  still  he 
looked  in  a  borrowed  white  blanket  suit 
when  he  and  Jack  called  for  us  the  next 
evening.  The  devoted  Alf  Stephens  tamed 
up,  too,  to  escort  Bessie,  and  Mr.  Lowndes 
fell  to  the  lot  of  Miss  Barton,  almost  as  tall 
as  himself  and  a  decided  Anglo-maniac. 

As  asaal  some  youngsters  invited  them- 
selves to  be  of  the  party,  and  going  out 
Louis  Street,  they  found  amusement  in 
rattling  the  toboggans  this  way  and  that 
over  the  hard  trodden  snow,  trying  to  trip 
up  some  unwary  urchin. 

Miss  Barton  did  not  see  why  people  let 
so  many  wretched  boys  come  sliding  with 
them,  and  Mr.  Lowndes  also  confessed  to 
imperfect  vision  ia  that  particular. 

"Just  as  if  he'd  never  been  a  boy 
himself  1"  exclaimed  Bass  indignantly,  and 
she  tore  ahead  of  Mr.  Stephens  to  join  the 
juveniles  in  a  snow  skirmish.  Truly, 
my  sister's  young-ladyism  is  put  on  but 
thinly  as  yet. 

A  bright  moonlight  night  is  sure  to 
bring  plenty  of  sliders  to  the  Oove  fields, 
and  by  the  time  we  reached  them  there 
was  a  steady  stream  of  toboggans 
careering  down  the  long  uneven  slope. 
Jack's  is  a  large,  hospitable  one,  and  for 
the  first  slide,  Mx.  Lowndes,  Bess,  and  I 
tucked  ourselves  upon  it,  while  Jack  steered 
with  a  foot  out  behind. 

Mr.  Lowndes  said  it  reminded  him  of 
sailing  with  a  stiff  breeze.  Now  we  are 
in  a  trough  of  the  sea,  now  up  sgain  over 
the  crest  of  a  wave,  now  catching  our 
breath  as  we  dive  down  a  steep  place, 


and  letting  it  go  again  as  we  glide  over 
more  even  suiface.  The  frozen  spray  fiieti 
up  in  our  faces  jm  we  breast  these  snow- 
white  billows,  but  the  level  haven  ia 
reached  at  last,  our  gallant  pilot  having 
steered  as  safely  past  that  most  dangerona 
of  reefs — a  boarid  fence. 

The  length  of  the  ascent  depends  entirely 
upon  the  companion.  Besaie  did  not 
appear  to  find  it  tedious,  thongh  ahe 
chanced  to  be  next  to  Mr.  Lowndes. 
Jack  and  I  were  in  fronts  and  heard  what 
they  said. 

'*  Is  it  true,"  she  asked,  "that  yoa  have 
come  out  here  to  take  notes  upon  our 
habits  and  mannerp,  so  that  you  may  write 
about  them  when  you  go  home  t " 

**  Who  has  been  so  kind  as  to  enlighten 
you  concerning  my  intentions,  Misa  Gar- 
land t  "  he  replied,  rather  stiffly,  I  thooght. 

<<Ohl  Isn't  that  what  all  talented 
young  Eoglishmen  cross  the  ocean  for! 
They  cannot  find  sufficient  food  for  their 
gigantic  intellects  at  home." 

"You  have  been  misinformed,  I  asanre 
you,"  and  then  he  said  something  about 
the  "heir  of  all  the  ages"*  which  I  did 
not  catch,  but  only  too  well  did  I  hear 
my  pert  sister's  reply. 

"  Yes,  I  think  that  will  do  very  nicely, 
Mr.  Lowndes — not  exactly  for  an  opening 
sentence,  you  know,  but  a  little  way  on. 
And  you  must  be  sure  to  mention  in  a 
foot-note  for  the  benefit  of  Canadian  readers 
— ^for  of  course  your  articles  will  be  in 
great  demand  out  here — ^that  the  gentleman 
Tennyson  quoted  above  is  at  present  poet 
laureate  oi  England." 

<*  That  will  hardly  be  necessary,  I  fancy. 
Even  the  schoolgirls  aeem  to  be  remark- 
ably well-informed." 

"Alas !  they  are  the  only  learned  class 
among  us;  but  your  book  may  perhaps  be 
too  light  for  them.  It  is  we  older  people 
who  need  relaxation  in  our  hisare— -" 

"Sappose,  then,  we  relax  a  little  now 
by  takbg  a  slide  together ! " 

"  Can  you  steer ) " 

"  I  think  so.  Your  young  brother  Jim 
gave  me  some  private  lessons  this  morning, 
and  I  think  at  the  present  moment  he 
prefers  a  sled  which  goes  faster,  ao  I'll 
borrow  his  toboggan." 

Jim's  toboggan  is  a  narrow  one,  and  I 
holds  only  two,  so  that  Mr.  Lowndea  had  ^ 
an  excuse  for  asking  but  one  young  lady 
to  go  down  with  h&a,  but  Besiue  had  no 
excuse  for  constantly  being  that  one  young 
lady.  Though  Alf  Stephens  had  brought 
her  there,  she  did  not  grace  his  tobc^gan  I 
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once,  nor  did  she  slide  with  one  of  her 
other  friends,  having  ey ea  and  ears  for 
the  Englishman  alone. 

It  was  maddening  to  have  to  tear  our- 
selves away  jast  when  the  moon  was  at  its 
height,  and  the  scene  like  fairyland,  but 
Miss  Barton  expected  ns  at  her  home  for 
cake  and  coffee.  There  Mr.  Lowndes  and 
Bessie  found  a  sofa  as  limited  in  dimensions 
as  Jim's  toboggan,  bat  I  took  care  to  hover 
near  and  catch  the  drift  of  their  con- 
versation, in  case  my  young  sister  should 
be  goiog  too  far. 

''Do  you  really  think  soT'  she  was 
saying,  gazing  up  at  him  apparently  with 
all  her  soul  in  her  eyes. 

*'  I  do  indeed,"  he  said,  equally  earnest 

"  But  the  style *' 

"Thank  goodness!"  I  said  to  myself. 
<'  She  is  on  a  literary  top^c."  Bat  I  was 
und  e  cei  ved 

"  Whafs'  style  1 "  he  replied.  "  Colour 
is  everythbgl  That  blue  blanket  suit 
looks  simply  nowhere  beside  your  adorable 
red  one." 

''  They're  getting  on,"  thought  L  ''  Poor 
young  man !  What  a  shame  it  will  be  if 
be  takes  a  broken  heart  back  to  England 
with  him  along  with  his  notes  on  Canada  1" 

Djiriug  the  next  fortnight  we  had  Mr. 
Lowndes  for  breakfast,  Mr.  Lowndes  for 
dinner,  Mr.  Lowndes  for  tea.  When  he 
was  not  with  us  in  the  flesh  Bessie  talked 
incessantly  about  him,  giving  us  the  benefit 
of  their  conversations.  Bat  two  or  three 
days  before  Christmas  there  came  a  sudden 
change  in  the  wind.  Jack's  cousin  came 
to  take  her  driving  to  Lorette.  She  re- 
fused to  go.  He  expected  to  meet  her  at 
the  link.  She  was  not  there — Bessie,  who 
waa  never  known  to  miss  a  band  night 
all  the  winter  1  Her  avoidance  of  him  be- 
came as  marked  as  her  preference  had  been. 

On  Sunday  mornjng  he  joined  us  as  we 
were  taking  our  customary  promenade  on 
the  Terrace  after  church.  If  there  had 
been  any  breeze  it  would  have  been  bitterly 
cold,  for  the  thermometer  stood  at  twenty 
degrees  below  zero ;  but  the  air  was  per- 
fectly stiU,  and  we  sunned  ourselves  on 
the  narrow  path  cleared  next  the  railing. 
As  we  walked  along  facing  the  Citadel  we 
could  not  see  over  the  high  bank  of  snow 
oil  our  right,  but  to  the  left  we  had 
glimpses  of  the  roofs  of  Lower  Town  in 
their  spotless  winter  headgear.  There 
was  not  room  for  more  than  two  to  walk 
abreast,  so  Jack  fell  back  with  me,  and 
Mr.  Lowndes  joined  Bessie  in  front. 

''Isn't  it  amusing  to  see  Bess  on  her 


dignity  % "  said  Mr.  Cowan  to  me.     *^  Look 
how  extremely  amiable  she  is  1 " 

''I  am  so  sorry,  Jack,  that  something 
has  come  between  her  and  your  cousin,  for 
he  is  an  exceedingly  nice  young-  fellow^ 
and  I  never  knew  her  to  go  so  steadily 
with  any  one  young  man  before." 

*'  NOf  she  generally  likes  to  have  three 
or  four  on  a  string." 

"  He  is  really  above  the  average,  though, 
and  I  used  to  think  his  very  imperturbability 
attracted  her." 

''  And  I  suppose,  like  all  engaged  girls, 
you  had  turned  matchmaker,  and  were 
wondering  how  it  would  feel  to  have  a 
married  sister  living  in  Eoglaud." 

*' Kate,"  called  Bessie  from  the  central 
kiosk,  *'  do  come  here  a  minute  and  enjoy 
the  view.  It  is  better  than  all  the  sermons 
in  the  world.  Do  you  suppose  the  ice- 
bridge  is  going  to  take  1 " 

''I  am  afraid  it  has  taken,"  remarked 
Mr.  Lowndes  enigmatically,  as  he  turned 
to  me,  while  Bess  walked  over  to  the 
railiog  and  gazed  down  at  Mont  Ste.  Anne 
and  the  fine  line  of  hills  to  the  left  of  it; 
as  if  she  had  never  seen  them  before. 

*'  I  hope,  Mr.  Lowndes,"  said  I,  *'  that 
you  will  put  in  a  good  word  for  poor  old 
Qaebec  in  your  papers.  Upper  Canadians 
and  Montreallers  speak  contemptuously  of 
it  as  a  dead-alive  sort  of  place,  and  the 
American  tourists  treat  it  as  a  kind  of  old  . 
curiosity  shop."  I 

<'  I  think  I  am  fully  alive  to  the  attrac- 
tions of  your  city,"  he  replied  in  an  absent 
kind  of  way,  gaziog  over  at  Bessie. 
''  What's  the  matter  with  her  1 " 

"  Ob,  nothing  I  It  is  just  one  of  her 
freaks  to  appear  injured.  I  should  pay  no 
attention  to  it,  if  I  were  you." 

Bat  it  was  difficult  for  the  most  gentle- 
manly man  to  remain  passive  when  her 
animosity  took  a  more  active  turn.  At  a 
dance  on  the  Monday  night  she  carried 
on  a  desperate  flirtation  with  one  of  the 
B  Battery  officers.  I  would  have  been 
satisfied  had  she  continued  to  leave  Mr. 
Lowndes  severely  alone,  but  that  un- 
fortunate young  man  could  not  open  his 
Ifps  in  her  hearing  without  being  snubbed. 
Let  us  hope  he  attributed  her  eccentricities 
to  her  native  climate,  which  exhibited  all 
kinds  of  weather  durbg  the  next  few  days. 
First  came  a  thaw,  and  then  a  freeze, 
giving  us  brilliant  hopes  of  skating  on  the 
river  Christmas  Day. 

Tuesday  the  twenty-fouith,  we  were  out 
at  St.  Matthew's  Church,  helping  to 
decorate.    Mr.  Lowndes   came   too,  and 
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worked  with  a  will,  bat  neyer  a  Bmile  did 
he  get  from  BasBie.  I  heard  her  reply  to 
his  offer  to  help  her  nail  ap  some  ever- 
greeim: 

"  No,  thank  yoa,  Mr.  Lowndei,  I  maeh 
prefer  doing  it  myself.  Canadian  girls  are 
independenti  if  they  are  not  particularly 
ladylike." 

He  looked  puzzled,  bat  said  nothing. 
In  the  evening  we  took  a  turn  down 
town  to  see  the  stores  lighted  np,  and  the 
crowds  doine  their  Christmas  shopping. 
It  was  a  lovely  night  when  we  started,  but 
a  regnlar  blizzard  set  in  before  long  and 
blew  us  home.  There  we  foand  Mr. 
Lowndes,  who  said  he  had  come  to  say 
••  Good-bye." 

*' Going  away  on  Christmas  Eve,"  I 
cried.  "That  is  dreadful !  Can  you  not 
stay  till  the  end  of  the  week  t " 

''  Sorry,  but  I  have  to  meet  some  friends 
who  will  be  arriving  out  from  England." 

«Bat  the  steamer  is  never  in  before 
Sanday  at  this  season."  ' 

<<  Not  often,  but  it  is  the  '  Parisian '  this 
week,  and. she  may  be  earlier.  Besides, 
I'd  like  to  have  a  day  or  two  in  Halifax 
before  they  come." 

He  rose  to  go. 

*'  We  shall  miss  you  so  much,"  said  I, 
turniog  to  Bessie,  who  did  not  unbend  In 
the  least 

*Tleased  to  have  met  you,  Mr.  Lowndes," 
she  said  in  her  iciest  tones.  '^  And  I  hope 
your  impressions  will  be  as  favourable 
everywhere  you  go." 

"  I  do  not  expect  to  take  on  any  deeper 
ones,"  he  replied,  smiling  down  at  her, 
while  her  face  remained  as  rigid  as  the 
picture  of  any  saint  in  the  Basilica. 

"  When  do  you  start ! "  I  enquired. 

"  I  thought  of  crossing  to  Point  Levis  to- 
night, and  taking  the  train  for  Halifax  in 
the  morning." 

"  To-night ! "  I  exclaimed.  "  You  can't 
get  across  tonight.  The  ice-bridge  has 
only  jast  taken,  and  the  Grand  Trunk  Ferry 
will  not  break  it  up  till  to-morrow." 

"  All  the  more  reason  I  should  go  now, 
if  I  can  get  a  carter  to  risk  it.  I  have  a 
great  desire  to  cross  the  river  on  the  ice." 

<<  It  is  nonsense  to  talk  of  driving  over. 
That  would  not  be  possible  for  a  week 
yet,  even  if  the  Ferry  stopped  running — and 
have  you  any  idea  what  a  storm  is  on ) " 

"Why  don't  you  walk  across  1"  said 
Bess,  striking  in.  "  If  you  are  in  such  a 
hurry  to  shake  the  snowof  Qaebec  off  your 
feet,  that  will  be  the  surest  way." 

"Indeed,  Miss  Bessie,  to  tell  the  truth. 


I  am  most  anxious  to  skate  over,  and 
therefore  sent  my  luggage  across  tiiis 
morning." 

"  Well,  yon  will  surely  not  let  a  little 
snow  stop  you." 

"  Bessie  1 "  I  cried,  ''  how  rldienloiu  you 
are  1    Just  see  what  a  8t<Nrm  there  is." 

I  went  to  the  window  and  peered  into 
the  night  The  electric  light  showed  the 
flikes  driving  swiftly  past  into  the  darkness. 
When  I  turned  round,  Mr.  Lowndes  was 
standing  close  to  Besp,  who  with  blazing 
cheeks  and  eyes  had  taken  up  a  defiant 
attitude  upon  the  hearthrug.  For  once 
the  Englishman's  serenity  seemed  slightly 
ruffled,  but  evidently  he  made  no  im- 
pression on  my  sister,  for  he  was  saying : 

«  Well,  I'll  risk  it,  since  you " 

He  broke  off  suddenly,  and  with  a 
hurried  farewell  to  me,  in  three  minutes 
be  was  out  of  the  house,  and  I  was  np- 
atairs  shaking  Bessie.  It  took  me  some 
time  to  shake  the  truth  out  of  her,  but  it 
came  at  last 

"Do  you  remember  that  day  we  drove 
totheFaUs)" 

"  Tes,  you  went  with  Mr.  Lowndes,  and 
slid  with  no  one  else  all  afternoon." 

"I  didn't  do  it  any  more." 

"And  why,  pray?" 

"Just  as  we  were  leaving  the  hotel  I 
found  a  half-sheet  of  scribbling-paper  filled 
with  writing  in  pencil.  I  knew  in  a 
minute  it  was  some  of  his  notes,  and  I 
thought  I'd  get  hold  of  a  sentence  or  two 
jast  to  tease  him  about,  so  I  kept  the 
paper  and  read  it  when  I  came  home." 

"  A  very  honourable  proceeding,  I  must 
say." 

"  Now,  don't  interrupt  me,  Kate..  Wait 
till  I  tell  you  what  he  said.  There  was  a  little 
about  Canadian  scenery,  and  then  he  went 
on  to  speak  of  the  people.  He  said  the 
'girls'  were  not  at  all  stiff  and  proper, 
like  English  young  ladies,  but  very  easy  to 
get  acquainted  with,  and  very  kind  indeed 
to  stray  Englishmen.  He  could  guarantee 
any  of  his  countrymen  a  hearty  welcome 
out  here,  for  the  'girls'  entirely  looked 
down  upon  the  native  youths  whenever  a 
stranger  appeared.  Then  there  was  some- 
thing about  our  free-and-easy  manners, 
which  he  said  were  very  nice  for  a  change, 
though,  of  course,  they  would  not  be 
tolerated  for  an  hour  in  England,  Now, 
considering  that  I  am  the  only  Canadian 
girl  he  has  seen  much  of,  don't  you  think 
I  have  reason  to  be  angry  ) " 

"Perhaps,  but  after  all  there  is  some 
truth- 
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**  That's  onoaghi  Kate.  I  might  have 
known  I'd  get  no  lympathy  from  yon. 
That  ia  why  I  did  not  show  you  Uie 
wretched  thing." 

Here  my  yonng  aiateri  being  considerably 
wrought  np,  ended  the  discassion  in  the 
orthodox  fashion  by  '<  barating  into  tears." 

A  ring  at  the  door-beU,  late  as  it  was. 

"  Where's  Lowndes  1"  I  heard  from 
Jack's  voice  in  the  hall,  and  I  caUed  over  the 
stair. 

**  He  said  he  was  going  to  skate  over  to 
Point  Levis  to-night.  Do  yon  suppose  he'd 
do  it  1 " 

**  Not  unless  he's  crazy.  The  ice-bridge 
is  sure  to  go  before  morning.  I'll  go  and 
look  him  np,  and  come  back  and  tell  you 
if  he's  all  right,  fiessie  is  anxious,  I've  no 
doubt." 

Jack  did  not  come  back,  and  true 
enough  Bessie  did  grow  anxious.  She 
could  not  sleep,  but  lay  tossing  about, 
saying  at  intervals : 

(*Do  you  think  he  really  cared  for  what 
I  said )  Do  you  think  he  would  go  on  the 
river  to-night  t " 

When  daylight  came,  I  climbed  to  onr 
attic  window,  from  which  we  can  see  the 
river,  and  sure  enough  there  was  the  dark 
green  running  water  bearing  down  masses 
of  floating  ice  on  its  surface. 

Bessie  and  I  could  not  look  at  each  other 
during  breakfast.  It  was  not  a  '^  Merry 
Christmas"  for  us,  but  we  went  off  to 
church,  and  exchanged  greetings  mechani- 
cally with  our  friends  after  service. 

'<  Too  bad  the  ice  didn't  hold,"  safd  Miss 
Barton.  <<  We  had  planned  to  go  skating 
this  afternoon." 

**  It  would  hardly  have  been  safe,  any- 
way," said  I,  glancing  over  the  people 
comiog  out,  and  wondering  what  in  the 
world  had  become  of  Jack. 

*'I  saw  some  boys  on  it  yesterday," 
remarked  Alf  Stephens. 

''  Did  you  1 "  cried  Bess,  overwhelming 
the  yonng  man  with  so  sudden  an  Interest 
in  anything  he  had  to  say.  *<  Then  per- 
haps it  was  safe  to  cross." 

'^Hardly;  I  noticed  that  they  kept 
pretty  close  to  shore." 

The  brightness  died  out  of  Bessie's  face 
again.  Seldom  had  the  walk  home  seemed 
so  long,  though  we  made  great  haste,  for  I 
said : 

''  Surely  Jack  will  be  there." 

But  he  was  not,  and  Jim,  being  de- 
spatched to  his  boarding-house,  brought 
back  word  that  he  had  not  been  seen  there 
since  the  previous  afternoon.    Jim  had  a 


newspaper,  too,  which  he  tried  to  shove 
farther  out  of  sight  in  his  jacket-pocket, 
but  Bessie  detected  him  and  eaptnred  the 
sheet.  It  was  a  French  one,  but  this  is 
the  English  of  what  stared  us  in  the  face : 

"FROZEN  TO  DEATH. 

"It  is  greatly  feared  that  a  foolhardy 
young  Englishman  who  tried  to  cross  to 
Point  Levis  last  night,  on  foot,  was 
carried  down  by  the  ice-bridgej  which  broke 
up  at  the  turn  of  the  tide,  about  midnight. 
He  has  not  been  heard  of  at  the  Grand 
Trunk  Depdl^^  where  his  baggage  was 
checked  to  go  by  the  morning  train,  so 
that  he  could  not  have  got  across  before 
the  river  opened." 

Bessie  clutched  my  arm  in  terror. 

*<0h,  Kate,  I  can't  believe  it!  He 
never  would  be  so  silly  !  Whatever  shall 
I  do,  if  it's  true  I " 

I  soothed  her  as  well  as  I  could,  though 
there  was  a  great  fear  at  my  own  heart. 
Taunting  words  from  one  he  loves  are 
enough  to  make  the  wisest  man  foolish. 

"  But  Jack "   I  said.     "  What  has 

become  of  Jack!  He  has  gone  to  look 
after  him,  perhaps,  and  is  afraid  to  come 
to  tell  us " 

"  Bight  you  are.  Miss  Katherlne,"  said 
a  famUiar  voice  at  the  door,  and  in 
marched  Jack  Gowan,  and  behind  him  the 
Eoglishman,  looking  rather  sheepish. 

*' Merry  Christmas  ! "  said  John.  "  We 
heard  of  a  notice  in  the  paper,  and  so 
thought  we'd  better  call  early.  What's  the 
matter  with  Bess)"  catching  her  hand 
as  she  tried  to  escape  from  the  room, 

**  Neuralgia.  Couldn't  sleep  for  it,"  was 
her  prompt  reply. 

'*Then  you  didn't  try  to  cross  the  river  1 " 
I  managed  to  gasp. 

<'  No,"  said  Jack,  who  seemed  to  have 
constituted  himself  spokesman.  **  It  was 
so  cold  and  slippery  going  down  Mountain 
Hill,  that,  like  a  sensible  man,  he  changed 
his  mind  and  turned  back  to  the  hotel. 
There  I  found  him,  and  we  had  a  smoke 
together,  and  got  talking  so  that  I  forgot 
all  about  having  promised  to  come  back 
here.  It  was  so  late  when  we  ad- 
journed, that  Lowndes  persuaded  me  to 
turn  in  with  him,  and  we  over-slept  our- 
selves this  morning.  I  hear  that  my 
landlady  has  been  circulating  a  report 
that  I,  too,  must  have  been  carried  down 
by  the  ice." 

''But  the  newspaper  notice,"  said  Jim, 
who  felt  responsible  for  his  share  in  the 
excitement. 
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''Lowndes  didn't  take  the  carter  into 
his  eonfidenee." 

<*  What  carter  r' 

"The  one  who  took  his  luggage  over, 
sonny.  He  told  him  he  was  going  to 
skate  across,  and  forgot  to  notify  him  that 
he  had  changed  his  mind.  One  of  that 
cartel'^  fourteen  brothers  Is  a  nevrspaper 
reporter.    See  it ) " 

Meanwhile,  Bessie  was  handing  to  Mr. 
Lowndes  a  closely  written  scrap  of  paper, 
sajing : 

<*I  think  this  belongs  to  you." 

<*  Indeed,  it  does  not,  Miss  Bessie." 

'*  Why,  I  thought  it  was  some  of  your 
notep." 

I  hardly  recognised  her  voice,  it  was  so 
meek. 

••  Notes  for  what ! " 

<*  The  articles  yon  are  writing,  of  coarse." 

"I  never  wrote  an  article  In  my  life, 
and  I  never  intend  to." 

•'Bat  you  said *' 

**  But  you  said,  and  it  wasn't  polite  to 
contradict  a  lady." 

"  Jack,  you  rasca),"  I  exclaimed,  sefztn^ 
him  and  the  paper,  and  bearing  them  off 
into  the  back  room,  leaving  Bess  and  Mr. 
Lowndes  free  to  make  an  Anglo-Canadian 
compact.     *'  That  is  your  writing  1 " 

"I'm  not  ashamed  of  i^"  said  Mr. 
Cowan,  smoothing  his  moustache.  "I 
thoDghjb  it  would  be  a  good  joke  on  Bess, 
and  teach  her  not  to  be  either  too  nice  or 
too  nasty  to  strangers  in  future." 

When  they  were  gone,  Bessie  came  and 
sat  at  my  feet  on  the  stool,  gsz'ng  into 
the  fire,  and  smiling  to  herstrlf. 

<'  Well,"  said  I,  "when  is  Mr.  Lowndes 
coming  back ) " 

"  How  should  I  know  )  " 

"  Don't  be  stupid,  dear,  but  confide  in 
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me. 

''I  haven't  anything  to  confide.  Whether 
Mr.  Lowndes  comes  back  at  all  or  not 
will  depend,  I  should  say,  upon  Mrf. 
Lowndes." 

''  His  mother  t " 

*'  1^0,  his  wife.  These  people  whom  he 
is  going  to  meet  at  Halifax  are  the  girl 
he  is  engaged  to  and  her  father.  The 
marriage  is  to  take  place  at  once." 

**  My  poor  Bessie  I  How  long  have 
you  known  this) " 

'*  Why,  Jack  told  me  the  first  day  he 
brought  him  to  call,  and  Mr.  Lowndes  has 
talked  to  me  a  great  deal  about  the  young 
lady.  I  thought  it  would  be  no  fun  if  you 
knew  too." 

Jast  wait  till  I  se^  that  Jack  Oowan ! 


CHAPTER  X, 

It  was  the  end  of  January.  Leila  and 
Dolores,  no  longer  confiue'd  to  the  grounds, 
were  able  to  go  for  walks  and  drives. 
After  the  severe  weather,  a  sudden  thaw 
set  in,  and  it  was  possible  to  mako  long 
excursions  into  the  surroundbg  country. 
Leila,  still  treated  with  every  consideration, 
had  her  own  horse  to  ride,  and  she  and 
Dolores  had  many  a  good  scamper  across 
the  country.  But  for  one  drawback  they 
were  always  happier  out  of  door?.  Dolores, 
BO  familiar  had  they  become,  scarcely 
noticed  them  now  :  except  occasionally  to 
lament  the  want  of  society  of  children 
of  her  own  age,  whom  they  met  when 
out  walking  or  driving:  but  Leila  had 
not  yet  grown  accustomed  to  the  rude 
stares  of  curiosity  or  the  blank  gaze  of 
cold  ignoring,  which  met  them  wherever 
they  went.  Bat  there  was  always  Dolores 
and  that  beloved  Invalid,  who  wrote  with 
such  tender  gratitude  of  the  help  Leila  sent 
her  out  of  her  handsome  salary. 

One  day  she  met  an  old  acquaintance. 
It  was  none  other  than  the  kbdly  station- 
master. 

He  looked  depressed  and  worried,  but 
his  face  brightened  as  she  stopped  to  speak 
to  him.  They  had  a  little  talk,  during 
whTch  a  piece  of  information  came  out 
which  brought  the  prettiest  colour  in  the 
world  to  Leila's  cheek,  and  filled  her  with 
mingled  happiness  and  dismay.  The  station- 
master  betrayed  the  real  truth  of  the  tea  at 
the  station. 

<'And  Dr.  Barton  cut  the  cake  and 
bread-and-butter  with  his^  own  hands,  and 
my  missus  has  often  laughed  since  at  the 
way  he  walked  off  with  that  big  basket, 
and  how  particular  he  was  you  should  have 
everything  of  the  very  nicest  and  best. 
He  would  have  one  of  the  best  teacups. 
But  he's  always  a  kind  gentleman ;  It's  a 
pity  more  ain't  like  him,"  with  a  heavy 
sigh.  And  then,  full  of  his  disappointment-, 
he  told  her  how  he  had  just  come  from 
Moorlands,  where  he  had  been  to  see 
He&keth  Anson  about  the  farm  his  nephew 
was  to  have  had,  and  how  Hesketh  Anson 
had  let  it  to  another  man,  because  he  could 
pay  a  higher  rent  and  put  more  money 
into  it. 

*'  But  he's  that  hard  and  grasping,  Mr. 
Hesketh  Anson,"  he  said.  **HiB  brother 
is  a  different  sort;  but  he  leaves  every- 


Gharlee  DickenB.] 


THE  GKEY  BOY. 


IDecember  23, 1893.]       C21 


thing  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Hesketh,  and  he 
drives  many  a  hard  bargain.  And  they  do 
say  that  Mrs.  Anson  lets  the  money  rnn 
through  her  fingers  like  water,  dressing  np 
as  she  does — ^and  no  use  neither,  seeing  no 
one  ever  sees  her — ^bnt  perhaps  that's  the 
only  pleasure  she  has,"  bitterly.  '*  They 
say  she  thinks  of  nothing  else." 

Loila  could  not  forget  that  little  act  of 
kindness  on  Dr.  Barton's  part.  She  and 
Dolores  often  met  him  when  they  were 
out,  and  he  always  stopped  to  speak  to 
them.  His  practice,  which  was  still  but  a 
poor  and  struggling  one,  was  widely 
scattered  among  the  poorer  people  of  the 
sparsely  inhabited  neighbourhood.  As 
yet,  there  seemed  little  prospect  of  his 
attainbg  to  a  county  practice,  though 
those  who  said  it  most  emphatically 
scarcely  knew  the  young  man.  Hesketh 
Anson  never  attempted  to  warn  her  against 
his  acquaintance.  • 

Leila  was  unconscious  herself  as  yet^ 
how  much  happiness  and  comfort  this 
pleasant  acquaintanceship  brought  into  her 
isolated,  friendless  life  at  Moorlands.  One 
afternoon,  at  the  end  of  January,  as  she 
and  Dolores  were  coming  home  from  one 
of  their  long  country  rambles,  they  caught 
sight  of  Mr.  Anson  with  his  gun  standing 
on  the  bank  of  the  lake  in  the  gronndp. 
Neither  Dolores  nor  Leila  had  seen  any- 
thing of  him  for  the  past  week.  He  had 
been  ill,  Martha  briefly  told  Leila;  who 
had  learned  by  thb  time  that,  for  all  their 
kindly  geniality,  the  negro  servants  would 
oppose  the  blankest  taciturnity  to  any 
question  concerning  the  family.  She 
noticed,  too,  that  no  matter  how  ex- 
pansively they  chattered  to  her  in  their 
communicative  moods,  they  never  by  a 
single  chance  alluded  to  any  life  previous 
to  that  they  had  spent  during  the  last 
few  yearn  in  England.  How  much  they 
knew  of  the  family's  past  history  she  never 
discovered. 

Dolores,  on  catching  sight  of  him,  gave 
a  joyous  cry  and  dashed  forward.  Mr. 
Anson  stooped  and  kissed  Dolores  as  she 
ran  np  to  him,  and  then  straightened 
himself  and  stared  at  Leila,  a  queer  smile 
on  his  face.  She  stopped  involuntarily. 
His  face  was  pale,  and  there  was  something 
strange  in  liis  smile  and  the  glitter  in  his 
eyes. 

"  Don't  moye,  Miss  Mallet,"  he  shouted, 
"there  is  a  horrible  black  thing  crawling 
about  you.  It  followed  us  from  Chili  aU 
across  the  sea  1  A  great  slimy  snake 
creature.    I  can  see  its  tongue  quivering 


in  and  out,  and  yet  a  moment  ago  it  was 
only  a  dry  piece  of  wood.  But  the  devil 
got  intQ  it — the  black  fellows  know  how 
it's  done — and  it  will  dart  at'  you  in  a 
moment,  as  it  darted  at  a  man  before 
Bat  ril  kill  it  this  time.  I'll  not  be 
tortured-  to  death  in  expiation  of  yoar 
life  too.  Besides,  there's  no  reason  for 
putting  you  out  of  our  way.  Ah !  it's 
getting  ready  to  strike.  Stand  steady. 
I'il  fire  the  instant  I  can  get  aim. 
There  are  hundreds  more  coming  on. 
Haik  how  they  are  rustling  among  the 
bushes.  Keep  still ! "  He  levelled  his 
gun  at  her.  Dolores  shrieked,  and  as 
Mr.  Anson  fired  a  man  sprang  out  from 
the  bushes  behind  him,  btriking  up  the 
gun,  and  the  ballet  hurtled  harmlessly  jast 
above  Leila's  head.    It  was  Dr.  Barton. 

**  You  madman  I"  he  exclaimed,  "another 
second,  and  you  would  have  had  a  second 
murder  on  your  soul  1 " 

Anson  stared  stupidly  at  him,  then  his 
eyes  blazed  into  fary. 

"D n   you!    What  do  you  mean, 

you  crawling,  prying  sneak  ? — but  if  you 
think  you  are  going  to  get  blackmail " 

"  Give  me  your  gan  1 "  said  the  doctor 
sternly,  looking  into  Anson's  eyes. 

Their  fary  died  away  under  the  steady 
gaze,  and  Anson  slowly  yielded  np  the 
gun,  though  an  ugly  look  still  lingered  on 
his  face.  It  vanished  into  an  abject, 
pitiful  shame  as  Dolores,  who  with  Leila 
had  stood  white  and  speechless,  caught  his 
nand. 

''  Ob,  what  is  the  matter  t  Father !  are 
you  ill  i "  clinging  to  him  in  terror. 

"lUl"  said  the  doctor,  with  savage 
contempt;  *'he's  drunk — dead  drunk — as 
he  mostly  is.  Good  Heavens ! "  turning  to 
Leila,  "another  second,  and  the  brute 
would  have  murdered  you.  It  is  delirium 
tremens,  and  a  bad  case  at  that  1  Take 
that  child  away— your  life  isn't  safe.  I'll 
look  after  him.' 

Leila  obeyed.  She  gently  drew  the 
child  away  from  her  father,  who  with  a 
dulled,  stupid  look  of  misery  on  his  face, 
stood  oaressbg  her  hand. 

Dolores  went  without  a  word.  Glancing 
down  at  her,  Leila  was  shocked  at  her 
pale,  Btricken  face.  The  real  cause  of  her 
father's  illness  was  made  known  to  her. 

*<  Oh,  M(ss  Mallet  1 "  The  frozen  stillness 
broke  into  speech  at  last.  ''It  can't  be 
tmel  It  is  so  wicked  to  be  that — what 
Dr.  Burton  says.  Miss  Stace,  my  last 
governess,  told  me  that  people  who  did 
that  went  straight  to  that  place  she  was  so 
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fond  of  talking  about — ^perhaps  she  knew 
father—  Ob,  father,  I  can't  bear  it ! " 
She  broke  into  a  storm  of  weeping.  The 
feet  of  her  beloved  were  of  elay.  Leila 
wished  that  it  had  been  any  one  else  than 
Dr.  Burton  who  had  broken  the  news  to 
her,  and  for  the  first  time  she  felt  a  touch 
of  genuine  sympathy  with  the  rest  of  the 
family,  who  had  tried  so  tenderly  to  spafd 
the  child  the  knowledge.  And  the  feeling 
was  deepened  by  a  visit  shd  received  from 
Hesketh  Anson  that  evening  after  Dolores 
had  gone  to  bed.  It  faintly  softened  even 
the  prejudice  she  had  against  him  per- 
sonally, and  allowed  her  to  see  that  that 
stern-faced  young  man  might  have  troubles 
of  his  own  under  his  uncompromising 
hardness  of  self-repression. 

Though  it  was  past  the  usual  dinner- 
hour,  he  was  still  in  his  morning  clothes. 
Probably  he  had  been  attending  on  his 
brother.  He  looked  thoroughly  worn  out, 
and  his  face  seemed  to  have  grown  years 
older.  Eren  she  could  not  doubt  the 
sincerity  of  his  feeling,  when  he  expressed 
his  horror  and  regret  for  the  peril  in 
which  she  had  been  placed. 

''My  brother  is  a  confirmed  drunkard. 
He  has  been  getting  steadily  worse,  and 
we  have  had  great  difficulty  in  keeping 
him  within  bounds.  For  the  child's 
sake'^ — then  with  a  fierce  note — ''And 
but  for  that  brute  Barton — I  beg  your 
pardon,  I  forgot  he  was  a  friend  of  yours.'' 
Bat  there  was  no  sneer  in  the  words.  ^ 
He  looked  almost  as  if  he  were  sorry  for 
her.  "She,  as  you  know,  adores  her 
father,  and  takes  things  so  much  to  heart, 
that  we  were  afraid  to  let  her  know  the 
truth.  Bat  I  suppose,"  relapsing  into 
wearied  listlessnegs,  "it  would  have  had 
to  come  out  sooner  or  later ;  everything  is 
bound  to.  It's  not  mueh  use  fighting  it 
any  longer."  He  rose.  "It's  a  sinking 
ship.  Miss  Mallet,"  he  said,  with  a  slight 
smile  of  intense  bitterness.  "You  had 
better  have  taken  my  advice,  and  left  it." 

She  went  the  last  thing  that  night  to 
see  how  Dolores  was.  As  she  passed  the 
head  of  the  staircase  leading  from  the  long 
corridor  down  into  the  hall  on  her  way 
back  to  her  rooms,  she  saw  Dr.  Burton 
and  Hesketh  Anson  talking  together. 
The  two  men  had  apparently  just  come 
oQt  of  the  library,  which  opened  into  the 
hall  near  the  foot  of  the  staircase.  In 
the  brilliance  of  the  light  that  fell  Irom 
the  lamps  rising  out  of  the  balustres  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  the  young  men's  faces 
were  distinctly  visible. 


They  were  both  very  pale,  Dr.  Barton'a 
wearing  a  look  she  could  not  understand. 
That  on  Hesketh  Anson's  was  one  ao  fall 
of  hate  and  anger,  that  her  heart  was 
afraid  for  the  sake  of  the  man  who  had 
brought  it  there. 

"You  have  my  answer!  Da  yonr 
worst  You've  tracked  down  our  secret, 
but  you  have  outwitted  yourself.  The 
game's  up  as  far  as  we  are  concerned.  As 
you  know  so  much,  you  may  as  well  know 
a  little  more.  There  are  others  greedfly 
watching  for  this  opportunity.  It  is  they 
who  will  benefit,  not  you,  by  your  dis- 
covery. My  brother's  fortune  depends 
entirely  on  the  secret  befasg  kept.  Make 
it  public,  and  the  fortune  passes  into  the 
hands  of  those  who  have  been  patiently 
watching  and  waiting  for  years,  for  the 
exposure  that  was  bound  to  come  sooner 
or  later." 

"  Mr.  Anson,"  the  doctor  tried  to  speak 
quietly,  "for  your  own  sakes,  listen  to 
reason." 

L<)ila  heard  no  more  as  she  hurried  on 
to  her  own  room,  puzzled  and  sick  at 
heart.  What  had  Dr.  Barton  to  do  with 
the  black  mystery  that  seemed  to  hang  over 
the  lives  of  the  occupants  of  Moorlands  % 

What  was  he  doing  here  at  this  time 
of  night  t  The  great  clock  in  the  hall 
struck  out  midnight.  Then  she  re- 
membered Mr.  Anson.  He  was  probably 
here  in  attendance  on  him,  and  her  heart 
gave  a  leap  of  thankfulness  that  his 
protecting  presence  was  so  near  her.  She 
took  off  her  dress,  and.  slipped  on  her 
dressing-gown.  She  could  not  go  to  bed. 
Nobody  seemed  to  want  her  services, 
Martha  would  not  even  let  her  go  in  to 
speak  to  Dolores,  and  yet  she  could  not 
help  feeling  a  terrified  expectancy  that 
at  any  moment  she  might  be  drawn  Into 
the  vortex  of  some  dark  and  dreadful 
tragedy. 

But  there  was  nothing  on  the  surface 
to  suggest  such  a  thought. 

The  house  was  perfectly  still.  The 
lights  were  out  Some  one  had  come  and 
put  them  out  in  the  corridors  and  passages 
after  she  had  returned  to  her  room.  The 
silence  was  almost  oppressive.  It  was 
a  relief  to  rise  at  moments  from  her  chair, 
where  she  sat  by  the  fire,  trying  to  read, 
and  make  a  little  stir  through  the  death- 
like stiUness.  Once  she  fancied  she  eanght 
the  sound  of  a  horse  on  the  gravelled 
path  beyond  the  lawn  and  shrubbery 
which  lay  under  her  window.  She  rosei 
and  peered  out  into  the  darkness,  bat 
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could  see  nothing.  She  wondered  if  Mr. 
Anson  were  worse,  and  if  they  had  had 
to  send  again  fax  the  doctor;  or  perhaps 
it  was  Dr.  Barton  only  just  going  away. 
She  went  back  to  her  seat,  feeling  lonelier 
than  ever  as  this  possibility  struck  her. 
How  good  he  had  alvrays  shown  himself 
to  herl  She  would  have  been  ashamed 
to  have  told  any  one  how  often  her 
thoughts  went  back  to  that  boisterous 
snowy  afternoon  in  the  station,  and  to 
the  kindly,  chivalrous  service,  prosaic  in 
shape  though  it  was,  which  he  had  rendered 
her,  a  friendless  stranger. 

The  chimes  of   the  clock  played  out 
the  hour  of  two. 

She  faced  her  bedroom  door,  as  she 
sat  by  her  fireside.  It  was  closed,  but 
as  the  last  silvery  chimes  died  away  once 
more  into  silence,  it  began  stealthily  to  open. 
The  long,  snaky  fingers  of  a  hand  curled 
round  the  edge  of  the  door,  drawing  it 
wide  open,  and  there,  against  the  dark 
background  of  the  room  beyond,  stood — 
the  Grey  Boy  who  had  haunted  the  family 
of  the  man  who  had  done  I^m  so  foul 
a  wrong  in  life  ?  The  boy  with  the  horrible 
hand  who  had  travelled  with  her  in  the 
train ,  and  who  had  disappeared  so  strangely 
at  the  moment  of  peril  I  Or  the  embodi- 
ment of  that  mystery  and  fear  which  seemed 
to  dog  the  footsteps  of  the  family  who 
now  inhabited  Moorlands  t  She  sat  staring 
at  the  creature,  scarcely  darbg  to  draw  her 
breath. 

The  boy,  in  his  modern  commonplace  of 
everyday  dress,  with  the  gruesome  fantasy 
of  the  charnel-house  clinging  about  it,  with 
his  pale,  heavy  face,  and  eyes  blinking  at  her 
as  if  dazzled  by  the  Uaze  of  light  by  which 
she  had  surrounded  herself,  his  hands — 
those  crawling,  murderous  hands,  with 
their  long,  fine  fingers — thrust  in  horrible 
travesty  of  boyish  fashion  in  his  pockets, 
stood  peering  at  her ;  and  as  he  stood  there, 
the  same  unspeakable  dread  and  loathing 
fell  on  her  which  had  touched  her  once 
before  in  the  train,  and  now  it  was  scarcely 
personal  fear,  but  unutterable  horror  and 
repalaion,  as  if  the  shadow  of  some  deadly, 
devilish  sin  had  touched  her. 

And  as  she  looked  into  the  face  that  was 
the  face  of  a  boy,  but  old  with  an  unspeak- 
able wickedness  which  dated  from  the  days 
of  Gain,  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  it  took  upon 
it  a  hideous  likeness  to  the  beautiful  Mrs. 
Anson. 

Then,  with  that  look  of  dulled  malignity, 
as  if  baffled  once  more  by  the  light  that 
fell  about  her,  the  Grey  Boy  turned  away, 


and  gliding  back  into  the  bedroom,  drew 
to  the  door  noiselessly  after  him. 

For  a  second  or  two  she  sat  there,  unable 
to  stir  hand  or  foot. 

Then  she  sprang  up,  and  catching  up  a 
candle  from,  the  mantelshelf,  she  fled  out  of 
the  room,  down  the  passage  leading  from 
the  wing  with  its  horrible  ghosts  o{  dead 
and  evil  things,  never  stopping'  till  she 
came  out  on  to  the  long  corridor. 

The  long  corridor,  except  for  the  feeble 
glimmer  of  her  cmdle  about  her,  lay  dark 
from  end  to  end.  All  the  best  bedrooms 
of  the  house'  opened  on  to  it.  At  the 
farthest  extremity  there  was  an  archway, 
similar  to  the  one  by  which  she  had  just 
come,  beyond  which  again  passages  branched 
off  right  and  left.  She  had  been  once  or 
twice  in  the  right  wing  of  the  house,  but 
it  was  almost  entirely  unoccupied,  Wash- 
ington and  Hezekiah  alone  occupying  rooms 
in  it. 

She  hurried  on  to  the  room  occupied  by 
Dolores.  Martha  always  slept  iu  a  little 
ante-chamber  leading  into  it,  the  child's 
room  again  opening  into  her  mother's. 
The  thought  flashed  through  Leila's  mind 
as  she  cautiously  opened  the  door,  how 
well  guarded  she  always  was.  The  ante- 
chamber, in  which  a  lamp  burned,  was 
empty  ;  a  glance  at  Martha's  bed  showed 
that  it  had  not  been  slept  in.  She  was 
probably  in  the  farther  room.  She  passed 
on  and  entered  it.  That  too  was  empty. 
The  bedclothes  were  tossed  back,  the 
child's  clothes  were  neatly  folded  on  a 
chair  near,  the  little  shoes  stood  by  the 
bedside.    But  Dolores  was  not  there. 

Her  mother's  bedroom  was  closed  and 
locked,  nor  was  there  any  answer  when 
she  knocked  and  called,  first  softly,  then 
more  loudly,  driven  by  a  desperate  desire 
for  the  sound  of  a  human  voice. 

JThere  was  only  a  faint  moaning  of 
wind  in  reply,  as  if  the  windows  of  an 
empty  room  stood  open  to  the  night  air. 
She  went  out  into  the  long  corridor  again, 
and  came  face  to  face  with  Hesketh  Anson. 
He  stared  at  her  as  if  she  were  a  spirit^  in 
her  white  wrapper,  the  candle-light  flicker- 
ing in  her  wide,  frightened  eyes. 

*<Miss  Mallet  1"  Then,  with  a  note 
of  gentlest  tenderness :  '*  Why  are  you  up 
at  this  hour  ?  There  is  no  need  for  you 
to  watch  in  this  God-forsaken  house  1 " 

"  Dolores — where  are  they  all  t  Dolores 
isn't  in  there ! " 

He  scarcely  seemed  to  understand  her. 
He  stood  looking  down  at  her  with  the 
saddest  eyes  she  had  ever  seen,  and  in  her 
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dread  and  ezoitement  she  laid  her  hand  on 
hb  armu 

"  The  Grey  Boy  1  He  eame  to  my  room 
a  few  momenti  ago — ^and  I  came  to  warn 
them — and  there  b  no  one  here  1 " 

"Good  Heavens r'  He  seemed  to 
understand  at  last  "He  has  been  near 
yon  again — and  Dolores — not  here  1  She 
has  gone  to  look  for  her  father.  And  that 
creature,  she  might  meet  him *' 

He  tamed  and  ran  off  in  the  direction 
of  the  nnused  wing.  L^ila  followed  him 
through  the  archway  to  the  passage 
beyond.  This  passage  led  to  a  gallery 
which  ran  round  a  second  and  smaller  hall 
below.  Down  there,  a  faint  light  radiating 
from  a  small  lamp,  which  had  been  set 
down  on  one  of  the  lower  steps  of  the 
staircase,  illuminated  the  darkness.  A 
door  leading  into  the  grounds  stood  open. 
In  the  centre  of  the  hall,  touched  by  the 
uncertain  light  of  the  lamp  which  flickered 
in  the  chill  current  of  air  that  swept  in 
from  the  open  door,  and  flattered  the 
child's  white  nightdress  against  her  little 
bare  feet,  stood  Dolores.  Her  face,  turned 
towards  the  open  doorway,  was  alight 
with  a  very  passion  of  love  and  pitiful, 
yearning  tenderness. 

Her  ifather,  who  seemed  to  have  just 
come  in  from  the  garden,  stood  there 
looking  back  at  her. 

"Father!  Father T'  Dolores  sprang 
forward,  passibg  out  of  thp  radiance  of  the 


light  Into  the  dark  shadow  in  which  her 
father  stood. 

The  two  looking  down  on  the  scene 
from  the  gallery  abovei  had  never  anything 
but  a  confused  sense  of  the  scene  that 
followed..  As  the  child  ran  forward,  a 
figure  grey,  indistincti  glided  out  from  the 
deeper  gloom  of  the  background  and  seized 
her,  with  its  cruel  white  fingers,  round  the 
throat,  choking  the  loving  cry  into  a 
stifled  shriek. 

At  the  same  Instant  Anson  flang  np 
his  hand,  levelling  a  pistol  at  the  mnide- 
rous  thing.  There  was  one  short,  sharp 
crack,  followed  almost  immediately  by 
another,  and  Mr.  Anson  fell  heavily  to 
the  ground,  shot  dead  by  his  oirn  hand; 
while  the  Thing,  whatever  it  wae,  loosed 
its  hold  of  Dolores,  and  staggered  avay 
back  into  the  darkness. 

Leila  and  Hesketh  Anson,  running  np  a 
second  too  late,  caught  the  little  white  £gare 
as  it  swayed  to  and  fro,  the  livid  marks  of  the 
creature'i»  fingers  on  tbe  fair  roand  throat. 

'- 1— came — to — tell — father--that-I 
— asked  God  in  my  prayers  to-night — ^" 

The  faint  voice  faQed,  and  Dolores  Uy 
lifeless  on  her  uncle's  breast.  Her  heart, 
always  weak,  had  failed  under  the  shock 
of  that  moment's  anguish  of  terror. 

Yet,  so  sweet  was  the  smile  that  davnea 
on  her  dead  face,  that  who  could  say  her 
prayer  for  the  salvation  of  her  father  was 
unanswered  1 
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CHAPTER  XVIII.     MOTHER  AND  SON, 

Little  Missy  had  8ome  very  sad  and 
important  news  to  impart  to  her  family ; 
but  if  any  one  can  imagine  that  joung 
damsel  looking  shy,  and  uncertain  of  her- 
self, that  time  was  now.  Her  head  was^ 
more  on  one  side  than  asual,  bat  in  her 
eyes  was  a  deprecating  expression,  and  her 
silky  carls  hang  low  above  them — evidently 
designedly.  It  wonld  appear  that  little 
Missy  had  been  what  good  Eliza  called 
*'  rather  nanghty-nanghty." 

And  on  this  wise. 

Having  seen  fit  to  leave  her  copy  for 
Elsie,  the  day  before,  anfinished,  she  also 
saw  fit  to  scrawl  across  the  empty  lines, 
"sant  do  enny  more.''  Elsie  was  cross. 
Missy  wore  a  Madonna-like  expression 
of  patient  snffering,  and  tried  hard  to 
twinkle  a  tear  up  into  the  violet  eyes. 
Failing  in  this,  she  songht  refuge  in  a 
change  of  subject. 

"I'm  so  glad  my  offcer-Sergeant  isn't 
going  to  be  deaded,  aren't  you,  Sissy! 
'Liza  says  the  whole  'rig'ment' — ^yes,  she 
calls  it  like  that,  you  know — ^the  whole 
'rig'ment'  is  glad  an'  'appy — ^that's  what 
'Liza  says ;  and  sh^  says  he's  a  gentleman- 
born.  What  sort  of  a  gentleman  is  that, 
Sissy  ?    Is  it  a  nice  kind  of  gentleman  ? " 

But  Elsie  looked  very  grave,  and  not 
in  the  least  interested  in  the  "ofifcer* 
Siergeant." 

*' Missy,"  she  said,  '*you  have  been  a 
veij  naughty  girl" 


"I'm  'fade  I  have,"  said  Missy,  with 
such  a  sigh  that  the  bosom  of  her  lace-edged 
pinafore  was  lifted  right  up  to  her  dimpled 
chin.    **  It's  very  sad,  isn't  it,  Sissy  dear  1" 

"  And  youhave  been  veryrude,"  continued 
Sissy,  wholly  unappeased  by  the  affecting 
attitude  and  expression  of  the  penitent 
"If  you  were  tired,  and  didn't  wish  to 
do  any  more,  you  should  have  said, '  please 
excuse  the  rest,'  and  then  I  should  not 
have  been  angry." 

«  That's  all  right,"  said  Missy.  "  I  shall 
know  'bout  it  another  time,  shan't  I  ? " 

The  little  episode  passed  and  was  for- 
gotten— but  not  by  little  Missy. 

It  will  now  be  understood  that  on  the 
day  following,  little  Missy  was  slightly  un- 
certain as  to  the  ground  she  stood  upon 
in  the  family  circle.  She  stood  big  with 
news  as  has  already  been  stated,  her  hands 
clasped,  her  eyes  visionary,  at  the  door  she 
had  opened  wide.    Every  one  looked  up. 

"Meshech  has  gone  and  drownded  his 
own  self  in  a  pail  of  water.  He  was  as 
dead  as  dead  when  they  founded  him — 
deader  than  dead ;  and  all  his  pretty  face 
as  wet  as  a  sop,  and  lying  straight  out 
— ^poor  little  'Bednego  is  slttin'  with  his 
little  hank'chuff  to  his  little  nose — an' 
the  tears  are  streamin'  down  his  eyes " 

Then  they  cried  out  "Missy  1 "  all  together, 
and  Missy  knew  that  the  day  was  won, 
and  the  sin  of  the  night  before  condoned. 

"Well,"  she  said,  with  an  ineffable 
toss  of  the  head,  "if  he  isn't  crying  for 
his  poor  little  brother,  he  ought  to  be. 
Wouldn't  vou  cry,  Elsie  dear,  if  I  was 
drownded  dead  in  a  pail  of  water) " 

Elsie  could  not  but  assent  to  this  view 
of  the  question. 

"  Then  I'm  right,  you  see,"  said  Missy, 
all  "trumphiant;"  "an'  look  here  now, 
Mr.  Drummer  says  that   Meshech's  gone 
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to  glory — ^ia  he  gone  to  glory  t "  and  the 
far-away-looking  dreamy  eyes  aeemed  to 
be  seeking  for  the  plaee  where  glory  might 
be  foond. 

Before,  howeveri  this  theological  diffi- 
oolty  coald  be  grappled  with,  little  MiBsy 
was  nneeremomousiy  lifted  off  her  feet 
from  behind,  and  Dr.  Musters  carried  her 
wOly-nilly  into  the  room,  and  set  her 
down  upon  the  hearth-rag. 

There  was  a  sort  of  glow  upon  the 
doctor's  face,  the  lieht  that  comes  after 
the  battle  has  been  ronght  and  won.  He 
crossed  to  where  Mrs.  Henneker  was  sitting 
by  her  knitting-basket  winding  wooI|  and 
took  her  white  hand,  snow-white  wool 
and  all|  into  his  friendly  clasp. 

"For  the  first  time,  4ear  Mrs.  Henneker," 
he  said,  his  eyes  glistening,  "for  the  first 
time  I  think  we  may  really  say  we  are  oat 
of  the  wood." 

«  Do  yon  mean  that  all  danger  is  past  ?  ** 
said  Mrs.  Henneker,  with  a  little  tremble 
in  her  yoice.  The  placid  natare  of  this 
dear  woman  had  been  a  very  shield  and 
covert  from  the  tempest  to  those  aronnd 
her  in  these  stormy  days  of  trouble.  Her 
sympathy  was  like  some  qoiet,  soothing 
strahi  of  masic  —  calming  the  trembling 
nerves,  giving  faith  and  trust  in  the  hoar 
when  both  were  most  sorely  needed.  To 
her  troubled  husband  she  had  been  every- 
thing; for  great,  in  truth,  had  been  his 
bewilderment  and  grief.  To  him,  Alison 
was  as  dear  as  if  she  had  been  his  own 
child.  If  he  loved  her  as  a  daughter,  he 
honoured  her  as  a  woman  too.  The  horror 
of  that  moment  when  the  doctor,  tenderly, 
and  with  infinite  delicacy,  told  him  that 
the  man  who  had  been  shot  down,  and 
was  hovering  on  the  confines  of  the  grave, 
besought  as  a  last  earthly  boon  the  pre- 
sence of  his  young  niece,  could  never  be 
forgotten.  Aliother  woman,  placed  as  Mrs. 
Henneker  was,  might  have  exclaimed  and 
bewailed  herself,  made  matters  worse  for 
all  round  her  by  the  heat  of  her  indig- 
nation, the  fever  of  her  curiosity.  But 
Hugh  Dennison  had  been  in  the  right 
when  be  said  that  Mrs.  Henneker  was  the 
beat  listener  in  the  world.  Her  attention 
was  always  vivid,  though  silent,  her  eyes 
said  more  than  many  a  woman's  lips,  and 
her  smile  was  a  revelation. 

As  now,  when  Dr.  Musters  assured  her 
that  the  dark  night  of  fear  was  past, 
the  dawn  of  a  certain  hope  had  come  at 
last, ,  and  Hubert  Claverdon  would  live. 
As  the  Ia«t  words  left  his  lips,  Elsie, 
leading  little  Missy  by  the  hand,  softly 


left  the  room.  She  fambled  a  moment 
with  the  latch  of  the  door,  for  her  eyes 
were  blind  with  tears,  and  she  had  enough 
to  do  to  keep  back  the  sobs ;  tears  of  joy, 
sobs  of  wild  and  pleasurable  excitement. 
It  was  only  she  who  knew  what  the 
struggle  had  been  for  Alison;  only  she 
who  had  heard  the  stifled  sobs,  the 
agonising  prayers  put  up  to  heaven  in 
the  darkness  and  silence  of  the  night; 
only  she  who  had  witnessed  that  passionate 
wrestling  with  the  angel  of  death,  for  the 
life  of  the  beloved  one,  of  which  perhaps 
only  women  are  capabia  What  a  mockery 
it  had  seemed  to  Alison  that  they  should 
come  and  tell  her  that  the  man  she  loved 
was  this,  was  that,  was  the  other  1  What 
did  it  matter,  what  did  anything  matter, 
if  only  he  lived?  Nothing  could  make 
him  oUier  than  himself— himself  as  she  had 
known  him — strong  and  tender,  chivahcms 
and  reverent  towcurds  the  woman  who,  in 
abject  helplessness,  had  been  thrown  upon 
his  protection. 

What  joy,  then,  for  Elsie  to  carry  to 
Alison  the  glorious  news  that  death  was 
worsted,  life  triumphant,  and  that  Heaven's 
mercy  had  not  failed  them;  that  uncer- 
tainty had  passed  into  assurance^  that  the 
hope  that  had  flickered,  here  one  day,  gone 
'the  next,  had  now  bec<»ne  as  the  still 
shining  of  the  blessed  sun  I  Not  in  many 
words,  but  just  in  a  few  brief,  loviog 
sentences,  was  the  good  news  told;  and 
then,  as  Alison  sank  forward  on  her  knees, 
Elsie  stole  softly  from  the  room. 

Meanwhile,  in  the  room  below,  Surgeon- 
Major  Musters  was  talking  away  ''like  one 
o'clock,"  as  he  told  his  ang^l  Amelia  after- 
wards, to  the  *'  best  listener  in  the  world." 

So  great  was  his  agitation  and  interest 
in  the  tale  he  had  to  teU,  that  he  liad 
to  perambulate  the  room  like  an  animal 
in  its  den.  The  glory  and  light  of  a 
victory  was  upon  him ;  he  had  fought  and 
he  had  conquered,  the  Lord  being  his 
helper,  for  the  doctor  was  a  simple  and 
devout  soul,  carrying  within  Jiis  breast  a 
thankful  heart  when  Heaven  had  blessed 
his  efforts.  Until  to-day  things  had  been 
depresBing.  The  sick  man's  temperature 
had  run  up ;  his  pulse  had  followed  suit ; 
he  had  again  taken  to  rambling  in  his  talk ; 
once,  supposing  himself  to  be  at  a  Soldiera' 
Evening,  sang  one  sweet,  sad  song  all 
through  so  beautifully,  that  the  men  came 
creeping  out  of  their  wards,  and  huddled 
about  the  door  to  listen,  Simmons 
presently  dispersing  them  like  a  fleck 
of  frightened  sheep.    There  had  been  no 
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Soldidrs'  Evening.  Who  could  give  any 
heed  to  ench  gatherings,  when  one  man  of 
the  regiment  lay  hovering  betireen  death 
and  life,  and  another  lay  under  sentence  of 
death!  Their  Sunday  had  by  no  means 
been  a  time  of  rest  and  refreshment,  for 
the  organ  did  dreadful  things  under 
Amelia's  manipulations;  the  Chaplain 
broke  down  in  his  sermon  when  he  tried 
to  speak  of  the  cloud  that  hung  over  them 
all  as  a  community ;  and  Gunner  Grimes, 
exasperated  at  the  villainous  singing  of 
the  choir,  had  been  heard  to  swear  softly 
into  his  shaggy  moustache,  and  been 
sharply  reproved  in  consequence.  Little 
worries  always  make  a  big  anxiety  worse 
to  bear;  perhaps  suspense  aflbcts  the 
general  temper,  and  hence  toleration  is 
weakened  for  the  time  being.  Anyway, 
the  doctor  took  great  shame  to  himself  for 
being  so  aggravated  by  Amelia's  peculiar 
style  of  playing,  and  an  ornamental  twirl 
on  the  part  of  Grimes  Aat  was  really  out 
of  all  reason  in  one  of  the  responses.  The 
truth  was,  his  nerves  were  on  the  stretch 
and  easily  set  vibrating.  But  they  were 
better  now,  and  no  one  will  grudge  him 
his  happiness,  well  earned  by  days  of 
anxiety  and  nights  of  watching. 

"I  have  never  lived  through  stich  a 
time  before  —  never,"  he  said.  ^'  The 
Crimea  and  Scutari  weren't  in  it  with 
this  last  few  days.  You  see,  you  ex- 
pected all  sorts  of  trouble  and  worry  then, 
and  fought  your  fight  as  best  you  coi:Ud| 
knowing  things  must  go  againlit  you  many 
times  and  oft — but  to  see  mat  woman " 

The  doctor  stumbled  over  little  Missy's 
stool,  recovered  himself,  looked  out  of 
window,  and  blew  his  nose  violently. 

"  You  mean— Mr.  Ciaverdon's  mother  t " 
said  Mrs.  Henneker. 

"I  do,''  said  the  doctor,  facing  round; 
''and  I  must  say  a  more  toucUng  spec- 
tacle was  never  vouchsafed  to  the  eyes  of 
man.  There  have  been  times,  Mrs.  Hen- 
neker, when,  as  I  have  seen  the  light 
falling  on  her  face,  and  I  have  read  its 
agonising  sorrow,  its  patient  passion  of 

uniting ;  when  I  have  felt bless  me ! " 

said  the  doctor,  breakbg  off  short  in  his 
sentence,  **  I  don't  know  how  1  have  felt, 
I  don't  indeed ;  and  when  she  said  to  me : 
*  He  is  all  I  have,  Dr.  Musters,  and  can  it 
be  that  he  is  given  back  to  me  like  this 
only  for  me  to  lose  him  again!'  why,  I 
hadn't  a  word  to  say,  I  hadn't  indeed." 

'*  I  am  sure  she  understood,"  said  Mrs. 
Henneker,  with  a  smile*  '^  Mothers  have 
quick  intuitions,  you  know." 


"I  tell  you  there  never  was  such  a 
woman,"  continued  the  doctor — "never! 
You  know  they  wanted  to  move  him — ^not 
suitable  surroundings,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing — ^but  do  you  think  she  would  have 
it  so!  Not  a  bit  of  it.  *  Where  can  my 
son  be  better  than  here !  Where  can  he 
be  better  taken  care  of?  He  has  been 
given  back  to  me  through  the  ranks,  I 
do  not  want  to  take  him  from  among  the 
comrades  who  have  been  so  good  to  him.' 
Then  there  was  the  question  of  another 
opinion.  She  wouldn't  hear  of  it.  <  He 
cannot  be  in  better  hands  than  yours,' 
she  said,  right  before  them  all." 

<'  She  was  quite  right,"  put  in  his 
listener — "  quite." 

"And  she  seems  so  proud  of  him — I 
mean  of  his  position  here.  '  We  thought 
him  dead — lost  to  us,'  she  sidd  to  me,  '  and 
now— to  find  him  here,  and  in  such  an 
honoured  position — it  is  almost  too  much 
}oy.'  She  asked  about  his  good  conduct 
stripes,  imd  about  his  duties  as  a  Colour- 
Sergeant.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mrs. 
Henneker:  there's  a  good  deal  in  breed, 
isn't  there!  Bless  my  soul^  people  like 
the  Claverdons  can  afford  to  be  anything. 
When  first  she  came  it  was  I  who  took 
her  into  the  ward — the  Chief  and  Major 
Henneker  would  have  it  so — and  the  cry 
she  gave — the  soft,  low,  piteous  cry  as  she 
fell  on  her  knees  by  the  bed  and  kissed 
his  poor  helpless  hand—  Amelia  was  in 
an  awful  state  about  it  when  I  told  her, 
she  was  indeed." 

"  I  am  sure  she  was,"  said  Mrs.  Henne- 
ker; "she  has  been  most  kind  all  through. 
I'm  sure  Major  Henneker  and  I  will  never 
forget " 

"Oh,  Amelia's  heart  is  in  the  right 
place,"  said  the  doctor,  somewhat  uneasily, 
conscious  of  other  characteristics  in  his 
spouse  that  were  the  reverse  of  popular. 

There  was  a  silence  after  this,  which 
Mrs.  Henneker  was  the  first  to  break  : 

"Did  Mr.  Claverdon  recognise  his 
mother  when  she  first  came  ! " 

"  Oh  yes,  just  for  a  moment,  and  she 
showed  admirable  self-command.  I  can 
assure  you  that  after  that  first  moment 
she  never  let  herself  go  once.  Upon  my 
word,  her  self-control  is  amazing;  she  was 
white  to  the  lips  when  the  old  fellowibroke 
down  at  sight  of  his  son,  and  sobbed  Uke 
a  child.  She  went  up  to  him  and  took 
him  by  the  hand,  and  led  him  out — ^tbev 
went  out  like  two  children  hand  in  hand. 
Mr.  Claverdon  is  at  the  'Imperial,'  she 
insisted  upon  that  as  he  is  not  in  very 
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Btroog  health ;  bat  the  Sergeuit  has  given 
np  one  of  his  rooms  to  her,  so  that  she 
may  be  always  near  her  son ;  and  I  give 
yon  my  word,  she  might  have  been  l^m 
In  a  bsjraok,  she's  as  mooh  at  home  as  if 
she'd  been  a  soldier's  wife  for  twenty 
years,  by  gad  1  she  if.  Yesterday  nothing 
would  do  bat  she  most  go  right  throagh 
the  wards  and  speak  a  word  to  every  man 
there.  She  told  them  her  father  had  been 
a  soldier,  and  how  she  had  lived  among 
soldiers  when  she  was  a  girl;  bat  when 
the  men  began  to  gather  roand  her,  and 
to  tell  of  how  her  son  was  loved  and 
respeoted  in  the  Hundred  and  Ninety- 
Thif d,  and  how  he  had  always  held  ont  a 
helping  hand  to  any  man  who  was  down 
on  his  laok,  I  saw  the  colour  fly  to  her 
face  and  the  tears  gather  in  her  eyes,  and 
she  said  in  a  smothered  kbd  of  voice, 
'  Thank  you  all  very,  very  much  for  what 
yea  have  said  about  my  dear,  dear  son,' 
and  then  she  hurried  out  and  I  followed, 
in  some  fear,  too,  but  she  turned  and 
smiled  at  me  as  she  went  into  her  room, 
and  then  I  heard  her  lock  the  door." 

<<It  is  all  very  beautiful,"  said  Mrf. 
Henneker,  *<  what  you  are  telling  me.  It 
brings  comfott  to  me — for  Alison's  sake." 

"  And  to  me,  too,"  said  the  doctor,  now 
coming  to  an  anchor  in  Elsie's  swing-chair, 
"  but  I  confess  to  having  been  anxious  on 
that  one  occasion,  the  poor  lady  looked  so 
overwrought;  however,  she  is  all  right 
now,  for  Drummer  Coghlan  was  there  this 
morning  and  brought  that  ridiculous  little 
marmozdtte  of  his  for  her  to  see ;  said  he 
thought  it  would  divert  her  mind  and 
cheer  her  up,  and  thought  she'd  like  to 
know  what  friends  he  and  the  Colour- 
Sergeant  had  been.  When  he'd  said  the 
word  Colour-Sergeant,  he  got  as  red  as 
his  own  coat,  and  'Shure  an'  I'm  after 
begging  your  ladyship's  pardon,'  says  he. 
'  What  for  1 '  she  answered.  '  Don't  you 
know  that  I  am  very  proud  of  my  son 
being  a  Colour  Sergeant  in  your  regiment, 
and  of  you  all  thinking  so  highly  of 
him ) '  And  I  really  was  afraid  Coghlan 
was  going  to  /all  on  his  knees  before  her 
then  and  there,  I  was  indeed." 

'*I  should  hardly  have  wondered  if  he 
had,"  said  Mrs.  Henneker. 

Then  both  these  good  people  looked 
very  grave,  and  looked  straight  into  one 
another's  eyes. 

''Does  Mr.  Claverdon  know)"  said 
Mrs.  Henneker  at  length. 

**  Heaven  bless  my  soul !  No  i "  almost 
shouted  the  doctor.  i 


«  Nor  yet  his  mother  ?  " 

Another  wild  negative,  and  once  more 
the  doctor  took  to  pacing  the  roona.  He 
looked  cruelly  distressed. 

"Her  one  terrible  anxiety  seems  to  ha 
about  the  poor  boy  Deacon ;  indeed,  ahe  is 
set  upon  going  to  see  Urn.  She  says 
nothing  short  of  an  interview  can  possibly 
make  him  feel  the  freeness  and  folneas 
of  her  forgiveness;  but  she  does  not 
know 


II 


*'  How  terrible  it  all  is  ! " 

**  Tes ;  yet  one  dare  not  criticise,  there 
have  been  so  many  of  these  foul  assassina- 
tions lately.  Remember,  it  is  only  a  little 
while  back  that  two  noble  lives  were 
taken,  Yenables  and  the  Adjutant  of  the 
same  regiment." 

She  covered  her  face. 

"What  is  to  be  donel"  said  Mrs. 
Henneker  at  last.  "Who  is  to  tell  this 
noble-iouled  woman  all  the  truth  i " 

"  Milman,  I  think — no  one  can  do  it  so 
tenderly — and  theChief  says  thatClaverdon 
must  soon  know  ttiat  the  court-martial  is 
over,  and  will  begin  to  worry  himself  about 
the  verdict." 

Now  Milman  was  the  Chaplain. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Henneker,  "  there  can 
be  no  one  better  than  Mr.  Milman  for 
such  an  office.  I  hear  he  is  daily  with 
poor  Deacon.  It  is  strange  that  a  man 
with  fiuoh  a  feeble^perspnality  should  have 
such  a  hold  over  the  men,  isn't  it  1 " 

"Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  have  often 
thought  so;  but  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  is  the  great  loving  heart 
of  the  man,  enclosed  within  that  small 
and  fragile  body,  that  does  the  trick.  Now 
I  must  tell  you  that  Mrs.  Claverdon  hopes 
to  come  across  here  to-morrow.  She 
wants  to  see — Alison." 

"It  is  natural  she  should.  I  am  sure 
that,  so  far,  the  silence  that  has  been  kept 
has  been  wisest  and  best ;  but  now  it  will 
be  well  that  they  should  meet.  You  know 
the  Colonel  brought  Mr.  Claverdon  to  call 
upon  us  yesterday)  What  a  noble  face 
he  has,  and  how  touching  it  is  to  see  the 
delight  of  the  old  schoolfellows  in  being 
together  again!  I  think,  Dr.  Musters, 
that  Alison  is  a  very  lucky  woman,  thoogh 
I  must  say,  the  way  in  which  it  has  all 
come^about— ~" 

Her  voice  faltered  and  broke. 

"  It  has  indeed  been  strange,"  said  tlie 
doctor;  "a  sort  of  thing  that  by  no 
possibility  could  have  happened  to  any 
one  save  an  exceptional  woman  like 
Alison." 
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As  that  day  wore  on,  the  injored  man 
made  more  and  more  progress,  and,  to 
his  unspeakable  delight,  Easign  Green 
was  permitted  the  boon  of  seeing  the 
C(donr-Sergeant  for  a  few  moments.  It 
may  be  said  that  Green  and  Blizzard 
had  more  or  less  lived  at  the  hospital 
door,  so  frequent  had  been  their  enqairies. 
The  Adjatant,  too,  had  permitted  himself 
to  lonnge  across  the  square  and  make  his 
enquiries,  little  wotting  the  hand  he  him- 
self had  had  in  the  tragedy.  Indeed,  he 
had  forgotten  all  about  the  eolleen  with 
the  grey  eyes  and  blaek  lashes  by  this 
time,  in  the  pursuit  of  other  and  newer 
prey.  It  was  almost  with  a  start  of 
surprise  that  he  realised  the  fact  that  the 
said  colleen  was  the  sweetheart  of  the  man 
.  now  lying  under  sentence  of  death ;  so 
true  it  is  that  what  is  small  in  one  man's 
life,  is  great  in  anothei'i^. 

Poor  old  Green — as  some  of  hfs  brother 
officers  used  to.  call  him  —  was  greatly 
upset  when  he  saw  the  Colour-Sergeant. 
He  rushed  into  the  ward,  to  the  inarticulate 
dismay  and  rage  of  Simmons,  stumbled 
over  his  sword — he  chanced  to  be  on  duty 
at  the  time — and  very  nearly  measured 
his  length  on  the  floor  beside  the  bed. 

*<My  dear  fellow,"  he  gasped,  seizing 
Claverdon's  hand,  "  how  are  you )  I  was 
never  so  grieved  —  so  delighted  —  good 
gracious,  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  do 
indeed!" 

Tiiis  last  as  a  stately  figure  rose  from  a 
chair  by  the  head  of  the  bed,  and  Mr. 
Green  found  himself  confronted  by  a  pale, 
high-bred  face,  a  regal  head  crowned  by  a 
coronal  of  snow-white  hair,  the  while  two 
grave,  dark  eyes  looked  at  him  graciously. 

"  I'm  very  sorry — ^I'm  really  very  much 
honoured  and  delighted — I  mean  I  quite 
forgot  The  fact  is,  I  have  had  a  great 
regard  for  Colour-Sergeant — Mr.  Claverdon 
I  should  say — for  a  long  time,  and  I  give 
yon  my  word  I  wanted  to  say  that  to 
him  then,  I  did  indeed." 

The  Colour-Sergeant  was  smiling,  while 
his  mother  had  a  pucker  of  puzdement 
between  her  dark  brows. 

**  You  mean  when  I  picked  you  up  that 
day?" 

** Exactly  so — I  wanted  to  say,  'Thank 
yoUi  my  dear  fellow,'  I  did  indeed. 
Blizzard  says  it  was  Instinct — ^instinct, 
yoa  know,  ehl" 

"  I  thbk  it  was  just  as  well  you  didn't 
say  so,  sir,  all  the  same." 

**I  say,  don't  do  that)  you  know.  I 
can't  stand  it,  by  Jove  I  I  can't." 


"  Mr.  Green,  pardon  me — ^nay,  you  must 
forgive  me— I  am  still  the  Colour-Sergeant 
of  your  company,  you  are  stiH  my  superior 
officer.  I  have  been  too  long  in  the  ranks 
not  to  know " 

"I  think  my  son  is  right,"  said  Mrs. 
Claverdon,  and  the  voice  she  spoke  in 
was  so  sweet,  and  she  was  so  delightful 
altogether,  that  Mr.  Green  got  quite  in 
a  flutter,  and  muttered  many  "  By  Joves  \ " 
as  he  got  himself  down  the  stairs,  and 
into  the  sq|uare  where  Blizzard  was  waiting 
for  him.  Me  described  the  interview  with 
the  hero  of  as  strange  a  romance  as 
had  ever  happened  in  the  Hundred 
and  Ninety-Third.  He  told  of  the  "  sir  " 
that  had  grated  on  him  -so  abominably, 
and  Claverdon's  reply  to  his  remonstrance. 

"  And  the  worst  of  it  is,  I  think  the 
beggar's  right,"  he  added,  when  the  narra- 
tive was  finished. 

<<  Certainly  he  is,"  said  Blizzard,  with 
the  air  of  a  martinet  to  whom  the  very 
idea  of  the  slightest  infringement  of  the 
service  was  intolerable. 

All  the  hospital  was  illuminated  with 
a  spirit  of  gladness  that  evening,  since 
the  doctor  had  announced  the  Colour- 
Sergeant  to  be  really  out  of  danger. 
Orderly  Simmons  was  the  most  delighted, 
or  "glorified,"  as  he  himself  expressed 
it ;  indeed,  so  much  so,  that  he  indulged 
in  a  song  as  he  scrubbed  hard  at  a  place 
in  the  flags  of  the  corridor  where  a  careless 
hand  had  spUt  some  lamp-oi].  This  song 
was  a  vast  favourite  in  the  Hundred  and 
Ninety-Third,  and  was  supposed  to  be  the 
reply  of  a  soldier  to  an  overbearing  civilian 
who  has  been  running  him  down  in  every 
possible  way : 

There's  one  thing  I  can  do, 

Says  I ! 

Get  shot  instead  of  you, 

Says  I  i 

I  can  stand  me  up  and  die, 

With  neither  moan  nor  cry, 

To  keep  you  safe  at  'ome, 

Says  1 1 

The  clear  voice  rang  up  into  the  ward,  a 
trifle  tremulous  by  reason  of  the  scrubbing 
operations,  bat  mighty  pleasant  to  hear. 

Hubert  Claverdon  turned  to  his  mother 
with  the  boyish  laugh  she  remembered  so 
well  in  the  dear  old  days,  before  trouble, 
and  sin,  and  wrong  begat  estrangement, 
and — ^in  the  end — a  bitter  separation. 

"Our  men  think  a  lot  of  that  song, 
mother.  You  should  just  hear  a  roomful 
of  them  get  hold  of  that  chorus.  It  has 
done  me  good  to  hear  it — ^it  is  like  a 
voice  from  the  outside  world  again,  the 
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world  ihAt  I  ibonght  I  had  done  with, 
mother  mfaie.  WeU|  well,  thb  trouble  hM 
brought  Qi  together  Again;  joa  may  say 
like  the  one  of  old,  may  yon  nott  *For 
this  my  ion  was  dead  and  ii  alive  again, 
wai  loat  and  ia  f omd ' ;  and  yon  have 
forgiven  him,  mother  dear,  have  yon  not  t 
I  btooght  io  mneh  trouble  npon  yon  with 
my  wild,  nnmly  waya,  coat  yon  so  mnch 
Boriow,  and  I  was  going  downhill  still ;  I 
tried  to  give  myself  a  dianee — ^thiongh 
the  ranks — and  now,  it  seems  so  mnoh 
more  than  I  deserve  to  be  lying  here  like 
this,  with  yonr  dear  hand  in  mine. 
Heaven  has  been  very  good  to  me.  I  have 
only  one  trouble;  I  want  to  know  that 
the  poor  headstrong  boy  whose  reckless 
hand——-"  Here  Stmmoni^s  song  suddenly 
eeued ;  there  was  a  murmur  of  voices,  and 
the  singer  suddenly  appeared  at  the  door 
of  the  ward,  while  Simmons  in  his  best 
manner  announced  a  visitor : 

"Please,  my  lady,  the  Reverend  the 
Chaplain  would  like  to  see——" 

Bat  he  got  no  fmrther.  Mrs.  Olaverdon 
had  risen  and  come  forward. 

«Gome  in,  Mr.  Mtlman,"  she  said, 
holding  out  her  hand,  <*  Hubert  Is  always 
glad  to  see  you< 


n 
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The  Oha^ab  was  deadly  pale,  and  his 
hand  struck  cold  to  hers. 


THE  LIFE  OF  A  BBOWN  BABBIT. 

Ths  ground  was  broken  and  the  soil 
was  red,  where,  mid  a  tangle  of  under- 
growtbj  the  trees  of  the  little  coppice 
irregularly  grew.  The  hedge-mound  and 
dry  ditch  ran  around,  and  in  the  odd 
places  where  thorn  and  hazel  failed  to 
keep  the  barrier  intact,  rough  hedge-car- 
pentry stayed  the  cattle  from  trespaasing 
in  the  wood.  Alongside  lay  the  sloping 
pasture  *  land,  stretching  up  to  a  waste 
sandy  *' rough/'  where  gorse  and  broom, 
short  sweet  grass  in  patehes,  and  even  a 
little  heather,  flourished ;  next  the  pasture- 
land  was  the  plough. 

In  the  hedffe-mound  itself  a  few  rabbit- 
holes  showed  themselves,  their  mouths 
facing  the  open,  the  red  earth  streaming 
down  the  ditch-side;  but  the  chief  "buries" 
were  just  through  the  hedge  and  inside  the 
coppice-«in  a  spot,  however,  bare  of  trees, 
and  where  the  sunlight  could  fall  full  and 
free.  Here,  amid  the  braeken^clnmps,  the 
ground  was  honeycombed  with  burrows, 
and  red  with  the  earth  thrown  out.  Here 
the  rabbit-life  cwitred  itself ;  fai  and  out. 


yet  all  connected  together,  ran  the  passages 
and  the  chambers,  and  the  herbage  above 
was  worn  with  the  tread  of  hairy  feet 
Fiom  tiUs  big  bury  little  paths  ran  cot  in 
all  dfrections,  through  the  flowering  ''geeks" 
and  trailing  brambles  of  the  hedge-side, 
and  the  beds  of  stinging- nettles  in  the 
ditch,  away  into  the  fields,  and  up  to  the 

Krse-patch  beyond.  Some  twenty  yards 
m  the  wood-hedge,  and  out  in  the 
meadow,  grew  bunches  of  rough  tnasocky 
grass,  and  here  a  rabUt  or  two  eould 
almost  always  be  found  lying  ont,  and  a 
Ao%  be  got  as  they  bolted  for  oover. 
Between  the  wood  and  the  gorse-patch 
above  there  was  a  constant  going  and 
coming,  either  by  the  little  paths  across 
the  fields,  or  by  way  of  the  croes-hedge 
that  ran  ont  from  the  wood  and  divided 
the  pasture  from  the  plough. 

The  surface-ground  was  damp  with  the 
drf  zsle  of  late  February,  and  the  wet  dripped 
from  Uie  bare-Umbed  tarees,  when  onr  brown 
rabbit,  with  six  other  little  ones,  first  made 
his  appearance,  blind  and  naked,  at  the  far 
end  of  a  small,  straight^  yard-long  burrow, 
away  from  the  proximity  and  the  disturbing 
influences  of  the  big  family  mound.  The 
Uttie  nursery  at  the  end  of  the  burrow  was 
lined  with  bluish  far,  plucked  from  the 
old  doe's  breast,  and  there  he  passed  the 
first  four  or  five  weeks  of  his  existence. 
But  soon  he  le^^mit  to  run  and  nibble  for 
himself,  and  then  the  old  doe  wasted  no 
more  maternal  care  npon  him ;  she  turned 
him  out  kito  the  world,  and  from  that  day 
knew  him  as  her  offspring  no  more.  So  he 
went  to  the  big  mound  and  cast  in  his  lot 
with  his  elders,  and  from  time  to  time 
stole  out  into  the  bigger  world  outside. 
Often  he  slipped  through  the  hedge,  and 
his  little  prick  ears  and  white  acut  could 
be  seen  just  outside  the  shelter  of  the 
wood;  and  there  in  the  sweet  spring 
evenings,  when  the  gorse  above  flamed 
yellow  and  the  young  com  was  sprouting, 
he  nipped  off  with  his  keen  front  teeth  the 
ffreen  and  tender  blades,  and  tasted  the 
first  sweet  meadow-growth  of  the  year. 
Unsuspicious  and  confiding,  he  nibbled,  and 
gambolled,  and,  sitting  up  on  his  haunches, 
washed  little  whiskers  with  clean  little  fore- 
paws,  and  passed  somehow  safely  through 
a  hundred  dangers.  He  was  one  of  manyi 
and  though  the  grass  grew  strong  in  the 
pasture,  and  the  corn  grew  close  in  the 
field,  the  tops  were  soon  all  eaten  off  to  a 
distance  of  several  yards  from  the  wood. 

The  bluebells  in  the  wood  died  off,  and 
spring  became  summer.    The  linnets  and 
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goldfiacheis  fiattored  in  tha  still  golden 
gorcwi  and  the  carpet  of  graas  in  the  rongh 
became  atained  with  red-yellow  crowafoot 
blossom.  The  sturdy  thistle  crowned 
itself  with  purple,  the  foxgloves  near  the 
rabbit-holes  in  the  hedge  burst  into  spires 
of  bloomi  and  the  cowslips  in  the  meadow 
gave  way  to  duU-red  sorrel. 

The  honey-combed  mound  was  his 
castie,  the  wood-hedge  and  ditch  were 
his  rampart  and  moat,  the  fields  and  the 
gorse-patch  were  his  domains.  They  were 
to  him  the  whole  world ;  in  them  his  little 
life  was  passed.  He  grew  with  the  corn : 
and  hidden  in  its  close  upstanding 
wealthy  he  passed  long  hot  summer  days, 
and  short  dose  summer  nights.  Early 
mornings,  sweet  and  pure,  when  the 
diamcmd  dew  lay  thick  on  the  meadow 
grass;  moonlight  nights,  when  the  fir- 
trees  in  the  coppice  stood  out  black 
against  the  sky,  and  the  corn  -  crake 
called  mtmotonously,  unceasingly — all,  sdl 
were  his.  The  long  evenings  saw  him  out 
feeding  amongst  the  pasturing  cattle ;  the 
blackbird  was  his  sentinel,  and  its  harsh 
alarm-call  sent  him  flying  into  cover.  The 
blue-grey  quice  cooed  throbbingly  in  the 
trees  above  him.  to  its  mate  in  the  nest, 
a  mere  platform  of  dry  withered  sticks; 
the  lark  sang  above  the  meadow;  the 
linnet  trilled  in  the  gorse.  The  leaves 
of  the  wood  quivered  softly  in  the  summer 
breeze,  the  insects  hummed  in  the  drowsy 
afternoon,  the  hedge-side  grew  hot  in  the 
beams  of  the  sun. 

And  the  tragedy  of  nature,  the  drama 
of  life  and  death,  was  played  before  him, 
but  did  not  dismay  him,  nor  take  froin 
him  one  iota  of  the  joy  of  presents  living. 
In  the  gloaming,  betwixt  the  day  and  the 
night,  a  red  shadow  fleeted  out  from  the 
cover,  and  the  fox  snapped  up  one  furry 
comrade  feeding  too  carelessly,  and  too 
far  out  in  the  meadow,  for  safety;  in^ 
stinctively  he  fled  to.  the  shelter  of  the 
burrow,  but  the  fate  of  his  comrade  was 
no  concern  of  his.  The  weasel  tracked 
another  down,  and,  fastening  keen  white 
teeth  in  the  neck,  drained  the  life-blood ; 
he  beheld  and  was  impassive,  so  long  as  he 
himself  was  not  singled  out  for  destruction. 
A  spurt  of  flame  a^d  a  puff  of  smoke  from 
the  corner  of  the  cross-hedge,  and  the 
farmer  picked  up  what  had  been  a  living, 
feeding  rabbit  and  put  it  in  the  deep 
back-pocket  of  his  soiled  old  coat;  the 
poaeher's  lurdiing  dog  snapped  up  oUiers ; 
but  though  comrades  failed  and  came  not 
again  to  the  burrow,  he  himself  lived  on. 


happy,  unconcerned.  la  the  day  he  saw 
the  hawk  seiza  and  tear  in  pieces  the 
callow  birdling  out  of  the  hedge;  in  the 
dusk  he  saw  the  owl,  with  fluffy  wings  and 
silent  flight,  quarter  the  meadow  and 
pounce  on  the  shrinking  field-mouse.  He 
himself  had  a  score  of  enemies,  but  the 
bloodiness  of  nature,  ''red  in  tooth  and 
claw,"  did  not  scare  him;  mid  constant 
danger  he  liv^ed,  and  yet  was  happy. 

The  green  leaves  rustled  in  the  young 
trees,  the  meadow  grew  luscious  for  him, 
the  clover  in  the  com  was  sweet.  Ere 
the  cuckoo's  call  was  broken,  ere  the  first 
scent  of  hay  was  in  the  air,  era  the  honey- 
suckle streaked  the  hedge,  or  the  red 
poppies  fliunted  in  the  corn,  he  grew  fat 
and  full,  careful  and  cunning;  the  first 
sign  of  danger — the  cattle  moving  uneasily 
in  the  meadow,  the  startled  clatter  of  the 
wood-pigeon,  the  loud  cry  of  the  blackbird, 
the  shrill  chatter  of  the  small  birds,  the 
thump-thump  of  another  rabbit's  hind-legs 
on  the  ground — sent  him  headlong  to 
burrow  and  safety. 

August  came,  and  the  heather  bloomed ; 
the  golden  corn  was  cut  and  carted,  and 
the  partridges  called  at  eventide  from  the 
bare  stubble.  September  came  with  its 
filmy  mornings,  and  soon  the  trees  grew 
brown  above  him,  and  the  bracken  flamed 
in  patches  around.  The  blackberries  on 
the  brambles  grew  purpleripe,  and  the 
pheasants  stole  daintily  down  the  dry 
ditch,  looking  for  acorns.  The  thistle- 
down floated  from  the  gorse-patch  to  the 
meadow,  the  nuts  on  the  hazel  bushes 
grew  ruddy-brown,  and  white-pinafored 
youngsters  from  the  labourers'  cottages 
came  a-nutting.  The  winter  neared  with 
a  touch  of  frost,  and  the  leaves  flattered 
gently  down  on  to  his  burrow,  and  as  they 
fell,  his  fur  grew  greyer  and  thicker. 
The  November  rain  came  down  from  the 
gloomy  sky,  and  he  stayed  underground, 
fastidiously  disliking  the  drip  from  the 
trees.  The  bright,  keen  weather  silvered 
wi^  hoar-frost  bare  boughs  and  dead 
bents,  and  he  lay  out  in  tufts  of  grass,  or 
in  the  warm,  dry  hedge-bottoms.  The 
snow  fell  deep,  and  put  him  to  hard  shifts 
for  food ;  he  nibbled  the  bark  of  trees  and 
the  tops  of  the  young  plantations,  and  the 
woodman  hated  him  therefore  sorely. 

And  so  the  cycle  ran  round,  and  winter 
merged  into  spring,  and  spring  into 
summer  again.  This  year  his  pasture  was 
mowing  grass,  and  the  corn-field  was 
clover-bottom ;  and  he  lived  and  rejoiced 
in  his  life,  and  young  ones  in  numbers 
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grew  np  aroond  him.  And  winter  eame 
again,  and  with  it  the  keeper,  and  nets, 
and  farrete;  and  as  he  bolted  in  alarm 
from  hia  dwelling,  pnehed  by  the  noie  of 
the  muzzled  ferret,  the  bag-net  eloeed 
aroond  him,  and  a  strong  hand,  seized 
him.  Almoat  ere  he  eonld  struggle,  his 
neok  was  broken;  his  life  was  ended, 
and  the  borrow  knew  him  no  more. 


A  REIIARKABLE  GONSPIRAOY. 


In  the  history  of  Modem  France  there 
are  few  more  romantie  episodes  than  the 
conspiracy  of  General  MaJet,  wiiich  nearly 
undermined  the  throne  of  Napoleon  when 
it  seemed  most  firmly  established,  and 
revealed  to  an  observant  eye  the  real 
rottenness  of  the  Imperial  fabric. 

Oeneral  Malet  was  a  soldier  of  dis- 
tinction who  had  seen  a  good  deal  of 
service.  One  of  the  important  posts 
entrusted  to  him  had  been  the  military 
governorship  of  Rome.  There  his  incor- 
ruptible integrity,  and  firm  attitude  to- 
wards the  Papal  authorities,  had  nJsed 
against  him  a  host  of  enemies,  wfio  pursued 
him  with  incessant  calumnies.  Replaced 
by  Oeneral  MioUiSi  he  was  summoned  to 
Paris  to  answer  the  charges  preferred 
against  him.  The  result  was  that  the  Gom- 
missioners  reported  him  to  have  conducted 
himself  always  as  a  man  of  honour  and 
probity. 

The  justification  was  complete ;  but  a 
short  time  afterwards,  Malet,  who  had 
consistently  expressed  his  disapproval  of 
Napoleon's  ambitious  views,  and  was 
associated,  at  Paris,  in  the  departments, 
and  in  the  army,  with  energetic  and  dis- 
tinguished men  of  a  similar  political 
complexion,  was  arrested,  by  Napoleon's 
orders,  as  being  involved  in  a  pretended 
plot  which  was  designated  the  *<  senatorial 
conspiracy."  He  was  imprisoned  first  at 
La  Force,  and  afterwards  at  Yincennes; 
and  it  was  not  until  three  years  of  un- 
deserved confinement  had  elapsed  that  he 
obtained  permission  to  reside,  under  police 
supervision,  in  the  **maison  de  sant^  "  of 
Dr.  Dubuisson,  situated  near  the  Barri^re 
du  Tr6ne. 

In  1812,  Napoleon  committed  himself 
to  his  fatal  expedition  into  Russia.  While 
he  was  struggling  with  its  colossal  diffi- 
culties. General  Malet,  assured  of  the 
support  of  the  patriotic  society  of  the 
Philadelphians,  which  had  its  members 
among  all  ranks  and  in  every  corps  of  the 


army,  resolved  to  put  into  exeeation  a 
project  he  had  carefully  matured  —  the 
boldness  of  which,  unexampled  in  the 
annals  of  naUons,  remains  to  this  day  as 
startling  and  almost  Incredible  aa  the 
measure  of  success  that  attended  itw         •    I 

To  General  Malet's  wife  and  her  fai- 
timate  friend.  Mademoiselle  Boolaia,  whose 
aetivity^  intelligence,  and  personal  graces 
rendered  her  worthy  of  so  delieate  a  eom- 
misdon,  was  entrusted  the  task  of  pre- 
paring minds  for  the  changes  in  contem- 
plation, and  of  rallying  to  the  Greneral's 
support  the  largest  possible  numbw  of 
patriots  and  Royalists.  A  republican  in 
principle,  Malet  had  assented  to  this 
combination  only  on  condition  thati  fn  the 
event  of  a  Bourbon  Restoration,  the  King 
should  accept  and  swear  to  observe  the 
Constitution  of  1791. 

The  Abb6  Lafon,  who  was  one  of  the 
suspects  placed  under  Dubuisson'a  super- 
vision, and  Rateau,  a  brilliant  young 
corporal  of  the  Paris  Guard,  who  ndd  a 
position  of  some  kind  in  the  establishment, 
had  also  their  work  assigned  to  them — ^the 
former  to  compose,  and  the  latter  to 
transcribe,  whatever  official  documents 
might  be  found  necessary. 

Malet,  who,  with  rare  sagacity,  foresaw 
the  terrible  issues  of  the  Russian  expe- 
dition, assumed,  as  the  preliminary  basis 
of  all  his  combinations,  the  sudden  and 
unexpected  arrival  of  news  of  the  Emperoi^s 
death! 

All  the  details  of  his  enterprise  having 
been  settled,  he  stole  out  of  the  garden 
gate  of  the  Maison  Dubuisson  at  eleven 
o'clock  on  the  night  of  October  the  twenty- 
second,  and  accompanied  only  by  Corporal 
Rateau,  prepared  to  overthrow  a  great  and 
splendid  military  empire.  At  a  Spanish 
priest's  lodgings  in  the  Rue  Saint  Giles  he 
had  secreted  a  couple  of  uniforms,  that  of 
a  lieutenant-general  for  himself  and  an 
aide-de-eamp's  for  Rateau.  He  and  Rateau 
made  haste  to  change  their  attire,  and 
mounting  their  horses,  which  had  also 
been  provided,  rode  off  to  the  barraeka  of 
the  Second  Regiment  of  the  Paris  Guard, 
commanded  by  Colonel  Rabbe.  The 
sentry  received  them  with  the  usual  "  Qui 
vive!"  Rateau  replied,  "  Ronde  d'officier 
sup^rieur."  Without  givmg  tune  for 
further  questions  they  passed  on  to  the 
sei^eant  on  duty,  whom  Malet  informed 
that  the  General  Commanding  wished  to 
speak  to  the  Colonel.  The  sergeant 
hastened  to  throw  open  tlie  gate.  Malet 
and  his  aide-de-camp  dismountedf  made 
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him  point  oat  the  Colonel'^  quaiters,  and 
entered  them  BimnltaneoaBly  with  the 
orderly  sent  to  announce  them. 

Conceive  the  sarpriBe  of  Colonel  Babbe 
to  see  beside  his  bed  at  midnight  a  general 
officer  in  uniform !  Malet  augmented  his 
astonishment  by  saying,  in  rapid  accents : 
'^  Napoleon  is  dead  1  The  news  arrived 
some  hoars  ago.  The  Senate  has  assembled 
and  deposed  his  son;  a  Provisionid  Oovem- 
ment  has  been  nominated,  including  Camot, 
Moreau,  Augereau,  Bigonet,  Florent-Gayot^ 
Trocheti  Tracy,  Jacquemont,  Lambrechts, 
Mathiea  Montmorencyi  Alexis  de  Noailles, 
the  Admhral  Traguet,  Yolney,  Garat,  and 
myseit  I  have  been  appointed  to  the  eom- 
Butnd  of  Paris."  He  added  that  his  instruc- 
tions charged  him  with  the  daty  of  providing 
for  the  safety  of  the  capital,  and  preventing 
the  disorders  which  might  take  place 
when  the  news  was  pablished.  And  he 
concluded  by  saying  that  he  was  ordered 
to  eall  out  Colonel  Babbe's  regiment,  and 
that  he  mast  march  at  its  head  to  fulfil 
the  dispositions  prescribed  by  the  new 
Government,  and  take  the  necessary 
measures. 

Surprise  crowding  upon  surprise,  the 
unfortunate  Colonel  wondered  whether  he 
was  awake  or  dreaming,  and  how  much 
reliance  miaht  be  placed  on  the  extra- 
ordinary tale  told  by  Malet  Without 
allowing  him  much  time  for  reflection, 
Malet  placed  in  his  hands  a  packet  which 
contained,  beside  the  proclamation  of  the 
Senate  and  the  organic  senatus^consultum, 
a  cop7  of  the  nomination  of  Malet,  and  an 
order  to  get  his  regiment  under  arms. 
While  the  Colonel  opened  the  packet  and 
began  to  read  its  contents,  Malet  handed 
him  »  second  one,  which  enclosed  his 
nomination  totherankof  Brigadier-General, 
and  the  title-deeds  to  a  gift  of  ten  thousand 
Uvrea  of  revenue. 

These  repeated  attacks  on  the  conscience 
of  Colonel  Babbe  proved  irresistible.  How, 
indeed,  could  he  suppose  that  all  he 
heard,  read,  and  saw  with  his  own  eyes, 
waa  a  deception  and  a  fraud )  He  placed 
his  regiment  under  arms,  and  at  the  dis- 
posal of  General  Malet,  who  immediately 
proceeded  to  the  barracks  of  the  Tenth 
Cohort  of  the  National  Guards,  where  by 
the  same  means  he  obtained  the  same 
resalt,  and  all  the  more  readily  because  he 
had  a  regiment  under  his  orders.  He 
then  began  operations,  distributing  Us 
force  into  detachments  which  he  posted  at 
the  Treaaury,  the  Bank,  the  Post  Office, 
and  the  Bd'ttl  de  Ville;  whUe  he  himself, 


with  the  rapidity  which  had  marked  all 
his  movements,  proceeded  to  the  prison 
of  Li  Force,  and  released  Generals 
Lahorie  and  Gaidal,  placing  in  the 
hands  of  Lahorie  his  nomination  to  the 
prefecture  of  police,  and  of  Gaidal  to  the 
ministry  of  the  general  polica  Great 
indeed  was  the  astonishment  of  these  two 
Generals,  roused  from  their  slumbers  by  a 
body  of  soldiers  who  saluted  them  with 
their  new  titles;  but  Malet  at  once  put 
detachments  under  their  orders,  instruct- 
ing them  to  seiz)  their  predecessors  in 
the  two  offices  to  which  they  had  been 
appointed,  and  to  throw  them  into  the 
prisons  from  which  they  themselves  had 
jast  been  delivered. 

Malet,  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  men, 
then  marched  to  the  Place  -  Vend  6  me. 
While  his  agents  were  arrestbg  the  Dae 
de  Bovigo  and  Baron  Pasquier  —  who 
afterwards  escaped  —  he  ascended  with 
swift  step  to  Count  Halin,  who  was  in 
command  of  the  first  military  division. 

To  him  he  notified  orally,  for  he  had 
npt  reserved  for  him  the  honour  of  official 
commanications,  the  establishment  of  a 
new  condition  of  things,  and  annoanced 
that  he  had  orders  to  replace  him  in  bis 
command. 

"  Where  are  year  orders  % "  enquired  the 
Coant  incrednloosly. 

"Here!"  replied  Mdet,  discharging  a 
pistol  fall  in  his  face,  and  breaking  his 
lower  jaw. 

Tiiis  was  the  end  of  his  triamphal 
progress.  Laborde,  the  chief  of  the 
military  police,  had  escaped  from  the 
hands  of  those  who  had  arrested  him; 
and  while  Malet  was  giving  his  orders  to 
Doacet,  chief  of  the  staff,  he  entered  an- 
perceived,  threw  himself  apon  the  arch 
conspirator,  flung  him  to  the  ground,  and 
gave  him  into  the  custody  of  some 
gendarmes  whom  he  had  summoned. 
Then  he  descended  into  the  street, 
harangued  the  soldiers,  declared  that  they 
had  been  befooled  and  deceived,  that  the 
Emperor  was  not  dead,  and  that  the 
General  they  had  followed  was  simply  a 
prisoner  of  state,  whom  he  had  just 
arrested,  and  who  would  suffer  on  the 
scaffold  the  penalty  of  treason.  The 
soldiers  listened  eagerly,  and  soon  made 
up  their  minds.  They  had  associated 
themselves  with  the  fortunes  of  the 
conspirator,  and  had  revolutionised  Paris 
at  his  command;  but  Laborde  had 
wounded  their  self-love;  they  resented 
having   been   duped;    and    the  General 
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whom  they  had  jait  followed  and  exalted, 
they  lebed  in  a  andden  aceeea  of  indigni^ 
tion,  reproached  him  with  his  treaaoDi  and 
dragged  him  in  their  fory,  first  to  the 
mintatory  of  polioe,  and  thenoe  to  the  priaon 
of  the  Abbaye. 

Saoh  was  the  abortive  termination  of  an 
enterprise  coneeiTed  with  so  much  skill 
and  conducted  with  so  mnch  vigonr, 
resolntion,  and  ability;  an  enterprise 
which  brought  In  a  moment  the  Imperial 
Government  to  the  brnik  of  min. 

At  ten  o'clock  next  morning  the  follow- 
ing proclamation  revealed  to  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Paris  the  danger  which  the  Empiro 
had  incorred  and  escaped  dnring  that 
memorable  night : 

"  Three  .  ex-Generab,  Halet,  Lahorie, 
and  Goidal,  have  deceived  some  National 
Guards,  and  directed  them  against  the 
ministry  of  the  general  police,  the  Prefect 
of  police,  and  the  Commandant  of  Paris, 
whom  they  treated  with  violence.  They 
spread  abroad  a  false  report  of  the 
Emperor's  death. 

'*  These  ex-Generals  have  been  arrested, 
and  justice  will  be  meted  out  to  them. 

*'  The  most  absolnte  tranquQlity  prevails 
in  Paris.  It  has  been  disturbed  only  in 
the  three  hotels  where  the  brigands  are 
confined. 

"  The  Minister  of  the  General  Police, 

"  Due  DE  EOVIGO." 

The  Imperial  Government,  in  revenge 
for  having  been  so  easily  entrapped, 
showed  a  violent  haste  to  punish  the 
offenders,  and  a  kind  of  pride  in  proving 
itself  pitfless.  Three  hundred  persons 
were  arrested,  including  Madame  Malet, 
Mademoiselle  Bonlais,  General  Lamotte, 
all  General  Malet's  Mends,  and  all  whose 
names  were  found  among  his^papers,  though 
having  no  connection  with  his  design. 

A  council  of  war  was  summoned  [im- 
mediatelv.  Before  it  were  brought  twenty- 
four  of  the  accused. 

Throughout  the  trial,  which  was  dis- 
tinguished by  rapidity  of  procedure, 
Malet  exUbited  an  imperturbable  coolness, 
doing  his  utmost  to  exculpate  Colonel 
SouUer,  Commandant  of  the  Tenth  Cohort, 
and  making  generous  efforts  to  save  his 
fellow-accused. 

•f  Who  are  your  accomplices  t "  enquired 
the  president  Dejean. 

"All  France,"  he  replied,  <'and  you 
yourself  if  I  had  succeeded." 

"What  have  you  to  say  in  your 
defence  1" 


"  Nothing.  A  man  who  has  constitDted 
himself  the  defender  of  the  rights  oi  hii 
country  has  no  need  of  defance;  he 
triumphs  or  he  dies  1" 

(General  Lahorie  urged  aome  eonaiden- 
iions  founded  more  partieulaily  on  hie 
tenoranee  of  Malet's  designs.  Hondeur 
Oaubert,  who  had  undertaktti  the  defence 
of  some  of  the  aeenaed,  aigned  od  the 
same  lines,  terminating  his  briliisnt  speech 
as  follows:  "What  will  be  the  ranlt 
of  this,  trial  t  No  doubt  the  paniahment 
of  some  of  the  guilty,  but  surely  kdolgence 
for  those  who  have  been  only  impradeDt; 
while  for  the  Qnperor  the  issue  will  be 
that  this  eonapiraey,  the  wildest  folly  fani- 
glnaUe,  wHl  serve  to  manifest  mm  isd 
more  clearly  the  love  borne  to  him  bj 
all  his  subjects  as  well  as  all  his  hnTC 
soldiers." 

The  commission  having  retired  to  de- 
liberate in  private,  returned  faito  eoufe 
at  four  in  the  morning,  and  delivend 
judgement  It  unanimously  condemned 
Claude  Fraufois  Malet,  ex-6enenl  of 
Brigade,  in  reparation  of  his  crime  against 
the  internal  safety  of  the  State,  his  attempt 
to  destroy  the  Government  and  the  oider 
of  succession  to  ttie  throne,  and  Us  bvit- 
ing  the  citiaens  to  arms,  to  the  penalty 
of  death  and  eonfisoation  of  his  property; 
it  unanimously  condemned  Bateau  and 
eleven  others,  as  accomplices,  to  the  penalty 
of  death ;  by  a  majority  of  six  to  one, 
it  condemned  Babbe  to  .the  penal^  of 
death;  and,  by  a  majority  of  five  to  tf<H 
it  condemned  Bocciechunpe  to  the  same 
penalty. 

The  others  were  acquitted.  Ezeention 
was  ordered  in  twenty-four  hours. 

The  fatal  moment  speedily  arrlTed. 
Malet  and  the  fourteen  other  snffeien 
were  conveyed  in  ordinary  fiaeres  from 
the  prison  of  the  Abbaye  to  the  plain  of 
Grenelle,  the  place  chosen  for  thebpan»h- 
ment.  The  funeral  procession  had  already 
reached  the  esplanade  of  the  Champ  de 
Mars  when  an  express  overtook  it  ^^ 
a  reprieve  for  Colonel  Babbe,  mneh  to  the 
gratification  of  Genend  Malet. 

On  reaching  the  plain  of  La  Orenelle, 
where  an  immense  multitude  had  assem- 
bled, they  were  placed  in  front  oi  a 
platoon  of  veterans  of  the  Paris  Q^- 
They  gave  the  word  to  fire  in  a  Jii^ 
voice,  and  died  without  brsYsdo  ana 
without  weakness. 

Malet,  at  the  time  of  his  death,  was  m 
his  fifty-eighth  year.  A  month  later,  ana 
Napdeon  learned  at  one  and  the  nam 
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time,  in  the  midst  of  the  diaastera  of  his 
•army,  the  conspiraoy  wliioh  had  threatened 
his  throne,  and  the  pi^nishment  of  its 
authors.  History  has  recorded  the  severe 
words  which,  on  his  precipitate  return 
to  Paris,  he  addressed  to  the  high 
dignitaries  of  State,  the  magistrates,  the 
Senate,  and  all  who  at  such  a  conjuncture 
had  displayed  so  little  courage.  "  Weak 
and  timid  soldiers,"  he  said,  **  destroy  the 
independence  of  nations;  but  pusillanimous 
magistrates  imperil  the  sui»remacy  of  the 
laws,  the  rights  of  the  throne,  and  social 
order  itself."  Words  such  as  these  are 
a  significant  proof  that  Napoleon  w^s  far 
from  regarding  the  daring  attempt  of 
Malet  as  the  dream  of  a  madman.  And 
posterity  will  probably  be  of  the  same 
opinion,  and  will  acknowledge  that  if 
Malet  were  guilty,  at  least  his  cxime  had 
its  origin  In  the  most  sublime  of  yirtues — 
the  love  of  Liberty. 


AMATEUR  WORKHOUSE  VISITING. 

My  first  introduction  to  the  inmates  of 
Blank  Workhouse  was  on  a  beautiful 
sununer  day,  when  all  who  were  in  the 
least  locomotiye  came  out  to  tea  at  a 
country  house  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Directly  I  arrived  I  was  deputed  to  do 
the  lionours  of  the  garden  to  the  matron, 
teavSng  to  our  hostess  the  more  congenial 
task  of  entertaining  the  old  people. 
Seldom  have  I  felt  my  own  personal 
ins^nificance  more  acutely  than  in  the 
preseqce  of  that  matron.  She  was  a  fine 
woman  of  about  fifty,  with  fashionable 
red  hair,  and  a  commanding  manner.  In 
spite  of  the  midsummer  heat  she  was 
completely  clad  In  Uaok  satin.  It  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that  I  felt  an  instantaneous 
prejudice  against  this  majestic  figura  She 
seemed  such  an  uncomfortable  person  to 
have  charge  of  a  lot  of  old  people  and 
babies.  At  the  same  time  I  was  conscious 
of  a  rather  cowardly  desire  to  propitiate 
this  representative  of  fkuthoUty.  I  speedily 
found  an  opportunity  of  ingratiating  myself 
in  her  favour  by  relieving  her  of  a  dripping 
flower  which  she  had  inadvertently  ac- 
cepted from  the  gardener,  and  which  was 
obviously  causing  much  damage  to  a  new 
pair  of  black  kid  gloves.  From  this 
moment  I  date  a  certidn  relaxation  in  the 
severity  of  her  manner,  which  gradually 
ripened  into  positive  cordiality. 

All  this  time  the  inmates — to  employ 
the    techniiMd    term  —  were    wandering 


vaguely  up  and  down  the  great  lawn  in 
front  of  the  housa  It  was  a  curious 
assembly,  mainly  composed  of  the  old  or 
decrepit,  although  the  presence  of  a 
group  of  children  was  possibly  the  saddest 
feature  of  the  whole  party.  However, 
amongst  [tiie  men  I  gradually  identified 
v&iious  figures  whose  appearance  by 
no  means  suggested  unqualified  misery. 
Curiosity  compelled  me  to  address  one  of 
them — a  man  of  about  sixty  yeairs  9f  age 
— and  after  a  few  remarks  on  indifferent 
subjects,  I  boldly  enquired  why  he  had 
come  into  the  workhousa 

*'  Left  a  poor  orphan,  mum,''  he  replied, 
with  a  sigh  of  self-pity.  ''Lost  both 
parents  a  few  years  since,  so  it  seemed  as 
rd  better  come  into  the  House." 

"And  who  is  that  1"  I  continued,  indi- 
cating a  jaunty,  elderly  person  in  a  tall 
hat,  who  was  struttbg  about  in  the  proud 
consciousness  of  having  an  unusually  smart 
flower  In  his  button-hole. 

"  Oh,  that's  Mr.  Brown,  mum." 

''And  why  is  Mr.  Brown  in  the  work- 
house t " 

*<A  bit  idle, mum,  a  bit  idle!"  whispered 
my  informant  confidentially.  But  one 
could  see  that  he  thought  none  the  less 
of  Mr.  Brown  on  that  account. 

Speaking  personally,  I  felt  more  grate- 
ful to  Mr.  iBrown  and  the  orphan  than 
words  can  describe.  The  brief  summary 
of  their  lives  for  the  moment  entirely  dis- 
pelled the  heavy  cloud  of  depression  which 
had  been  setUing  down  on  my  spirits  ever 
since  the  arrival  of  the  workhouse  party. 

That  autumn  our  hostescT  was  obliged  to 
leave  the  neighbourhood  for  an  Indefinite 
period,  and  delegated  to  me  the  task  of 
visiting  Blank  Workhouse  during  her 
absence.  At  first  I  hesitated  from  an 
innate  fear  of  the  unknown.  However,  as  I 
had  no  real  objections  to  urge,  she  insisted, 
and  I  yielded.  The  preliminary  form  of 
applying  to  the  Board  of  Guardians  for 
permission  to  visit  the  workhouse  was 
gone  through.  I  may  here  remark  that 
there  was  not  the  slightest  difficulty,  as 
far  as  my  experience  went,  about  gaining 
admission  at  any  time.  For  many  years 
after  this  I  was  in  the  habit  of  dropping 
in  whenever  I  happened  to  be  passing,  on 
any  day  of  the  week,  and  practically  at 
any  hour  of  the  day;  I  do  not  mean  to 
say  that  I  made  an  exhaustive  examination 
of  the  workhouse  whenever  I  liked.  Such 
was  not  my  intention  for  various  reasons, 
the  foremost  being  that  there  is  very  little 
use  in  discovering  abuses  unless  one  has  a 
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clear  idea  how  to  remedy  them.  Bit  I 
never  experienced  any  difficulty  in  gratify- 
ing my  cariosity  as  far  as  it  went  More- 
over, the  cffieiali  invariably  appeared 
pleased  by  my  visits,  and  often  pressed  me 
to  make  them  more  frequent. 

My  first  afternoon  at  Blank  Union  made 
a  considerable  impression  on  me.  Climb- 
ing a  steep  hill|  I  paused  a  moment  to 
admire  the  beaatifol  view  thns  gained 
over  the  little  town,  and  then  with  much 
trepidation  palled  tlie  belL  A  female 
inmate  came  to  my  rescue  and  piloted  me 
safely  through  several  cheerless  stone 
couxts  into  the  presence  of  the  matron, 
who  received  me  most  graciously.  Oook- 
ing  the  dinner,  in  a  cotton  dress,  she 
looked  much  less  formidable  and  more 
prepossessing  than  at  a  garden  party. 
And  a  subsequent  acquaintance  showed 
that  fihe  was  really  a  kind-hearted  woman 
after  her  fashion.  For  instance,  she  made 
a  great  distinction  between  the  sick  and 
aged,  and  those  who  came  into  the  work- 
house under  less  creditable  circumstances ; 
usually  alluding  to  three  or  four  bedridden 
old  souls  who  permanently  occupied  the 
sick-roomi  as  "the  poor  old  ladies."  I 
always  liked  this  little  form  of  speech. 
It  seemed  a  tacit  acknowledgement  of  the 
inalienable  dignity  of  old  age. 

Workhouses  naturally  contain  a  very 
shifting  population.  The  sick  and  aged 
ate  continually  dying  off,  whilst  the  young 
are  as  continually  streaming  out  into  the 
world.  The  worst  cases  are  those  that 
almost  annually  drift  back  into  the  work- 
house, bringing  with  them  each  time  an 
accumulated  mass  of  shame,  until  in  the 
interests  of  society  and  the  rates  they  are 
finally  detained  in  what  is  practically  a 
lifelong  imprisonment.  But  at  Blank, 
and  I  suppose  in  all  workhouses,  there 
were  a  few  chronic  cases  who  through  no 
fault  of  their  own  had  for  many  years 
known  no  other  home.  Such  were  Eliza 
and  Susan,  two  middle-aged  women  recom- 
mended to  my  notice  by  the  matron  as 
being  thoroughly  deserving  of  any  small 
attentions  or  benefits  I  liked  to  bestow. 

"And  you  can  depend  on  what  they 
say,"  she  remarked;  ** they  won'c  tell  you 
any  false  tales,  like  most  of  the  others." 

This  was  high  praise  from  one  who  had 
been  rendered  suspicious  by  many  years 
of  contact  with  the  shady  side  of  life. 
And  poor  Eliza  and  Susan  fully  merited 
this  slight  meed  of  praise.  A  more  con- 
tented, resigned  couple  it  would  have  been 
hard  to  find.    I  soon  became  acquainted 


with  their  simple  liistoriep.  Eifzt  ongbt 
to  have  been,  and  in  appearance  was,  a 
hard-working  general  servant.  Bat  she 
suffered  from  mental  attacks  which  com- 
pelled her  to  be  drafted  from  time  to 
time  into  the  county  lanatic  asylum.  Her 
return  to  the  worUioase  when  the  attack 
was  over  she  quite  regarded  as  comiog 
home.  They  were  always  genuinely  sorry 
to  part  with  her,  for  she  was  an  ezceediogly 
steady,  industrious  person,  and  did  mneh 
of  the  scrubbing  and  mending  that  went 
on  in  the  House.  And  her  dislike  to 
'*  going  away,"  as  she  termed  Jt^  was  yerj 
great. 

'<  We  shall  have  to  part  with  poor  £li£a 
again,"  said  the  matron  to  me  one  day. 
'*  It's  been  coming  on  her  for  some  time, 
she's  been  getting  so  irritable  and  restless 
at  her  work." 

On  my  expressing  sympathy,  sbe 
enquired  if  I  would  like  to  spesk  to 
Elizs,  adding,  at  the  same  time  tiiat  she 
feared  nothing  would  rouse  her. 

We  went  npstairv,  and  the  matron 
opened  a  door.  Ooold  that  wild  figure 
wandering  aimlessly  up  and  down  the 
long  room,  with  dishevelled  garments  aod 
rough  hair  flowing  in  all  directions)  be 
the  plain  little  woman  who  generally  con- 
trived to  look  like  a  respectable  hoosemafd, 
in  her  neat  brown  staff  dress,  and  work- 
house cap  t  ,, 

"A  lady  has  come  to  see  you,  Eilzi/ 
said  the  matron. 

It  was  no  use.  Eliza  stopped  for  a 
moment,  stared  vacantly  in  our  direetion, 
and  then  resumed  her  aimless  walk,  ham- 
ming and  laughing  gently  to  herself  from 
time  to  time.  When  I  see  gifted  acteesses 
personating  Ophelia,  it  always  brings  back 
a  slight  flavour  of  that  workhouse  bed- 
room. 

Then  there  was  Susan,  whose  life  dvtog 
the  years  I  knew  her  was  one  long  P^^l 
endurance  of  suffering.  As  a  girl  she  m 
been  in  service,  but  rhenmatismi  ^°^^ 
on  by  sleeping  in  a  damp  room,  haa 
entirely  crippled  her.  When  we  first  mw 
she  was  practically  paralysed,  and  eoo^ 
barely  move  her  fingers  sufficiently  to  Wi 
Afterwards  she  lost  even  this  amooflt  ox 
power.  She  was  a  far  more  intelligent. 
refined- looking  >rson  than  ^^^\^Zl 
however,  appeared  to  wait  most  kindly  on 
her  infirm  friend. 

The  old  workhouse  at  Blank  wii  ^ 
tainly  not  a  comfortable  building*    ^j  '^ 
been  condemned  for  many  jeMi  ^^\r 
only  waiting  to  be  pulled  down  at  the  w^ 
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I  knew  it.  The  iogenaity  that  maet 
originally  have  been  employed  to  render 
that  building  the  very  quintessence  of 
hideous  dreariness  was  a  perpetual  source 
of  wojoder  to  me.  The  woAhouse  naturally 
commanded  a  delightful  view  across  the 
picturesque  little  town  to  the  beautifully 
wooded  hills  beyond.  Whether  the  con- 
templation of  this  charming  prospect  would 
have  been  appreciated  by  the  ordinary 
run  of  paupers  is  an  open  question ;  at 
the  worst  one  might  suppose  that  it  was 
an  inexpensive  luxury  that  they  could 
enjoy  or  neglect  according  to  taste.  But 
the  architect  of  Blank  Workhouse  had 
decreed  otherwise.  The  building  was  so 
contrived  that  all  the  windows  looked  into 
smaU  stone-paved  courtyards,  whose  only 
ornament  was  a  pump  or  a  water-butt. 
.  The  Union  being  a  small  one,  and  in  a 
very  rural  district^  the  arrangements  were 
by  no  means  as  orderly  as  is  usually  the 
case  in  public  institutions.  One  cheerless 
apartment  was  set  apart  as  the  sick-room, 
and.,  was  usually  occupied  by  Susan,  a 
couple  of  bedridden  old  women,  and  on 
two  occasions — ^very  temporarily — by  people 
in  the  last  stages  of  cancer.  For  these 
last  the  nursing  arrangements  must  have 
been  very  inadequate.  One  of  them,  who 
had  herself  been  a  hospital  nurse  in  former 
days,  bitterly  complained  of  the  absence  of 
any  appliances  or  conveniences  for  nursing. 
Yet  it  was  not  precisely  the  fault  of  the 
officials.  There  was  at  that  time  no  trained 
nurse,  and  amongst  the  inmates  themselves 
there  was  a  great  scarcity  of  able-bodied 
people  to  help.  Eliza  and  another  kindly 
little  hidf-witted  woman  were  the  usual 
attendants  on  the  sick-room.  Yet  the 
matron  was  by  no  means  devoid  of  feeling. 
On  one  occasion  she  had  Susan,  who  was 
entirely  helpless,  carried  out  of  the  sick- 
room so  that  she  might  be  spared  the  sight 
of  a  death.  Another  timci  also,  I  remem- 
ber her  iJlowing  Susan  to  occupy  a  separate 
room  because  she  found  that  the  poor 
woman  was  so  upset  by  the  filthy  habits  of 
a  companion  as  to  be  unable  to  eaf^. 

Some  of  those  companions  were  inevitably 
most  unattractiva  There  was  one  woman  es- 
pedally  who  was  brought  in  suffering  from 
a  broken  thigh,  having  fallen  off  a  ladder 
in  an  epileptic  fit.  She  was  only  partially 
responsible  for  her  actions,  and  her  insen- 
sibility to  pfdn  was  something  marvellous. 
Oa  a  former  occasion  she  had  fallen  into 
the  fire  and  reduced  one  arm  to  a  stump, 
which  she  used  to  wave  dramatically  whilst 
ahe  inveighed  with  much  bitterness  against 


her  husband  for  not  coming  to  see  her. 
This  was  the  chief  subject  of  her  discourse. 
On  the  surface  it  did  seem  rather  a  hard 
ease,  as  her  husband  was  a  labourer  living 
in  the  neighbourhood.  But  public  opinion, 
as  represented  by  the  female  inmates, 
justified  his  action,  alleging  that  her 
language  was  so  outrageous  when  he  did 
come,  that  no  man  could  be  expected  to 
repeat  the  visit.  After  being  the  terror 
and  annoyance  of  the  sick-room  for  months, 
she  became  so  violent,  that  in  spite  of  her 
infirmities  she  contrived  to  crawl  across 
the  room  one  night  and  attack  another 
woman  with  a  stick.  Then  the  doctor  felt 
justified  in  ordering  her  removal  to  the 
county  asylum,  to  the  great  relief  of  her 
former  associates.  A  wonderful  number 
of  inmates  had,  at  some  portion  of  their 
lives,  suffered  from  what  may  broadly  be 
described  as  fits.  As  a  consequence  their 
understandings  had  been  weakened  early 
in  life,  and  they  had  fallen  into  trouble 
and  disgrace  which  had  incapacitated  them 
for  active  service,  so  that,  sooner  or  later, 
they  inevitably  drifted  into  the  workhouse. 
Many  of  them  were,  doubtless,  more  objects 
of  pity  than  blame;  but  I  could  well 
believe  the  repeated  assurances  of  the 
matron  that  they  were  a  singularly  help- 
less, irritating  class  to  deal  with. 

The  pleasantest  and  best  -  mannered 
woman  I  remember  seeing  at  Blank,  was 
an  itinerant  hawker  by  trade,  who  had 
broken  down  on  the  road  with  a  bad  foot. 
Whether  she  had  any  history  I  do  not 
kaow,  for  no  sooner  did  I  become  in- 
terested in  her  than  she  left  the  house  and 
resumed  her  wandering  life. 
.  Of  thoroughly  respectable,  attractive  old 
people  I  did  not  come  across  very  many 
examples.  One  sad  case  recurs  to  me, 
however:  a  tall,  thin,  stern-looking  old 
woman,  savagely  independent  and  im- 
penetrably reserved.  She  was  unmarried, 
and  had  lived  alone  for  many  years  in  a 
country  cottage^  supporting  herself  by 
straw  -  plaiting.  At  last  becoming  too 
feeble  to  work,  she  was  discovered  by 
the  neighbours  half-dead  from  starvation, 
and  in  an  indescribable  condition  of 
neglect.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but 
to  carry  her  to  the  Union.  Here  she 
partially  recovered,  and  used  to  sit  in  a 
corner  of  the  sick-room,  silent,  with  her 
Bible  open  before  her:  a  gaunt,  tragic 
figure.  She  seldom  spoke,  and  answered 
very  briefly  when  addressed.  I  have 
sometimes  offered  her  flowers  that  I 
brought  with  me,  hoping  to  arouse  some 
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expresBfon  of  interest,  bat  beyond  thank- 
ing me  drilly  she  appeared  to  take  yery 
little  notfee  of  my  advances.  All  her 
facultieB  seemed  concentrated  on  one 
object  which  she  kept  firmly  grasped  in 
her  hand  by  day  and  nl^ht  It  was  the 
key  of  the  cottage  in  which  she  had  lived 
for  so  many  years,  and  to  which  she  dimly 
looked  forward  to  returning  eventaally. 
We  knew  that  the  little  place  was  in- 
habited by  strangers,  and  that  her  few 
bits  of  f  amitare  had  long  since  been  sold 
np  and  dispersed — bat  to  the  old  woman 
it  seemed  that,  if  only  she  kept  possession 
of  her  key,  she  would  some  day  retarn 
home.  Once  the  talisman  was  lost,  and 
poor  Martha  gave  the  hoase  no  peace 
antil  a  thoroa^  search*  had  been  made, 
and  the  missing  property  restored.  I 
suppose  she  mast  have  been  slightly 
deranged  on  this  one  sabject,  although 
in  most  respects  perfectly  sane.  At  all 
events,  daring  the  few  months  that  she 
lived  in  the  workhoase  all  her  interests 
and  affections  centred  in  that  key.  She 
died  with  it  clasped  in  her  hand,  and  it 
was  buried  with  her — for  the  official  mind 
has  more  sentiment  than  it  is  sometimes 
credited  with. 

The  time  actually  came  at  last  that  the 
old  workhoase  was  to  be  abolished,  and  a 
new  one  raised  in  its  place.  The  inmates 
were  in  the  meantime  to  be  scattered 
abroad  amongst  other  Unions,  excepting  a 
few  incurable  cases  for  whom  lodgings 
were  taken  in  the  town.  Sasan  was  on6 
of  these.  It  had  been  settled  at  first  that 
during  the  alterations  she  was  to  return  to 
her  relations,  who  were  cottagers  in  the 
neighbourhood.  Bat  in  her  helpless  con- 
dition she  so  shrank  from  the  change  of 
surroundings,  that  the  matron  represented 
her  case  strongly  to  the  gaarcHans  and 
obtained  permission  to  keep  her  at  Blank. 
She  died  before  the  new  house  was  com- 
plete, racked  with  disease,  but  absolutely 
patient  and  uncomplaining  to  the  last. 

Most  of  the  inmates  exhibited  dread  and 
dislike  at  the  idea  of  being  dispersed 
amongst  other  Unions.  The  small  size  and 
general  irregularity  of  everything  at  Blank 
was  more  to  their  minds  than  forming  part 
of  a  model  estaUishment.  ''They  don't 
like  having  everything  so  well  laid  out 
that  there's  a  men's  pump  and  a  females' 
pump,  and  no  need  for  them  to  go  into  the 
same  yard,'^  remarked  ihe  matron  when  we 
were  discussing  the  sobject.  This  innate 
dislike  to  all  orderly  habits  undoubtedly 
constitutes   one   of   a  ^pauper's   greatest 


miseries.  The  enforced  eleanliness,  the 
perpetual  atmosphere  of  yellow  soap  and 
whitewash,  that  reign  in  a  workhouse,  are 
gross  outrages  on  his  nature. ' 

One  of  the  rules  most  constantly  violated 
is  that  forbidding  the  heaping  up  of  cast-off 
clothing  upon  the  beds  at  night  One 
might  imagine  that  an  insufficieney  of 
blankets  was  answerable  for  this  untidy 
habit.  Bat  In  the  siek-room  at  all  events 
there  never  appeared  any  stini  of  fire — i 
luxury  to  which  the  inmates  were  of  course 
absolute  strangers  in  their  cottage  bed- 
rooms. And  yet  the  old  people  never  felt 
perfectly  cosy  unless,  unobserved  by  the 
matron,  they  had  contrived  to  supplement 
their  bedclothes  with  a  mass  of  stuffy 
garments. 

No  doubt  it  is  difficult  to  cheerfully 
conform  to  sanitary  regulations  after  a 
long  life  spent  in  hovels,  where  little  if 
any  cleaning  is  ever  attempted,  and  where 
all  the  ref  ase  of  years  lies  either  on  the 
floor,  or  at  the  best  just  outside  the  door- 
step. Again,  any  person  who  has  ever 
noticed  the  way  in  wiiich  many  poor 
people  prefer  to  eat  just  when  they  are 
hungry,  without  adhering  to  any  regular 
hours,  must  admit  that  workhouse  rules 
press  harder  on  them  in  some  respeets 
than  they  would  on  us.  I  know  cottages 
in  which  the  children  seem  to  be  in- 
variably helping  themselves  to  food  out 
of  the  cupboard,  at  whatever  time  one 
calls.  Having  once  apologised  to  a  most 
respectable  old  couple  f(x  repeatedly  in- 
terrupting them  at  their  dinner  or  te», 
they  explained  to  me  that  they  varied  the 
hours  of  their  meals  daily  to  -suit  their 
inclination  and  convenience.  As  a  general 
rule  any  sort  of  restraint  appears  irksome 
to  the  poor.  **  Well,  mum,  you  see  I  have 
nothing  to  give  them  but  their  liberty,  so 
I  give  them  that/'  was  the  answer  of  a 
poor  woman  to  a  benevolent  lady,  who 
was  admonishing  her  not  to  let  her 
daughter  run  loose  in  the  straite-at  nights 
This  species  of  early  liberty  is  doubly  un- 
fortunate, as  it  both  paves  the  way  to  the 
workhouse,  and  renders  a  sojourn  there 
particularly  tedious.  To  9am  up  the 
whole  matter,  an  inmate's  idoal  of  comfort 
and  ours  will  usually  be  found  to  be 
diametrically  opposed.  Just  what  a  visitor 
is  apt  to  consider  the  strong  points  of  a 
workhouse  are  those  which  the  ordinary 
paupeT  dislikes  most.  It  is  well  to  re- 
member that  cleanliness  may  mean  just  as 
rei^  misery  to  some  people  as  dirt  does  to 
others.    Let  me  illustrate  this  propodtion. 
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One  of  my  friends  was  in  the  habib  of 
vititiDg  an  old  labourer,  whose  generally 
unkempt  and  neglected  appearanoe  exoited 
her  pity*  At  length  she  worked  upon  the 
feelings  of  a  daughter  who  was  keeping 
house  for  him,  and  urged  her  to  pay  more 
attention  to  her  father's  bodily  comforts ; 
suggesting  as  a  preliminary  step  that  she 
should  trim  up  the  old  man's  matted  grey 
locks,  and  attempt  to  make  him  more 
presentable  in  various  ways.  On  my 
friend's  next  visit,  she  found  poor  Sichard 
shivering  over  the  fire,  and  his  daughter 
full  of  pent-up  indignation. 

'<  What's  the  matter,  indeed  1 "  she  burst 
out.  "  Why,  there  I've  been  and  took 
your  advice  and  washed  father's  neck.  I 
han'na  done  such  a  thing  for  years,  and 
shan't  again,  that's  certain !  Why,  the 
poor  old  man  have  been  nigh  starved  with 
the  cold  ever  sinoe  ! " 

Probably  the  inmates  of  Blank  Union 
were  allowed  rather  more  license  than 
would  be  possible  in  a  larger  house.  I 
have  seen  an  old  woman  toastii^  a  bit  of 
bread  over  the  sick-room  fire  for  her  tea, 
and  infinitely  preferring  this  morsel  to  any 
focKl  she  obtained  in  a  more  regular  wi^y. 
Another  half-witted  woman,  who  had 
sustained  injuries  through  falling  into  the 
fird — rather  an  ordinary  form  of  accident 
«— was  allowed  to  smoke  a  pipe  as  a 
sedative  whenever  the  doctor  dressed  her 
barns.  In  this  case  the  smoker  occupied 
a  room  to  herself,  so  there  could  be  no 
objection  to  griitifying  the  poor  creature's 
ruling  passion.  But. I  have  sometimes 
questioned  whether  I  acted  entirely  with 
a  view  to  the  greatest  happiness  of  the 
greatest  number  In  supplying  a  bedridden 
old  woman  in  the  sick-room  with  tobacco. 
However,  we  had  been  acquainted  in 
private  Ufe,  and  retaining  a  lively  re- 
collection of  how  she  used  to  enjoy  her 
pipe  at  home,  I  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  earning  a  little  heartfelt 
gratitude  at  the  triflmg  outlay  of  a  packet 
of  birdseye. 

It  may  reasonably  be  asked  why  I 
confined  my  attentions  so  exclusively  to 
the  inhabitants  of  the  sick-room.  Well, 
it  seems  the  only  department  of  a  work- 
house in  which  an  occasional  visitor,  with 
no  experience  of  teaching,  or  reformatory 
wdrk,  can  do  any  good.  Undoubtedly, 
there  is  much  to  be  done  in  the  way  of 
getting  the  girls  out  into  respectable 
service.  Occasionally  it  may  be  very  use- 
ful to  supplement  the  clothes  allowed 
them  on  leaving  the  House  with  a  few 


extra  garmeuts.  Some  years  ago,  I  re-* 
member  the  matron  at  Blank  Union  beiog 
severely  repiimanded  by  the  guardians  for 
exceeding  her  instructions,  bm  supplying 
a  girl  with  nightgowns  on  going  out  to 
service.  Shj^  explained  to  me  that  it  was 
rather  a  superior  situation,  and  she  was 
really  ashamed  to  send  the  girl  unprovided 
with  such  clothes  as  her  feUow-servants 
might  be  expected  to  wear.  Bat  it  is 
very  little  use  takiog  a  temporary  interest 
in  a  girl  unless  one  is  prepared  to  keep  a 
watch  over  her  future  career.  From  the 
nature  of  the  case,  it  is  a  troublesome, 
and  in  many  instances  a  thankless  task. 
Between  hereditary  vice  and  contaminating 
early  associations,  it  is  no  wonder  that 
many  workhouse  girls  are  a  source  of 
nothing  but  anxiety  to  their  well-wishers. 
They  often  make  thriftless  and  very  ex- 
asperating servants.  Not  long  ago,  I 
heard  of  a  tradesman's  wife  complaining 
that  her  servant,  a  workhouse  girl,  flatly 
declined  to  carry  a  parcel,  not  on  account 
of  its  weight,  but  because  she  objected  on 
principle  to  being  seen  in  the  streets  with 
anything  but  an  umibrella  in  her  hand. 

There  are  brilliant  exceptions,  happily,  to 
all  rules.  One  day  a  well-dressed  young 
tradesman  passed  me  at  the  entrance  of 
the  workhouse.  The  matron  proudly 
drew  my  attention  to  him,  and  informed 
me  that  a  few  years  before  he  had  been 
one  of  their  workhouse  boys,  and  that 
now  he  was  doing  remarkably  well  in 
some  London  business.  It  struck  me  as 
creditable  to  all  parties  concerned  that 
the  young  man,  finding  himself  in  the 
neighbourhood,  should  voluntarily  have 
returned  to  spend  an  afternoon  with  the 
master  and  matron* 

Soon  after  the  old  workhouse  was  pulled 
down,  my  connection  with  Blank  ceased 
for  a  time.  When,  after  a  couple  of 
years,  I  returned  to  ttie  neighbourhood, 
it  was  to  find  many  changes  at  the 
Union.  The  new  building  had  recently 
been  completed,  and  was  a  handsome 
and  spacious  edifice  compared  with  its 
predecessor.  Other  still  more  important 
changes  had  taken  place  ifiternaUyr  A 
new  master  and  matron  reigned  in  the 
place  of  my  old  acquaintances,  and  owing 
to  them  the  workhouse  arrangements  were 
on  a  much  more  modem  footing  than 
formerly.  The  changes  and  improvements 
that  they  introduced  were  naturally  much 
facilitated  by  the  new  buildings. 

The  new-comers  were  perfect  repre- 
sentatives of  the  modern  type  of  clever 
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eockney  official.  One  ooald  not  fail  to  be 
staggered  by  their  self-atsoranoei  and  at 
the  same  time  oyerwhelmed  by  the 
adminietratlye  eapaeity  that  they  displayed. 
Ihey  had  both  for  many  yean  filled 
sabordinate  positions  in  large  ^wn  Uoions, 
and  were  amply  qnallfied  for  the  task  of 
roosing  an  old-fashioned  proyincial  work- 
hoQse  oat  of  its  onstomaiy  torpor.  They 
took  great  pride  in  the  aceoraoy  and 
ponctnaUty  with  which  the  daily  routine 
was  performed,  and  need  to  inform  me 
with  JQStifiable  self-satisf action  of  the 
incredibly  short  time  in  whioh  the  meals 
were  brought  np  and  serred  ronnd,  so 
that  each  person  received  his  or  her 
portion  before  it  had  oooled.  Whether 
the  inmates  were  grateful  for  this  accession 
of  comfort  I  do  not  know.  Probably  they 
received  it  with  the  apparent  indifference 
that  is  so  characteristic  of  country  paupers. 

"Their  patience  is  wonderful  in  the 
country  compared  with  the  towns/'  re- 
marked the  new  master.  '*  They  never 
grumble  or  fuss  for  their  rights.  On  one 
occasion  when  dinner  was  acci4entally 
delayed  half  an  hour,  they  all  waited 
qnietly  till  it  was  ready  without  making 
any  remaik.  If  such  a  thing  had  happened 
in  a  large  town  IJnioni  the  house  would 
have  mutinied  1  Why,  this  little  place  is 
more  like  a  Home  for  the  Aged  and 
lofirm  than  a  real  workhouse  t  *'  he  added, 
with  a  touch  of  scorn.  '*Yicet  Na 
Certainly  there  are  some  poor,  half-witted 
creatures  here  who  have  got  into  trouble, 
but  it's  a  different  dass  altogether  to  what 
we  get  in  London  or  the  north." 

It  was  a  shade  humiliating  to  be  told  that 
the  only  workhouse  I  knew  was  by  no 
means  a  representative  estabUahmont.  Bat 
the  distinction  between  town  and  country 
was  probably  correct  There  were  no  real 
criminals  at  Blank,  only  a  collection  of 
wretched  specimens  of  humanity. 

Daring  my  years  of  connection  with 
the  workhouse,  one  point  was  very 
frequently  debated,  namely,  whether  it 
was  more  beneficial  to  the  children  to 
be  educated  entirely  within  the  precincts 
of  the  Union,  or  to  attend  the  National 
School  The  old-fashioned  officials  pre- 
ferred the  former  method,  alleging  with 
some  show  of  reason  that  mixing  with 
other  children  usually  involved,  sooner 
or  later,  the  introduction  of  infectious 
diseases  into  the  workhouse.  This  was  all 
the  more  annoying,  because  owing  to  the 
isolated  position  of  the  building,  it 
generally  enjoyed  a  remarkable  immunity 


from  infectious  oompiaints.  Ttie  nev 
master,'  however,  maintained  with  still 
greater  reason  that  the  rbk  of  meaileB 
or  whooping-cough  could  not  outweigh  the 
benefits  the  children  would  derive  from 
mixing  freely  with  the  outer  world. 
Nothing,  he  contended,  would  remove  the 
**  pauper  taint "  so  effectually  as  alloving 
the  children  to  share  the  same  edacatioD 
and  interests  as  their  more  fortonite 
neighbours.  Moreover,  he  boldly  applied 
to  the  guardians  for  permission  to  fit  the 
boys  out  with  linen  eollars  for  wearing 
at  school,  a  little  addition  to  the  ordinary 
workhouse  costume  which  added  greatly 
to  their  appearance.  In  jastioe  to  the 
guardians  I  must  say  that  they  entirely 
acquiesced  in  these  suggestions,  when  once 
convinced  that  they  would  conduce  wholly 
to  the  children's  benefit  So  it  was  finally 
settled  that  the  children  were  to  attend 
the  National  School,  one  dissenflent  voice 
only  being  raised  by  a  benevolent  gnardiao, 
who  urged  that  it  was  cruel  to  expect 
them  to  walk  a  quarter  of  a  mUe  to  their 
lessons  in  all  weathera  In  a  neighboar. 
hood  whero  many  of  the  cottage  children 
walk  a  couple  of  milep,  over  wind-svopt 
hiils  or  down  mud-blocked  lanef,  to 
school,  this  objection  naturally  excited 
nothing  but  a  passing  amila 

One  of  the  most  successful  enterWn- 
ments  I  have  ever  attended  was  a  Christ- 
mas Tree  at  Blank  Workhouse.  The  party 
was  given  by  some  ladies  in  the  neighboar. 
hood,  and  the  number  of  ina**®*,,"®"^^ 
comparatively  so  small,  it  was  possible  w 
be  more  lavish  with  presents  than  is  nsuai 
on  such  occasions.  The  tea  was  reaUy « 
pretty  sight,  the  large  new  red-briok  woo 
being  temporarily  converted  by  p^moM 
of  evergreens  into  quite  a  festive  hanqaeting 
hali.  One  of  the  ladies  had  thougWW 
ordered  a  supply  of  ordinary  cups  m 
saucers  from  the  inn,  so  that  for  on 
evening  the  poor  people  might  diipen^ 
with  the  mugs  out  of  which  they  woW 
drank.  I  entirely  sympathised  with  ner 
action,  for  the  presence  of  a  tin  mng  oj 
the  bedside  of  a  sick  person  has  o»b 
struck  me  as  one  of  the  dreariest  Uiui^ 
in  connection  with  the  workhouse.  ^ 
tainly  the  chUdren  at  Blank  were  a  W 
healthy-looking  lot— wonderf ollyi^i'fl;^^^^^^^ 
considering  what  a  bad  sUrt  in  p  n»°^ 
of  them  had.  Tne  little  girW  d**  •»» 
dresses  were  brightened  up  for  ^^^^^^.^ 
,  mas  party  by  the  addition  of  w  aotij 
twUl  sashes,  prepared  by  the  ^^^^^^ 
I  the  occasion.    The  enjoyment  these  ss«> 
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gave  to  their  little  wearerf ,  and ;  the 
expressions  of  admiration  they  extracted 
from  visitorSi  mast  well  have  repaid  her 
for  the  trouble.  Under  the  old  i^gime  the 
officials  seemed  to  have  the  comfort  of  the 
inmates  considerably  at  hearti  all  things 
considering ;  bat  this  pride  in  the  external 
appearance  of  their  charges  was  quite  an 
innoTation.  Whether  the  same  change 
has  taken  place  in  all  workhouaes,  or 
whether  it  was  merely  dae  to  our  having 
an  unasaally  active  master  and  matron,  I 
do  not  know. 

Whilst  awaiting  the  distribution  of 
presents  round  the  Christmas  tree,  I  found 
myself  standing  between  a  quiet,  nice- 
looking  youth,  and  a  dreadfully  deformed 
cripple.  The  former  looked  so  much  the 
more  attractive  that  I  decided  to  address 
him  first.  It  was  a  bad  shot.  After 
making  several  remarks  and  receiving  no 
response)  I  was  about  to  retire  somev^hat 
abashed,  when  the  cripple  interposed  and 
explained  that  his  companion  was  almost 
stone-deaf.  It  seemed  a  sad  case,  as 
apparently  the  boy  was  at  about  seveateen 
hopelessly  .  condemned  to  a  lifelong 
sojourn  in  the  workhouse.  His  employ- 
ment consisted  in  cleaning  the  knives  and 
boots  of  the  establishment.  The  cripple, 
who  turned  out  to  be  a  very  civil  young 
fellovr  in  spite  of  an  unavoidably  distres- 
sing appearance,  told  me  that  he  had  been 
knocked  down  as  a  boy  whilst  driving 
cows,  and  had  injured  his  hip.  He  seemed 
very  cheerful  in  spite  of  being  terribly 
contorted,  and  quite  unable  to  move 
without  crutches. 

Presently  I  noticed  an  old  man  sitting 
by  the  fire,  rather  apart  from  the  circle 
round  the  Christmas  tree.  He  was  lame, 
and  had  been  carried  into  the  room  in  a 
chair.  Very  soon  I  entered  into  conver- 
sation with  him  and  heard  the  outlines 
of  hia  history.  He  was  now  eighty  years 
of  age,  and  in  early  life  had  been  a  fairly 
prosperous  country  butcher^  Gradually  he 
had  grovrn  too  old  for  hia  work,  at  last  hia 
wife  died,  and  being  childless  he  had  no 
one  to  look  after  his  house.  Then  came  a 
period  of  miserable  discomfort  in  lodgings, 
which  probably  absorbed  most  of  his  libUe 
savings.  One  brother  was  already  in 
Blank  Workhouse,  so  at  last  he  thought 
that  he  would  come  in  too. 

^'Bat  had  you  no  other  relations t"  I 
enquired. 

*<  Ay,  nephews  and  niecea  They  were 
very  willing  I  should  come  and  live  with 
thon»»  but  I  know  well  what  'tviroa'd   be 


when  my  bit  of  money's  all  gone !  I've 
seen  a  lot  of  that  living  with  relations,  so 
I  thought  I'd  just  come  in  here." 

The  meeting  of  the  two  old  brothers  in 
the  workhouse  struck  even  the  matter- 
of-fact  master  as  contsJning  the  elements 
of  a  tragedy.  **  I  looked  to  see.  how  they 
would  meet^"  he  said,  "for  I  thought  the 
poor  old  fellows  would  surely  feel  it  very 
much,  having  been  in  such  a  diiSerent 
position  once.  But  nol  they  hardly 
seemed  to  notice  it4it,  all.  *  How  are  you, 
John?  Yoa'il  get  better  here.'  That  was 
all." 

The  master's  account,  which  was  quite 
borne  out  by  old  John's  statement  to  me, 
makes  me  hope  that  all  the  inmates  do  not 
suffer  acutely  from  passing  their  old  age 
in  the  workhouse.  Of  course,  as  regards 
mere  material  comfort,  the  old  man  was 
far  better  off  in  a  clean,  airy  house,  with 
good  fires  and  constant  attention,  than  he 
can  have  been  alone  in  lodgings.  And,  for 
a  wonderj  he  seemed  to  recognise  it. 

A  few  bedridden  old  women  had  their 
tea  and  presents  carried  to  them  in  the 
sick-room.  I  seized  the  opportunity  of 
looking  up  my  old  haunts.  Certainly  the 
invalids  were  far  better  housed  than 
formerly.  A  suite  of  rooms  detached 
from  the. main  building  was  now  devoted 
to  their  use ;  the  view  from  the  windows 
left  nothing  to  desire;  the  red  blinds  looked 
singularly  cheerful.  A  regalar  nurse  was 
now  always  in  charge  of  the  sick — a  most 
necessary  functionary  when  it  is  considered 
that  having  no  hospital  near,  people  suffer- 
ing from  bad  accidents  or  acute  illness  were 
often  carried  to  the  workhouse,  where  the 
doctor  could  see  them  daily.  For  instance, 
during  the  ioflueDzi  epidemic,  a  farmer, 
missbg  his  waggoner  from  work,  went  to 
his  cottage,  and  found  the  man  and  his 
wife  upstairs  too  ill  to  move,  and  several 
children  in  the  kitchen  below  vainly  asking 
for  food.  No  one  could  be  found  to  nurse 
the  sick  couple,  for  in  every  household 
there  were  people  more  or  less  gravely 
iU.  There  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to 
convey  the  man  and  his  wife  and  baby  to 
the  workhouse  to  be  nursed,  whilst  neigh- 
bours consented  to  look  after  the  older 
children.  Probably  this  was  only  one  out 
of  very  many  similar  cases. 

The  inmates  of  the  sick-room  had 
changed  wonderfully  little.  If  they  were 
not  Uie  actual  individuals  I  had  known 
formerly,  still  tbiey  were  the  same  types 
as  ever.  There  was  the  nice-looking  old 
woman  who  is  never  weary  of  detailing 
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how  the  doctor  eomplfmanted  her  on  her 
brayeiy  when  ftmpatotiD|;  her  leg,  and 
what  extraordinary  sensationa  she  hai  in 
the  mifiring  member.  And  that  other  old 
woman  who  tells  yon  gravely  how  the 
witchei  nsed  to  meet  on  the  wooded  knoll 
ontflide  her  native  villager  Sometimea  ahe 
gets  a  little  eonfnsed  and  fanoiei  that  the 
witches  inhabit  the  sick-room,  disporting 
themselvesi  for  choice,  on  the  ceiling ;  bnt 
she  is  qoite  sensible  enongh  to  appreciate 
the  unnsnally  good  tea,  and  tiie  little 
presents  that  accompany  it.  By-the-bye, 
the  taste  that  even  the  worst  invalids  in 
the  workhouse  have  for  cake  is  something 
marvellona  Beally  in  the  last  stages  of 
old  age  or  illness,  they  seem  always  in- 
clined to  try  a  bit  of  cake  as  long  as  they 
can  swallow  anything.  The  other  in- 
habitants of  the  sick-room  are  generally 
deaf  old  women,  with  whom  one  chiefly 
communicates  by  a  series  of  nods  and 
smiles.  They  were  a  great  uiziety  to  me 
in  my  vfsitiDg  days,  as  I  always  feared 
they  might  feel  neglected  whilst  I  was 
reading  or  talking  to  the  others.  Often 
have  I  strained  my  voice  almost  to  ex- 
tinction, to  say  nothing  of  being  a  terrible 
disturbance  to  my  neighbours,  in  the  vain 
effort  to  include  the  deaf  division  in  my 
diBconrse.  But  whether  they  heard  or 
not,  they  recognised  that  my  efforts  were 
well  meant,  and  greeted  me  as  cordially  as 
circumBtances  would  admit. 

The  following  little  scene  took  place  in 
the  workhouse  garden  not  long  ago : 

Old  man  engaged  in  weeding,  suddenly 
addresBiDg  the  new  London  master:  <* What- 
ever shall  I  do  with  these  here  Beaconsfields, 
sir  1    Throw  'em  away,  or  plant^em  % " 

Master,  puzzled :  *'  Throw  what  away  1 " 

Old  man,  brandishing  some  primroBO 
roots :  "Why,  these  here  old  Ben  Disraelis, 
of  course  1  ** 

Master:  <'So  we  have  politics  even  in 
here,  have  we  9 " 

Old  man  proudly ;  <'  Ab,  I'm  a  bit  of  an 
old  Tory  still  1 " 

One  cannot  help  respecting  Toryism  that 
is  of  such  a  robust  nature  as  to  survive  a 
lengthened  Bojoum  in  the  workhouse  !  In 
a  general  way  the  old  women  were  the 
keenest  politicians  in  the  U  nion,  and  were, 
moreover,  always  ready  to  do  battle  for 
their  cause. 

It  is  a  matter  of  commcm  experience 
that  newspapers  are  eagerly  devoured  by 
the  inmates  of  workhouses.  Illustrated 
papers  are  naturally  the  greatest  favourites; 
next  to  them  come  either  the   London  | 


dailies  or  the  local  paper.  Provided  with 
any  of  these  yon  may  make  sore  of  a 
hearty  welcome.  Ihdeod,  workhoue  viait- 
ing  may  have  its  drawbacks,  but  it  hu 
alM  distinct  advantages.  If  the  sunoon- 
dfaigs  of  the  inmatea  are  somewhat  dieuy 
and  depresdng,  they  are  also  wonderfolly 
clean  and  airy,  which  is  no  small  considen* 
tion  for  a  vbitor.  And  one's  welcome  is 
practically  assosed,  for  though  an  oeeadoiud 
visitor  cannot  reasonably  hope  to  aceom- 
plish  any  great  work,  or  introdnee  any 
startling  reforms,  there  can  be  no  doabt 
that  the  very  right  of  a  stranger  from  time 
to  time  is  a  rare  boon  to  those  inmatei 
whose  lives  are  mainly  unhappy  beeaoae  so 
monotonous. 

THE   GREY   BOY. 

A  6HORT  SERIAL  8T0RY. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

The  inquest  held  on  Mr.  Anaon  and 
Dolores  threw  a  certain  amount  of  light 
on  the  family  history  of  the  Ansooa   ^ 
that  concerned  the  death  of  Mr.  Anflon 
and  Dolores  was,  necessarily,  made  pnblie. 
The  mystery  of  the  Grey  Boy  was  par- 
tially explained.    Mr.  Anson's  death  wis 
brought  in  as  suicide  while  temportfily 
insane,  while  the  post-mortem  showed  tiiat 
Dolores,  whose  heart  had  been  always  weak, 
actuaUy  died  of  fright.    The  livid  marks 
about  her  throat  were  explabed  to  hive 
been  caused  by  a  half-mad  crestore,  who 
lived  with  the  Anson?,  and  whose  occa- 
sional  escapes  from   the  •  confinement  in 
which,  on  accouht  of  his  homicidal  maoui 
they  were  obliged  to  keep  him,  had  raised 
again  the  old  story  of  the  Grey  Boy,  tbe 
Ansons  having  made  use  of  the  old  ghostly 
tradition  to  conceal  the  existence  of  ttie 
creature  under  their  charge.    He  had  been 
wounded  by  Mr.  Anson,  who  had  6m  aj 
him  before  killing  himself.    The  wound 
was  not  mortal^  and,  at  the  matigstion  oi 
the  doctors  called  in  to  attend  Urn,  ^e 
was,  when  cured,  removed  to  an  ^^^ 
There  was  no  reason  now  why  he  Bhom 
be  kept  at  Moorlands.    Why  his  existence 
had  been  hidden  away  there  at  m  o^ 
one  but  Leila  ever  knew.    And  she  only 
learned  it  many  years  later.    The  wUo^e 
truth  of  the  bUiek  story  she  never  betfa* 
Her  husband  offered  once  to  teU  l^^^Z 
Bat  she  would  not  have  it  recalled  nom 
the  vanished  past,  and  her  husband  eangn^ 
her  to  him  and  kissed  her  passionately' 

"My  darling i    You  are  hsppte '<* "^ 
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knowing!    I  cannot  bear  to  think  that 
even  its  shadow  shonld  toach  you !  '* 

Bat  she  learned  that  the  Ansons'  life  at 
Moorlands  had  been  one  of  enforced  ex- 
piation of  a  foal  and  treacheroas  crime. 
Hesketh  Anson  was  innocent  of  it,  bat  the 
horror  of  it  had  toached  his  life  too,  and 
for  his  brother  and  his  wife's  sake  he  had 
been  compelled  to  take  part  in  that  life 
of  expiation.  The  charge  of  the  dreadfal 
creatare  known  as  the  Grey  Boy  was  the 
heaviest  portion  of  their  penance.  They 
were  to  keep  its  existence  a  secret,  and 
the  day  it  became  known  they  woald  not 
only  forfeit  the  fortane,  bnt  incar  the  risk 
of  the  pablication  of  their  crime,  with  the 
possibility  of  paying  their  life  in  shamef al 
forfeit. 

Mr.  Anson  was  now  dead.  When  they 
went  to  tell  Mrs.  Anson  of  all  that  had 
happened,  they  foand  her  room  empty. 
She  hieMl  that  very  night  broken  oat  of  her 
prison,  risking  the  penalty  of  her  condact, 
and  fled,  taking  all  her  jewels  with  her. 
She  had  evidently  prepared  everything  for 
her  flight  beforehand. 

If  Hesketh  Anson  saspected  her  where- 
aboats,  and  Leila  fancied  that  he  did,  he 
gave  no  sign ;  and  none  of  those  who  had 
known  her  in  England  at  any  rate  ever 
heard  of  her  again.  Bat  though  mach  of 
the  mystery  of  their  life  at  Moorlands  was 
not  explained  to  her  till  many  years  after- 
I  wards,  before  she  left  it  for  good,  the 
afternoon  of  the  day  on  which  the  inqaest 
took  place,  she  saw  Hesketh  Anson  in 
a  new  light. 

He  came  to  her  as  she  was  patting  her 
things  together  before  leaving,  and  thoagh 
he  did  not  speak  mach  of  himself,  yet 
he  said  enongh  to  let  her  see  how  mach 
she  bad  misjadged  him.  The  shock  of 
Dolores's  death  had  been  a  terrible  one  to 
him.  He  felt  it  more  than  all  the  rest. 
Indeed,  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  the  exposare 
of  the  family  secret  broaght  a  certain 
relief  to  him.  She  discovered  that  his 
seeming  harshness  and  hardness  had  been 
a  necessity,  owing  to  the  wild  and  reckless 
extravagance  of  Mrs.  Anson,  who  had 
spent  a  small  fortane  in  jewels  and 
toilettes,  the  jewels  which  she  had  taken 
away  with  her. 

Thoagh  the  Ansons  were  believed  to  be 
rich,  each  year  a  heavy  sum  had  to  be 
paid  oat  to  a  certain  charity  abroad,  the 
charity  to  which  the  whole  fortane  was  to 
go  when  the  conditions  of  the  will  were 
no  longer  falfiUed.  Mrs.  Anson's  reckless 
extravagance  had  made  this  a  difScalt  task 


to  Hesketh  Anson,  who  by  degrees  had 
been  compelled,  owing  to  his  brother's 
increasing  intemperance,  to  take  the  whole 
management  of  the  estate  on  himself;  and 
thus,  to  save  hfs  brother  and  his  wife  from 
public  shame,  he  had  been  compelled  to 
endure  the  odium  of  seeming  a  hard  and 
grasping  man  of  business.  Year  by  year 
his  own  position  had  become  more  difficult, 
as  his  brother,  driven  by  remorse — for 
conscience  never  quite  died  in  his  indolent 
and  self-indulgent  nature — yielded  himself 
more  completely  to  habits  of  intemperance, 
while  each  year  the  creature  under  their 
charge  grew  more  difficult  to  control.  At 
last  Hesketh  scarcely  dared  to  leave  the 
house  at  all.  Each  time  he  went  away, 
the  murderously  mad  thing,  cunning  as  it 
was  secretive,  would  break  boundi',  either 
through  the  drunken  carelessness  of  Anson, 
or  through  the  incapability  of  Washington 
or  Hezekiah  to  manage  him;  and  each 
time  some  one's  life  nearly  paid  the  forfeit. 

The  only  being  for  which  it  showed 
any  affection  was  Hezekiab,  and  it  had  on 
more  than  one  occasion  nearly  killed  him, 
once — that  time  when  Dolores  had  seen 
hin^ — Hesketh  Anson,  who  had  just  come 
in  from  a  ride,'  only  arriving  in  time. 

He  told  LeOa  how  disturbed  he  had 
been  that  day,  when  she  had  arrived  at 
Moorlands.  It  had  all  been  arranged 
by  his  sister-in-law  without  his  knowledge, 
as  they  had  agreed  that  for  the  future 
they  would  ask  no  more  strangers  into 
the  house. 

He  had  been  out  all  that  day,  and 
on  returning  foun4  that  she  was  coming 
to  Moorlands,  learning  also  from  her,  though 
she  suspected  nothing,  that  the  Grey  Boy 
had  escaped.  That  he  should  have  made 
so  daring  an  outbreak  filled  him  with 
alarm.  It  was  he  who  had  found  him 
at  last  after  much  searching,  trying  to  enter 
her  door  that  same  night.  So  cunning 
and  secret  was  the  creature,  that  until 
the  night  of  the  tragedy,  no  one  in  the 
house  suspected  that  he  had  found  a  way, 
hitherto  unknown  even  to '  the  Anson?, 
from  his  own  part  of  the  house  to  the 
room  occupied  by  Dolores.  The  discovery 
explained  much  of  the  mystery  in  his 
comings  and  goings  which  had  often  puzzled 
them  before. 

<* Heaven  bless  you!"  said  Hesketh 
Anson  when  she  parted  from  him.  Long 
after  she  remembered  that  he  did  not  say 
good-bye.  But  he  expressed  no  wish  to 
meet  her  again,  and  the  old  stem  self- 
repression  had    taken  the  place  of   the 
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oorboi  tenderneu  into  whieh  that  dread- 
ful night  he  had  been  betrayed.  When 
she  left,  ahe  belieyed  that  that  chapter  of 
her  life,  ai  it  concerned  the  Anaoni,  was 
doaed  for  ever.  Bat  she  took  away  with 
her  a  scarcely  breathed  hope  that  another 
and  moat  beaatifol  one  had  opened  for 
her.  The  laat  time  ahe  had  aeen  Dr. 
Barton — ^the  morning  of  the  inqaeat — he 
had  given  her  to  understand  that  he 
looked  forward  to  a  apeedy  meetbg.  Hia 
look  and  hia  tone  aaid  far  more  than  hia 
words.  Perhaps  he  meant  it,  for  the 
moment.  Certainly  Leila  believed  in  their 
trnth.  She  carried  their  memory  away 
with  her;  nor  could  Marbba's  bitter 
insults  and  aocusationa  of  blackmail  which 
ahe  caat  at  him  shake  her  faith. 

The  poor  woman  waa  diatracted  with 
griet  They  could  acarcely  induce  her  to 
leave  the  body  of  the  dead  child.  She 
persisted  in  holding  Leila  partly  re- 
aponaible  for  her  dea^,  declaring  that  ahe 
had  played  into  the  handa  of  her  lover, 
aa  ahe  called  Dr.  Barton,  and  helped  him 
in  hia  sfForta  to  pry  out  the  secret,  for  the 
keeping  of  which  he  hoped  to  be  paid. 
Lsila,  in  consideration  of  her  grief,  over- 
came her  own  indignation,  though  she 
resented  hotly  the  insinuations  brought 
against  Dr.  Burton. 

Bat  the  hope  and  the  faith  faded  slowly 
out  of  her  life  aa  the  days  that  followed 
her  departure  from  Moorlands  lengthened 
into  weeks,  and  the  weeks  into  months, 
and  not  a  word  nor  sign  came  to  change 
that  beautiful  possibility  into  happy  reality. 
Then  one  day,  in  the  monotonous  exis- 
tence she  was  leading  in  a  respectable 
middle-class  family,  she  took  up  a  paper 
and  read  of  liis  marriage. 

He  married  a  girl  with  money,  and 
bought  a  fashionable  practice  in  London, 
and  became  a  popular  and  successful 
physician.  Then,  indeed,  she  folb  that 
that  strange,  dark  chapter  in  her  life  at 
Moorlands  was  closed  for  ever.  Sbe  re- 
covered her  spirits  as  time  went  on.  She 
was  not  one  who  could  love  where  her 


trust  was  shaken,  and  nuny  things  beeame 
clearer  to  her  as  her  mind  and  powen  of 
judgement  were  enlarged  by  experience 
and  the  years  of  womanhood.  Lookbg 
back,  without  the  glamour  of  the  old  faitb, 
she  could  see  that  Martha  had  been  right, 
only  it  was  not  she  herself  who  had  played 
the  spy.  That  anonymous  letter  told  her 
only  too  well,  and  the  baseness  pf  the  tooli 
he  had  employed  filled  her  with  scorn  l(x 
him.  She  wondered  how  she  could  haye 
been  so  blind. 

And  then  one  day,  ten  years  from  the  day 
on  which  she  had  left  Moorlands,  Heeketh 
Anson  was  ushered  into  the  sitting-room 
of  the  little  home  she  had  made  for  henelf 
in  London.  She  had  just  come  in  from 
her  daily  lessons.  She  woiked  hard,  and 
though  she  was  happy  and  contented 
enough,  some  of  her  prettiness  had  vanished; 
but  in  the  eyes  of  the  man  who  bad  waited 
for  80  many  years,  till  the  whole  of  that 
black  shadow  was  lifted  from  his  life  and 
he  had  the  right  to  ask  her  to  be  his  wife, 
she  had  gain^  a  fresh  loveliness. 

At  first  she  could  not  understand  it 
That  he  had  learned  to  love  her  in  those 
dark  daya  at  Moorlands  seemed  incredible, 
and  that  he  should  have  been  so  patiently 
faithful  through  all  thoae  years,  not  know- 
ing whether  ahe  was  married  or  not,  or 
whether  he  could  ever  hope  to  win  her, 
seemed  still  more  wonderful.  Bat  he 
taught  her  to  beUeve  it  at  last,  and  as  she 
learned  the  leason  she  discovered  hov 
true  and  tender  was  the  heart  that  had 
beaten  under  the  apparent  hardness  and 
aternneas  which  had  once  repelled  her. 
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CHAPTER  I. 
MISS  ASTELL  CONGRATULATES. 

<*  Is  Mrs.  Oormaek  at  home  t " 
Apparently  the  qaestion  was  a  mere 
matter  of  form.  Without  waiting  for  the 
prompt  and  respectful  affirmative  response 
of  the  footman  before  her,  the  speaker 
crossed  the  threshold  of  the  big  stone 
house.  Apparently,  also,  she  was  by  no 
means  a  stranger,  for  the  man,  having  led 
the  way  along  sandry  rather  over-decorated 
passages  and  thrown  open  a  drawing-room 
door,  did  not  ask  the  visitor's  name  bat 
withdrew  in  silence. 

Tue  room  was  empty.  Ic  was  a  large 
sqaare  room,  with  a  large  fireplace  in  the 
wall  at  right  angles  to  the  door ;  a  fireplace 
filled,  on  this  Jane  afternoon,  with  hot- 
house plants.  Facing  the  door  and  facing 
the  fireplace  were  wide  mollioned  windows, 
through  which  an  expanse  of  typical  York- 
shire country  was  visible.  The  room,  like 
the  passages,  was  over -decorated;  the 
handsome  furniture  had  apparently  been 


chosen  entirely  without  reference  to  the 
character  of  the  place,  and  there  was  a 
stiff  conventionality  about  its  arrangement. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  subtle  suggestion  of 
vulgarity  which  pervaded  the  roomj  per- 
haps it  was  the  equally  subtle  suggestion 
of  concentration  and  self-absorption  about 
her  personality  that  made  the  figure  of  the 
new-comer  seem  curiously  out  of  harmony 
with  her  surroundings.  She  had  stopped 
abruptly  as  the  footman  closed  the  door; 
evidently  not  arrested  by  anything  about 
the  room,  at  which,  indeed,  she  did  not 
glance,  but  evidently  under  that  mental 
influence  which  at  the  same  moment  in- 
tensified the  set  of  her  lips  and  released 

strange  momentary  fldsh  in  her  eyes. 


a 


Then  she  moved,  and  walking  slowly  across 
to  the  window  stood  there  looking  away 
over  the  country  with  intent,  unseeing 
eyes. 

She  was  a  tall  woman,  and  she  moved 
and  stood  with  that  dignity  of  carriage  at 
once  proud  and  unconscious  which  is  only 
produced  when  individual  temperament 
has  been  influenced  by  an  instinctive  sense 
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of  good  birth  and  good  breeding.  Except 
that  she  was  certainly  no  longer  a  girl  it 
wonld  have  been  diffijolt  to  arrive  at  any 
conclasion  as  to  her  age  from  her  ap- 
pearance ;  for  she  was  at  that  stage  of  her 
physical  developement  when  age  seema  to 
be  entirely  subservient  to  personality.  She 
was  very  handsome,  and  the  beaatifally 
chiselled  f eatnres  were  sensitive  and  strong 
— more  sensitive,  it  seemed,  to  expression 
of  scorn  or  disdain  than  to  gentler 
emotions,  judging  from  the  look  which 
stole  over  her  pale  face  and  Into  her  large 
dark  eyes  as  she  gazed  oat  over  the  sunny 
landscape.  Her  smaU,  weli-poised  head  was 
crowned  with  that  rare  loveliness — fine, 
soft,  perfectly  black  hair.  She  was  very 
simply  dressed  in  a  tailor-made  gown,  but 
every  detail  about  her  was  perfect  of  its 
kind. 

The  door  behind  her  opened  with  a 
rattle  and  a  click,  the  strange  intensity 
passed  out  of  her  face  on  the  instant  and 
she  turned  quietly. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Magdalen,  I  call  this 
really  fortunate  1  I  said  to  Louisa,  *  Shall 
we  go  for  a  drive  I '  and  she  said,  '  No, 
some  one  is  sure  to  call,'  and  so  we  didn't  1 
And  how  are  you,  my  dear  1 " 

The  speech  was  terminated  by  a 
vigorous  embrace,  and  then  the  speaker 
subsided  into  an  arm-chair  and  began  to 
fan  herself  violently. 

She  was  an  elderly  woman,  and  it  was 
obvious  at  the  first  glance  that  it  would 
have  better  beseemed  her  if  her  hair  had 
not  been  golden.  There  was  also  a  frank 
artificiality  about  her  complexion  from 
which  her  honest  and  kindly  little  eyes 
twinkled  out  most  inharmoniously.  She 
was  dressed  in  an  arrangement  of  silk  and 
lace  which  made  her  ridiculously  like  a  piece 
of  her  own  drawing-room  "suite."  Her 
speech  was  a  cfmbination  of  great  natural 
volubility  and  a  caricature  of  the  tone  and 
accent  of  what  she  would  have  designated 
as  '^good  society";  the  result,  to  those 
who  met  Mri*.  Cormack  for  the  first  time, 
was  apt  to  be  staitltng. 

Her  visitor,  however,  only  smiled 
slightly,  and  settled  herself  in  a  chair  with 
a  careless  composure  that  was,  evidently, 
habitual  to  her. 

"I  thought  you  would  probably  be 
•  ready  to  be  welcomed  home  by  this  after- 
noon," she  said.  Her  voice  was  beautifully 
modulated,  but  perhaps  a  little  too  clear 
and  cold.  '*I  need  not  tell  you  how  glad 
I  am  to  welcome  you." 

"  Very  nice  of  you  to  say  so,  my  dear ! " 


was  the  reply.  "  To  tell  the  truth,  I  did 
think  of  you  when  Louisa  said  some 
one  might  call  Yes,  and  it  seems  quite 
funny  to  be  back  here  again  after  all  the 
travelling  and  racketing  that  we've  had, 
don't  yon  know  1  Nine  months  it  U  sinee 
we  started  off;  and  on  the  go,  so  to  speak, 
all  the  time  1  And  how  have  you  been  all 
this  time;  and  what's  the  news  down 
here  I " 

The  words  were  nttered  in  a*  tone  in 
which  kindly  condescension  struggled  with 
importance  and  triumph,  and  the  beaatifnl 
lips  of  Mrs.  Gormack's  visitor  curved  into 
a  slight  smile. 

*'I  am  always  in  rude  health,  as  yon 
know,  my  dear  Mrs.  Cormack;  and  the  news 
in  these  parts  is  not  usually  of  a  startling 
character,  as  I  think  you  must  remember 
even  after  a  nine  months'  absence.  Tonr 
doings  are  likely  to  be  more  intereetbg 
than  mine."  She  met  her  hostess's  eyes 
as  she  spoke  with  another  slight  smils  that 
was  not  without  meaning,  and  Ma. 
Cormack  laughed  cheerily. 

"Well,    that's    true,    I    expect," 
answered.      "  Wedding    news   is 
interesting,  isn't  it  1    I  tell  Basil  he'll  be 
quite  a  lion  1    Won't  he,  now ! " 

The  large  dark  eyea  were  still  meetiog 
Mrs.  Cormack's  calmly,  and  before  she 
answered,  the  younger  woman  lifted  the 
tassel  of  her  sunshade,  and  let  it  rnn 
carelessly  through  her  fingers. 

**Is  it  wedding  newal"  she  .said,  with 
a  slight  emphasis  oo  the  third  word. 

**  Oh,  well,  it's  a  preliminary,  isn't  it  1 
Brenda  won't  hear  of  the  marriage,  yon 
know,  until  after  the  twelve  months  from 
her  father's  death,  and  they've  only  been 
engaged  a  month.  Just  a  month  it  issinee 
it  ail  happened !  Dear  me,  Magdalen,  and 
when  I  saw  you  last,  my  dear,  I  was  qwte 
put  out  at  having  to  take  charge  of  the 
child,  wasn't  I  \  Now,  do  tell  me,  were  yon 
surprised  when  you  heard  of  it  I  My  dear, 
when  Louisa  and  I  first  began  to  see  » 
coming  on  with  Basil,  you  might  have 
knocked  us  down  with  a  feather,  I  ^^"^ 
you  I  There !  I  was  pleased  I  I'd  ^f?^ 
to  be  af rMd  that  BasQ  wasn't  the  marrymg 
sort    Shouldn't  you  have  said  so,  now » 

"Mr.  Cormack  had  that  character, 
certafnlv 

•*  So,  of  course,  I  should  have  been  gW 
to  see  him  married  to  any  one  almost-- a^y 

dear- 


see  her,  I  know." 
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Apparently  the  yoanger  womaa'a  ears 
were  toit  macb  quicker  than  those  of  her 
hoatess,  for  while  the  latter  was  yet  speak- 
ing, her  Tisitor  had  tamed  as  if  she  hoard 
something  and  fixed  her  eyes  upon  the  door. 
She  did  not  attempt  to  reply,  and  in  another 
instant  the  door  opened,  and  two  people 
came  in  together. 

The  first  was  a  curiously  faded  repro- 
duction of  Mrs.  Oormack  herself :  a  moek- 
looking  old  lady,  with  no  exuberance 
either  of  looks  or  manner.  With  her  the 
visitor  shook  hands,  greeting  her  as  Miss 
Brown«  Thejother  was  a  girl  of  three-and- 
twenty,  a  pretty,  slight  figure  in  a  grey 
cotton  frock,  and  as  she  came  rather  shyly 
towards  the  group  by  the  window,  Mrs. 
Oormack  beamed  upon  her  and  said : 

"  Brenda,  my  dear,  I  was  just  wondering 
where  you  could  have  got  tol  Here  is 
our  nearest  neighbour  and  oldest  and 
greatest  friend,  almost,  in  these  parts,  has 
come  to  see  us — Miss  Astell.  Magdalen, 
this  is  MUs  Brenda  Stansfield,  who  you've 
heard  of." 

Miss  Ast^U  had  turned  from  Miss 
Brown,  and  had  risen  to  her  feet.  Daring 
this  irregularly  worded  introduction  she  had 
faced  the  girl,  her  eyes  resting  deliberately 
on  the  pretty,  youthful  face,  which  fluslied 
hotly  under  their  scrutiny.  As  Mrs.  Oor- 
mack finished,  she  held  out  her  hand 
carelessly. 

"So  glad  to  meet  you!"  she  said. 
**  Yes,  of  course  I  have  heard  a  great  deal 
about  you.  Indeed,  you '  have  baen  quite 
a  public  benefactor  in  these  parts  for  some 
weeks !  ** 

There  was  a  shy  and  rather  incoherent 
response  in  a  soft  girlish  voice,  ai|d  Miss 
Brenda  Stansfield,  who  was  evidently  too 
much  embarrassed  by  her.  interlocutor  to 
have  much  comprehension  of  what  was  said 
to  her,  obviously  intended  to  slip  into  a 
secluded  corner.  Bat  such  was  not  Miss 
Astell's  intention  for  her,  and  she  went 
on  talking,  as  she  reseated  herself  with  a 
little  gesture  that  gave  the  girl  no  choice 
but  to  sit  down  close  by. 

''If  you  have  ever  lived  in  the  country," 
she  said,  with  a  smile — her  eyes  still  fixed 
remorselessly  on  the  girl's  burning  face 
— "you  will  know  li^w  great  a  boon 
you  confer  when  you  give  your  fellow- 
creatures  something  to  talk  about.  The 
news  of  which  you  are  the  centre  has  quite 
superseded  the  weather  and  the  crops  as 
a  topic  of  conversation  for  many  miles 
round." 

She  spoke   with  that  somewhat   cold 


suavity  which  emphasizes  so  remorselessly 
the  difference  between  well-assured  woman- 
hood and  ill-assured  girlhood ;  and  it  was 
with  an  evident  effort  that  the  girl  beside 
her  collected  herself  to  say,  with  a  nervous 
little  laugh : 

"I'm  afraid  I  don't  appreciate  the  position 
much  I  •'      • 

"  Oh,  you  will ! "  was  the  calm  answer. 
"  You  wiU  in  time." 

Miss  Astell  broke  off  to  take  some  tea 
from  the  footman  who  presented  himself 
and  his  tray  before  her  at  the  moment, 
and  the  girl  stole  a  glance  at  the  beautiful 
profile  thus  turned  towards  her — a  glance 
of  admiration^  but  hardly  of  prepossession 
— while  Mrs.  Oormack  said  with  cheery 
meaning : 

"You  can  take  shelter,  you  know, 
Brenda.    It  doesn't  all  come  on  you.'' 

"Exactly!"  continued  Miss  Astell. 
"  You  can  take  shelter.  And  where  is  the 
shelter  this  afternoon.  Miss  Stansfield  I 
Why  is  he  not  here  to  protect  you  1 " 

"  I  don't  know — I  mean  I  have  not  seen 
him  since  lunch,"  faltered  the  girl  shyly; 
and  Mrs.  Oormack  broke  in : 

"  Why,  he's  in  the  library,  isn't  he  1 
William  can't  have  told  him  yon  were  here^ 
my  dear.  Louisa" — ^turning  to  Miss 
Brown — "  jast  ring  the  bell,  will  you,  and 
we'll  send  for  him." 

But  Miss  Astell  interposed  with  a  move- 
ment of  her  hand. 

"  How  unkind,  Mrs.  Oormack  1 "  she 
said.  "  When  Miss  Stansfield  says  that  she 
has  not  seen  Mr.  Oormack  since  lunch ! 
Why  don't  you  ask  her  to  fetch  himt" 
She  turned  to  the  girl  again,  fixing  her 
eyes  once  more  on  her  face  as  she  said 
coolly :  "  Will  you  tell  Mr.  Oormack  that  an 
old  friend  would  like  to  congratulate 
himi" 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  then 
Brenda  Stansfield,  as  thoagh  dominated  by 
the  superior  self-possession  of  the  speaker, 
rose  with  a  murmured  assent,  and  left  the 
room. 

Miss  Astell  laughed  a  little  as  she  dis- 
appeared. 

"Perhaps  that  was  more  amiable  than 
wise  in  me  1 "  she  said.  "  It  will  be  some 
time  before  they  appear,  probably !  What 
a  pretty  little  girl,  my  dear  Mrs.  Oormack, 
and  how  young— eighteen  or  nineteen,  I 
gather  from  her  manner  1  Tdree-and- 
twentyt    Really  T' 

"  She's  father  shy,  you  see,"  said  Mrs. 
Oormack,  a  note  of  apology  forcing  itself 
into  her  voice  before  the  uplifted  eyebrows 
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with  which  MUb  Aatell  epoke  the  last 
word.  "  Bat  she  ii  a  sweet  girl !  It's 
sQch  a  pleasure  to  me  to  think  of  having 
him  and  her  settled  dose  by  I  ean't  tell  you! 
Yoa'ye  heard  that  Basil's  going  to  take 
Arsdale—onlyasevenmiles* drive  from  here, 
yon  know  1  In  fact,  he's  all  bat  done  it 
He — there  now^  Magdalen,  they've  behaved 
better  than  yon  gave  them  eredit  for ! " 

The  door  had  opened  on  Mrs.  Oormaek's 
exdamation,  and  the  last  words,  thoagh 
nominally  addressed  to  Miss  Astell,  were 
actnally  transferred  to  Brenda  Stansfield, 
who  was  coming  towards  them  still 
blushing  prettily.  Miss  Amtell  was  looking 
straight  across  the  room,  with  an  odd  little 
smile  JQst  toadunff  her  lips. 

Following  Brenaa  Stansfield  was  a  man. 
He  was  tall  and  well  set-np,  presumably 
about  five-and-thirty  years  old,  and  con- 
spicuously good-looking  in  a  fab,  straight- 
featured  style.  His  face  was  very  still, 
almost  apafihetic,  as  were  all  of  his  very 
deliberate  movements.  His  mouth  was 
hidden  by  a  fair  moustache,  and  he  had 
rather  curious  eyes.  They  were  grey  eyes, 
excessively  wide  open,  and  they  had  no 
expresdon  of  any  khid. 

He  came  straight  across  the  room  to  Miss 
Astell,  who  watched  his  approach  still  with, 
that  odd  little  smQe  on  her  face,  and  as  he 
reached  her  she  held  out  her  hand  without 
risinff. 

*'  You  have  come  to  be  congratulated," 
she  said.  "  That's  very  nice  of  you.  How 
do  you  do  after  all  this  long  time  1  " 

"  How  are  you  f  " 

The  conventional  response  was  uttered 
in  just  the  slow,  dispassionate  tone  of  voice 
which  might  have  been  expected  from  Mr. 
Basil  Cormack's  personality.  As  he  made 
it  he  seated  himself  in  the  same  deliberate 
fashion,  and  Miss  Astell  went  on,  her  dear, 
cool  voice  perhaps  a  shade  cooler  than 
usual 

**I  hope  Miss  Stansfield  told  you  that  it 
was  my  consideration  that  made  her  your 
mother's  messenger,  Mr.  Cormack  1  One 
likes  to  have  one's  little  amiabilities  appre- 
dated,  and  Mrs.  Cormack  was  actually 
going  to  cast  the  pearl  of  opportunity  before 
William  1 " 

<*  Brenda  told  me  that  you  were  kind 
enough  to  wish  to  see  me." 

^'And  you  meet  my  wishes  with  a 
promptitude  which  is  truly  admirable.  I 
ought  to  say  something  very  charming  in 
return,  ought  I  noti  But  I'm  afraid  Miss 
Stansfield  would  not  like  me  if  I  said  what 
I  thought  in  her  presence  " — this  with  a 


elance  and  a  smile  to  the  girl — *'so  please 
unagine  all  that  is  nice  and  congratulatoiy.'' 

"  Thanks,  very  much  1 " 

"  Mrs.  Cormack  tells  me  that  yon  hsye 
bought  Arsdale.  That  means  that  yoa 
are  tired  of  travelling,  I  suppose  ? '' 

'*  I  suppose  so — yes.  I  have  not  actaallj 
bought  the  place  yet,  though." 

"Ah,  but  you  mean  tol"  Miss  Astell 
rose  as  she  spoke.  "  Well,  I  have  csased 
you  to  be  dragged  from  your  lair  for  a 
very  little,  while,  you  see.  I  must  go,  I'm 
afraid,  Mrs.  Cormack.  It  is  so  nice  to  have 
you  back  again  ! " 

"Bat  you  needn't  run  away  in  such  a  great 
hurry,  my  dear,  surely.  Why,  you've  got 
a  lot  to  hear  yet,  and  there's  dl  yoar  neira 
we  haven't  heard.  Come,  now,  sit  down 
again,  and  we'll  have  a  really  comfortable 
chat." 

Miss  Astell  made  an  eloquent  little 
gesture  of  negation, 

*'  Imposdble  1 "  she  said  lightly.  ''  I  only 
jast  looked  in  for  a  few  minutes.  So  sorry ! 
Q  }od-bye  !  Good-bye,  Miss  Stansfidd!" 

She  offered  her  hand  to  the  girl  with 
the  same  strange  directness  of  gaze  with 
which  she  had  received  her,  and  then  she 
tamed  to  Mr.  Cormack.  He  moved  across 
the  room  to  open  the  door  for  her,  evi- 
dently intending  to  see  her  to  the  front 
door,  and  with  another  light  word  or  two 
of  farewell  she  passed  out  of  the  room 
before  him. 

Bat  after  the  drawing-room  door  was 
shut.  Miss  Astell  spoke  not  another  word; 
nor  did  she  even  glance  round,  as  she 
walked  with  a  quick  step  along  the  passage, 
at  her  impeitarbably  silent  escort;  and 
when  at  last  she  turned  and  faced  him  by 
the  hall  door,  there  was  a  strange  tensity 
about  her  handsome  face,  and  her  eyes 
were  fiAshing,  The  footman  was  holding 
the  door  open  for  her,  and  she  held  oat 
her  hand. 

"Good-bye!"  she  said.  And  without 
another  word  or  a  single  backward  glanee 
she  went  away  down  the  broad  Bight  of 
steps  and  along  the  drive. 

Whorlbeck  Hall  was  one  of  those  g^f^ 
houses  which  make  a  kind  of  landmark  in 
the  country  (or  miles  round,  jast  as  the 
doings  of  their  owners  form  a  prominent 
feature  in  those  local  chronicles  which  are 
compiled  day  by  day  in  every  country 
place,  by  word  of  mouth.  Everybody  knew 
the  house  itself,  in  its  ugly,  ponderous 
magnificence,  and  everybody  knew  eveiT- 
thbg  that  happened  in  the  family  of  it> 
owners^  the  Cormacks. 
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The  pUce  had  been  bnflt  some  tvrenty 
years  before,  as  every  child  in  the  nefgh- 
bonring  village  knew,  by  old  Mr.  Cormack, 
the  present  Baail  Gormack's  father.  Old 
Mr.  Gormack  bad  been  a  self-made  man 
who  had  risen  from  a  very  hamble  rank  of 
life  in  Manchester,  and  had  made  for  him- 
self an  enormoas  fortune.  He  had  bought 
the  estate  from  the  Astell  family,  whose 
fortunes  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Gormack's 
appearance  on  the  scene,  were,  after  un- 
numbered years  of  possession  and  pros- 
perityi  rapidly  declining.  And  in  the 
course  of  the  transaction  Mr.  Gormack 
had  "  done  something  " — ^here  the  records 
became  vague — of  a  conspicuously  honour- 
able or  generous  nature  which  had  led  to  a 
firm  alliance  between  the  new  owner  and  the 
old — an  alliance  which  had  survived  with 
the  remaining  members  of  either  family  after 
the  death  of  the  contracting  parties,  in  one 
of  those  curious  intimacies  of  custom  or 
habit  so  inexplicable  to  lookers-on.  In 
this  instance  the  facnhy  for  wonderment 
had  been  so  greatly  exercised  in  the 
onlookers  by  the  original  alliance  that  it 
had  completely  exhausted  itself.  The 
friendly  relation  ^between  the  Astells, 
teistocratic  to  the  backbone  in  everything 
but  title,  and  good  vulgar  Mr.  Gormack 
and  his  kindly  vulgar  wife,  had  become  the 
simplest  matter  of  course  with  the  rapidity 
with  which  facts  do  become  a  matter  of 
course. 

Old  Mr.  Gormack  and  old  Mr.  Astell 
had  died  within  six  months  of  one 
another,  twelve  years  after  the  building 
of  Whorlbeck  Hall.  Since  then  Mrs. 
Gormack,  to  whom  the  house  had  been 
left,  had  lived  in  it  for  such  months  of  the 
year  as  were  not  to  be  spent  in  dazzling, 
and  being  dazzled  by,  London  society. 
With  her  lived  her  sister,  Miss  Louisa 
Brown.  Her  son  and  only  child  —  a 
young  man  of  seven-and-twenty  when  his 
father  died— had  lived,  nominally,  in  London 
since  that  event  But*,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
Basil  Gormack  was  very  seldom  to  be  found 
in  his  comfortable  rooms  in  St.  James's 
Street  Neither  was  he  often  at  Whorl- 
beck Hall  for  more  than  a  day  or  two 
together.  His  time  was  spent  in  a 
curiously  rushing  and  restless  fashion — a 
week  in  Italy,  six  months  at  the  Gape ;  a 
short  sojourn  in  New  York ;  this  was  the 
way  in  which  Basil  Gormack's  years  went 
by.  And  the  neighbourhood  defined  thi?, 
his  leading  oharacteristic,  as  "Mi.  Gor- 
mack's extraordinary  passion  for  going 
about." 


Incidents  had  been  rare  in  the  Gormack 
family  since  the  great  event  of  the  master's 
death,  and  the  country-side  had  conse- 
quently been  oonsiderably  moved,  after 
eight  years  of  such  famine,  by  the  intro- 
duction of  another  figure  into  the  family 
circle.  A  cousin  of  Mrs.  Gormack's,  who 
had  married,  as  that  worthy  lady  would 
once  have  expressed  it,  **  very  high,"  died  a 
widow,  leaving  a  daughter  without,  as  it 
appeared,  a  connexion  in  the  world 
excepting  Mrs.  Gjrmack.  For  some  time 
the  girl  had  lived  with  friends  of  her 
mother's,  and  then  circumstances  had  so 
fallen  out  that  Mrs.  Gormack  offered  to 
take  charge  of  her,  and  the  offer  was 
gratefully  accepted.  Miss  Brenda  S  bans- 
field  was- only  introduced  to  the  Whorl- 
beck people  by  hearsay,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  for  another  small  excitement  had 
resulted  on  her  appearance,  metaphorically 
speaking.  Mrs.  Gormack  had  determined 
to  spend  the  winter  abroad,  and  had  dis- 
appeared early  in  Qjtober  with  much  pomp 
and  paraphernalia. 

And  in  the  following  May  the  neigh- 
bourhood was  thrilled  to  its  centre  by  the 
tidings  that  Mr.  Basil  Gormack,  who  was 
known  to  have  spent  the  winter  with  his 
mother,  was  engaged  to  her  charge,  Miss 
Brenda  Stansfield,  and  that  he  had 
actually  taken  Arsdale  House,  a  large 
house  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"  And  of  course,"  said  people,  on  the 
report  of  a  loquacious  farmer's  wife  who 
had  chanced  to  see  Mies  Astell  on  her  way 
up  to  the  Hall  on  that  Jane  afternoon, 
*'  of  course.  Miss  Astell  would  be  the  first 
to  congratulate." 

CHAPTER  11.      "  CONFOUND  HIM  !  *' 

About  a  mile  and  a  half  lay  between 
Whorlbeck  Hall  and  the  house  known  as 
Whorlbeck  Gottage,  which  old  Mr.  Astell, 
a  widower  even  when  the  Gormacks  ap- 
peared upon  the  scene,  had  left  to  his 
daughter,  together  with  a  slender  income. 
Whorlbeck  lay  in  the  midst  of  a  beautiful 
tract  of  characteristic  Yorkshire  scenery. 
The  Hall  itself  was  in  a  sheltered,  wooded 
valley,  between  two  great  expanses  of 
heathery  moor.  On  either  side  of  tlie 
moors  sprang  up  height  after  height  of 
low  hills,  melting  at  length  into  the  dim 
blue  of  the  horizon,  which  was  broken 
here  and  there  by  the  deeper  blue  of  a 
higher  peak.  In  the  foreground  was  the 
little  sparkling  beck  from  which  the  place 
took  its  name.     It  crossed  and  recrossed 
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the  road  like  a  sQyer  thread,  and  then 
lost  itaelf  in  the  thick  belt  of  treea  at  the 
back  of  Whorlbeck  Gottage.  On  this  Jane 
day  the  tnmmer  sunlight  was  painting 
everything  with  fforgeooi,  perfect  colour. 
But  apparently  tanmiarity  had  blunted 
Miss  Aitell's  sense  of  the  beauty  around 
her,  for  as  she  walked  swiftly  along  she 
glanced  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  \jbe  left. 
Nor,  jiidging  from  the  expression  of  her 
face,  did  she  even  see  the  view  on  which 
her  eyes  were  fixed.  She  pushed  open  her 
garden  gate,  and,  with  the  same  hard 
preoccupation  about  her,  went  on  rapidly 
through  the  garden,  through  the  hall,  and 
on  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

**  Where's  the  tearing  hurry,  Magda  I " 

With  a  start  so  violent  that  in  a  woman 
less  finely  tempered  it  must  have  found 
expression  in  a  cry.  Miss  Astell  faced 
round.  Standing  on  the  threshold  of  a 
room  opening  on  to  the  hall  was  a  young 
man,  and  as  she  saw  him  an  exclamation 
of  amazement  broke  from  her, 

"  Oerard  1  How  in  the  world  did  you 
come  here  t " 

The  young  man  laughed,  not  very 
pleasantly. 

^'Many  thankief  for  the  welcome,"  he 
said,  and  his  voice  was  curiously  like  and 
yet  unlike  Miss  Astell's  own  cool  tones. 
"  I  came  to  Helstone  in  the  usual  baking 
apparatus,  and  from  Helstone  I  have  come 
on  my  feet.  Toe  proceeding  being,  though 
doubtless  laudable,  exceedingly  heating, 
Vm  now  refreshing  myself  with  a  drink.'' 

He  moved  as  he  spoke,  and  Miss  Astell 
followed  him  into  the  room  from  which  he 
had  emerged.  It  was  a  dining-room,  very 
well  furnished  with  real  old  oak,  and  on  the 
table  was  a  tray  containing  the  necessary 
apparatus  for  whiskey-and-sodaa.  On  an 
armchair  at  the  foot  of  the  table  lay  a  rough 
Skye  terrier ;  his  tongue  was  hanging  out 
of  his  mouth,  and  he  was  panting  ex- 
ceedingly as  he  cocked  up  one  ear  at  the 
young  man's  entrance. 

/'Why  did  you  not  let  me   knowl" 
demanded  Miss  ABtell. 

**  Because  I  didn't  know  myself,*'  was 
the  laconic  response ;  and  the  young  man 
turned  his  attention  to  hlb  half-empty 
tumbler. 

Contrasts  between  brother  and  sister  are 
not  rare,  but  a  stronger  contrast  than  that 
between  Gerard  Astell  and  his  sister — only 
son  and  only  daughter  of  their  parents — it 
would  be  imposdble.to  imagine.  Their 
father  had  been  wont  to  say  that  Magdalen 
had  her  brother's  share  of  good  looks  as 


well  as  her  own.  Gerard  was  short, 
slight^  and  brown—"  wiry  "  was  the  word 
that  best  described  hie  physique— and 
he  was  as  ugly  as  a  set  of  hopelesily 
irregular  features  eould  make  him.  He 
had  brown  eyes  with  a  twinkle  in  thsm, 
set  rather  deeply  in  his  head,  and  he  wore 
a  little  dark  moustache.  At  this  particolar 
moment  he  was  very  nnbeoomingly  hot, 
and  the  physical  relaxation  engendered  by 
fatigue  seemed  to  bring  oat  something 
rather  reckless  about  his  expression,  as 
weU  as  some  harassed  lines  about  hii 
mouth.  The  only  point  in  which  fail 
personality  touched  that  of  his  sister  wsb 
in  a  certain  unconscious  air  of  good 
breeding  and  refinement  which,  difftjrontly 
as  it  expressed  itself,  was  essentially  the 
same  in  both. 

<*  Good  1 "  he  exclaimed  with  a  sigh  of 
content  as  he  put  down  his  empty  tumbler. 
"  Now  I'll  have  a  tab  and  a  anooae,  and  be 
ready  for  dinner.    By  Jove,  I  am  beat  I "  ^ 

"It  is  only  five  miles  from  Helstone,' 
observed  Miss  Astell  coldly.  ''  Not  maeh 
for  a  man,  I  should  have  thought.*' 

"Depends  on  the  man's  oonditioni yon 
see,"  returned  her  brother.  "Dinner  ^ 
seven  t  All  right  Oome  on,  Scamp."  And 
the  terrier,  whose  bright  eyea  had  never 
stirred  from  his  master,  jumped  from  the 
chair  instantly. 

Oool  and  refreshed,  Oerard  Astell  sp- 
peared  to  greater  advantage  two  bonn 
later  when  he  strolled  into  the  dining-room 
sprucely  got  up  in  semi-evening  dresij 
but  the  shadow  of  care  of  some  sortwtf 
stUl  upon  his  face.  He  had  to  wsiU 
minute  or  two  before  Miss  Astell  appeared. 
She  was  wearing  a  black  dinner  dreUi 
which  made  her  beauty  even  more  eon- 
spicuous  than  her  morning  dress  had  done; 
but  she  was  very  pale,  and  the  set  looki 
broken  up  for  the  moment  by  the  snrpriis 
of  her  brother's  arrival,  was  mors  pi^ 
nounced  than  ever.  . 

Neither  brother  nor  sister  alluded  ag^ 
to  Oerard's  unexpected  arrival.  ^^^ 
proceedings  were  evidently  charaeteriiw 
with  him,  and  to  be  accepted  as  a  matH|| 
of  course.  They  talked  in  an  easy  diitont 
fashion  of  London,  where  the  brother 
practised  as  a  barrister— briefless,  for  the 
most  part— and  where  the  sister  V^^ 
several  weeks  of  each  year;  and  ^^^^  ^ 
friends  and  acquaintance  there.  No  lo^^ 
topic  presented  iUelf  until  the  servant  hia 
left  the  room,  and  then  Oerard  said  esre- 
lessly,  holding  his  glass  of  claret  to  the 
light  as  he  spoke : 
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''  Whtn  did  th^  Cormacks  oome  downl" 
Mfatt  AstaU's  fiogem  were  daintily  re- 
moving the  stalks  from  some  strawberries, 
and  her  attention  was  somewhat  absorbed 
in  her  oooopation  as  she  returned : 
<'  Yesterday — no,  the  day  before." 
''Seen  them  yet r' 

"Yes,  I  called  this  afternoon.  Mrs, 
Cormaok  is  semi-delirious  with  rapture,  poor 
old  soul ! " 

Gerard  Astell  looked  across  the  table 
rather  blankly.  His  attention  also  seemed 
to  be  hardly  concentrated  on  the  con- 
rersation. 

<'  What  about  f "  he  said. 
"  What  about  % "  echoed  his  sister.  She 
was  crushing  her  strawberries  now  with  a 
slow,  deliberate  movement.  ''My  dear 
Gerardi  Basil  Gormack's  engagement,  of 
coarse.  Not  a  very  exciting  young  woman, 
it  seemed  to  me — she  was  produced  for 
Inspection." 

A  curious  flash  of  expression  that  looked 
almost  like  a  sudden  remembrance  passed 
across  Gerard's  face.  The  shadow  of  pre- 
occupied anxiety  which  had  rested  upon  it 
throughout  the  meal  did  not  immediately 
settle  down  again  as  he  turned  his  glass 
slowly  round  on  the  table. 

''  Of  course,"  he  said,  *'  of  course.  Miss 
Stanafield.^  A  pretty  girl,  Magda— *awfully 
pretty ! " 

Miss  Astell  looked  up  at  her  brother 
quickly. 

«  Do  you  know  her  f "  she  asked. 
<*  I  was  in  Paris  when  they  were  there  in 
April,  don't  you  know,  and  I  sawa  good  deal 
of  them.  By  Jove,  it  was  a  rum  thing  to  see 
that  girl  in  double  harness  with  jolly  old 
Mrs.  Cormack  1    It's  not  the  same  breed — 
you  saw  that,  of  course  f  " 
<^She  seemed — inofiPensive." 
*'  She's  thoroughbred,"  was  the  emphatic 
response.      *'And  she's  going    to  marry 
Cormack.    Well  1 " 

It  was  a  curious  nondescript  ejaculation, 
and  it  was  succeeded  by  a  sUence.  It  was 
growing  dusk,  and  Gerard's  face  was  hardly 
distinguishable;  but  Miss  Aatell  did  not 
look  ap,  she  was  still  crashing  her  straw- 
bei^aa  with  an  absorbed,  concentrated 
morement,  tiiough  they  had  long  since 
become  pulp. 

With  a  sudden  gesture,  Gerard  moved 
and  stretched  out  his  hand  for  the  decanter. 
Ha  seemed  to  be  throwing  something  from 
him,  and  his  voice  as  he  spoke  was  light 
and  easy.  ^ 

**  He's  a  good  fellow,"  he  said.  "  Odd, 
of  coarse,  but  an  awfully  good  sort.    It's 


no  unkindness  to  our  old  friends  if  one 
wonders  now  and  then  how  he  comes  to  be 
such  a  gentleman." 

'  With  a  sharp  swift  movement  Miss 
Astell  rose  from  her  seat  and  walked  to 
the  window.  Her  back  was  towards  her 
brother  as  she  said  in  a  strangd,  low  voice : 

"  Have  you  come  down  to  borrow  money 
of  Basil  Cormack  1 " 

An  exclamation  of  astonishment  that 
was  almost  an  oath  broke  from  Gerard, 
and  he  turned  sharply  towards  her. 

"What  the  dickens  do  you  meant"  he 
said. 

"  Do  you  think  I  don't  know  t  You've 
borrowed  money  of  him  again  and  again 
for  your  contemptible  pleasures  —  your 
racing,  gambling,  or  whatever  it  is.  You 
are  heaWly  in  his  debt  at  this  momeni'' 

"  How  the how  do   you    know  1 

Who  told  you  % " 

Miss  Astell  laughed|harshly.  "  Oh,  not 
your  creditor  1"  she  said.  'He  is  'such 
a  gentleman,'  you  know  I  You've  told  me 
yourself— told  me  over  and  over  again,  so 
that  I  should  have  been  a  fool  if  I  had  not 
understood." 

The  twinkle  in  Gerard  Astell's  eyes  was 
evidenUy  borne  out  by  an  easy-going 
tendency  in  his  temperament.  There  was 
a  moment's  pause,  and  then  he  laughed. 

'<  You're  confoundedly  'cute  1 "  he  said. 
"  Hang  it  all,  what  an  ass  I  must  be  !  But 
there,  I  don't  know  Iftiat  it  matters  much." 

"Have  you  come  down  to  borrow 
money  of  Basil  Cormack ) " 

"  That's  my  concern  1 "  was  the  answer, 
given  with  a  sudden  flash  of  anger  which 
seemed  to  be  the  outcome  of  some  inward 
irritability.  "Hang  it,  why  shouldn't  I 
borrow  of  Cormack  if  I  like  f  " 

"  Because  if  you  were  a  man  you  would 
rather  starve  than  take  his  money  I " 

The  words  flashed  out  suddenly  and 
fiercely,  and  as  she  spoke  them  Miss  Astell 
tarned  and  faced  her  brother,  one  clenched 
hand  resting  on  the  window  frame,  her 
handsome  head  thrown  proudly  back,  her 
face  a  beautiful  white  outline  only,  in  the 
twilight,  except  for  her  gleaming  eyes. 
Her  whole  figure  seemed  to  vibrate  with 
the  passionate  intensity  with  which  she 
had  spoken,  and  for  a  moment  her  brother 
gazed  at  her  in  speechless  amazeiiient. 
Then  as  she  turned  abruptly  away  he  gave 
a  low  whistle  and  said  : 

"By  Jove,  Magda,  you  do  dislike 
him  I " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then 
Miss  Astell  said  "  Yes  1 " 
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The  next  initant  the  torned  again  with 
a  gracef al  moYement  of  sapreme  eareleaa- 
neM: 

"I  suppose  it  is  of  no  use  to  expeet  yon 
to  be  inflaenced  by  my  prejndiees/'  she 
said  in  her  coolest  tones.  *'  Only,  when 
you  are  in  difficulties  don't  say  that  I  did 
not  warn  you  1  Would  you  like  to  smoke 
in  the  garden  t " 

Hardly  waiting  for  his  mechanical  ac- 
quiescence she  moved  across  the  room  and 
out  into  the  hall.  And  as  Gerard,  follow- 
ing her  slowly  with  Scamp  as  usual  at  his 
heels,  reached  the  threshold,  he  saw  her 
•top  suddenly  and  then  go  through  the 
open  hall  door  towards  two  figures  which 
were  coming  up  the  garden. 

"Miss  Brown  1"  she  said,  as  she  met 
them.  "How nice  1  And  Miss  Stansfield  1" 
Again  that  curious  flash  of  expression 
passed  across  Gerard  Astell's  face.  He 
thrust  his  cfgar-caie  back  into  his  pocket 
and  moved  quickly  towards  the  group  in 
the  garden.  Miss  Astell  heard  his  footstep 
on  the  gravel. 

"My  brother  surprised  me  this  after- 
noon, Miss  Brown r'  she  said.  "Miss 
Stansfield,  I  have  been  much  interested  to 
hear  that  you  and  he  are  old  acquaint- 
ances 1 " 

Gerard  was  shaking  hands  with  the  old 
lady  by  this  time,  and  as  he  did  so  it  was 
evident  that  he  was  by  no  means  at  his 
best  with  his  sister.  His  manner  to  Miss 
Brown  was  a  charming  mixture  of  deference 
and  "  chaff/'  and  she  received  him  with  a 
timid  effusion  which  told  that  he  was  a 
favourite  with  her.  He  turned  from  her 
to  Bienda  Stansfield,  and  there  was  some- 
thing almost  shy  beneath  his  ease  of 
manner. 

*'  It's  awfully  jolly  for  me  to  renew  our 
acquaintance,"  he  said.  "  And  Scamp  feels 
the  same,  you  see,"  glancing  down  at  the 
dog,  who  was  gazing  up  at  the  girl  with 
his  intelligent  eyes  and  wagging  his  tail 
madly.  ''His  manners  won't  allow  him  to 
jump  up,  but  he  hopes  you'll  speak  to  him." 

Brenda  Stansfield  uttered  a  little  ex- 
cbmation  of  affection  and  knelt  down  on 
the  grass. 

"  Dear  boy  1 "  she  said.  "  Shake  hands, 
then  !  How  are  you  f  Isn't  he  a  dear, 
Miss  Astell)"  she  added,  glancing  up  rather 
shyly.  "He  and  I  are  great  friends, 
aren't  we.  Scamp  1 " 

Brenda  was  wearing  a  big  garden-hat, 
and  a  soft  wrap  over  her  dinner  dress. 
Her  face  was  very  girlish,  untouched  as 
yet  by  any  strong  expreesion,  and  almost 


like  a  child's  in  colouring.  She  had  soft 
curling  brown  hair  and  simple,  straight- 
forward blue  eyes,  and  as  she  Imelt  there 
by  the  dog,  looking  up  into  the  faces 
above  her,  a  little  flushed  with  pleasure, 
or  shyness,  or  both  together,  she  made  a 
very  charming  picture.  Apparently  both 
Miss  Astell  and  her  brother  thought  so, 
for  they  looked  down  at  her  without 
speaking.  There  was  no  silence,  for  a 
quavering  ripple  of  "  Good  doggie  1  Poor 
fellow  1  Good  doggie  1 "  was  contributed 
by  little  Miss  Brown,  but  the  girl  rose 
rather  suddenly  to  her  feet  and  there  was 
an  added  shyness  about  her  as  she  said  to 
Miss  Astell : 

"We  came  with  a  message  from  Aunt 
Sarah." 

The  message  which  she  proceeded  to 
deliver  prettily,  but  with  some  constraint^ 
bore  reference  to  an  expedition  to  a  neigh- 
bouring waterifall  which  Mrs.  Cormack 
proposed  for  the  following  day,  and  in 
which  she  hoped  Miss  Astell  might  join 
them.  Miss  Astell,  however,  was  engaged, 
"most  unfortunately,"  as  she  sud  with 
her  enigmatical  little  smile. 

"How  good  of  you  to  come  down!" 
Miss  Astefi  continued.  <*Come  and  sit 
down,  do  1  There  are  some  chairs  under 
that  tree,  Gerard.  Miss  Brown,  you  are 
a  great  walker,  I  know,  but  you  will  be 
tired." 

She  led  the  way  to  the  place  she  had 
indicated,  but  once  there  she  left  the 
conduct  of  the  conversation  entirely  to 
Gorard;  and  Gerard  addressed  himself 
mainly  to  Miss  Brown,  talking  of  Paris 
and  their  joint  doings  there,  turning  now 
and  then  with  a  "  Do  you  remember  t " 
or  "  Wasn't  it  so  1"  to  the  slight  figure 
next  him.  Miss  Brown  must  have  been 
easily  satisfied,  for  when  she  rose  in  about 
twenty  minutes,  she  declared  with  meek 
eagerness  that  she  had  had  a  most  delightful 
talk.  Personally,  she  had  scarcely  opened 
her  lips.  As  she  moved,  Gerard  dis- 
appeared, and  by  the  time  her  speech  was 
finished  he  was  back  again,  hat  in  hand 

'*  May  I  see  yon  up  to  the  Hall  f "  he 
asked;  and  he  cut  short  Miss  Brown's 
protestations  with  a  smile  that  made  his 
ugly  face  look  very  pleasant. 

"You  don't  suppose  I  should  let  you 
and  Miss  Stansfield  go  back  unprotected  t " 
he  said.  "Besides" — the  smile  died  out 
suddenly — "I  want  to  see  Basil!"  He 
held  the  gate  open  for  them  without 
glancing  at  his  sister,  and  walked  away  at 
Brenda  Stansfield's  side. 
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Miss  Astell  stood,  straight  and  tall,  by  the 
garden  gate  and  watched  them  out  of  sight ; 
stood  gazing  after  them  long  after  they  had 
disappeared.  Gradually  her  breathing 
began  to  quicken,  her  great  eyes  burnt 
and  shone,  and  her  lips  were  white  with 
the  force  with  which  they  were  compressed. 
At  last  she  turned  and  began  to  walkr  up 
and  down  the  garden  ^dth  a  graceful, 
regular  step  that  was  oddly  suggestive  of 
a  tigreso.  An  hour  passed,  and  she  had 
never  paused.  A  servant  came  out  of  the 
house  to  her. 

"  Shall  we  sit  up,  miss  ? "  she  said. 

"No,"  said  Miss  Astell  She  did  not 
turn  her  head  to  the  woman  or  pause  in 
her  walk  as  she  spoke.  "  Mr.  Gerard  will 
shut  up." 

Another  hour  passed,  and  a  man's  step 
became  faintly  audible  coming  down  the 
road.  She  stopped  abrupUy  and  listened 
as  it  came  nearer  and  nearer.  Then  she 
went  into  the  house,  and  sat  down  in  the 
drawing-room.  A  moment  later  the  door 
was  flung  open,  and  Gerard  appeared. 
But  it  was  quite  another  Gerard  to  the 
man  who  had  gone  away  two  hours  before. 
The  pleasant,  ugly  face  was  black  with 
anger.  Everything  that  was  good  in  it 
waa  utterly  submerged  beneath  a  morose- 
ness  which  was  not  without  desperation. 

"Tm  going  back  to  town  by  the  first 
train  to-morrow!"  he  said,  flinging  the 
words  out  savagely.  "Don't  sit  up  for 
me,  Tm  going  to  smoke." 

His  sister  looked  up  coolly  into  his  face. 

"  Have  you  seen  Basil  Cormack  t "  she 
asked. 

'*  Tes,  confound  him  I" 

The  door  slammed  violently,  and  Mfss 
Astell  was  alone  again.  She  stood  for  a 
moment  motionless,  and  a  gleam  like  a 
smile  came  into  her  eyes. 

"He  has  refused  himl"  she  said  to 
herself.  She  paused  a  moment,  and  the 
gleam  came  again.  "  Confound  him  1 '' 
she  said.  "  Is  that  a  relief,  I  wonder ;  to 
a  man  t " 

She  opened  the  door,  and  went  upstairs 
to  her  room. 

CHAPTER  IIL      A  Tl:TE-A-TiTE. 

*'So  it's reallyquite  finished;  servants  in, 
you  know,  and  all.  Dear  me,  Bisil  has  been 
in  a  fidget  to  get  it  done.  Haven't  you, 
Basil!  Aud  we  are  to  drive  over  to- 
morrow to  see  it." 

It  was  a  hot  afternoon  in  August,  six 
weeks  later,  and  in  the  shade  of  a  group 


of  trees,  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  smooth 
green  lawns  of  Whorlbeck  Hall,  sat  Mrs. 
Cormack  in  a  wicker  chair.  She  was 
looking  very  hot,  and  her  white  dress, 
profusely  trimmed  with  lace,  taken  in  con- 
junction with  her  much-powderedi  beaming 
face,  seemed  rather  to  accentuate  the 
warmth  of  her  appearance.  Facing  her, 
leaning  back  gracefully  in  a  lounging-chair, 
was  Miss  Astell,  to  whom  her  words  had 
been  addressed.  Her  pale,  careless  face, 
and  her  blender  figure  in  its  cotton  dress, 
were  like  coolness  personified.  The  group 
was  completed  by  Basil  Cormack.  His 
hands  were  loosely  locked  behind  his  head ; 
he  looked  absolutely  imperturbable,  abso- 
lutely uninterested ;  his  ezpressionleaa 
grey  eyes  were  placidly  fixed  on  the  after- 
noon sky ;  it  was  impossible  to  believe  that 
he  ever  had  been  or  ever  could  be  in  a 
"  fidget." 

MIbs  Astell  turned  her  head  and  looked 
at  him. 

"You  have  been  very  quick  over  it," 
she  said.  "  There  must  have  been  a  good 
deal  to  do  to  the  house." 

He  made  a  gesture  of  assent. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  in  his  slow,  indifferent 
manner.  ''  I  had  a  fancy  to  get  it  done, 
though." 

"And  now  that  it's  all  so  handsome, 
and  he's  spent  untold  sums  in  having  it 
finished  in  such  a  hurry,  he  talks  of  not 
living  there,"  proclaimed  Mrs.  Cormack, 
as  one  whose  incredulous  astonishment  is 
not  to  be  repressed.  "  Not  at  first,  at  any 
rate." 

Miss  Astell  stretched  up  her  hand  and 
palled  down  a  bough  of  the  tree  above 
her. 

"  Beally  ! "  she  said  calmly.  "  And  what 
do  you  propose  to  do,  then,  Mr.  Cor- 
mack 1" 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  then 
Basil  Cormack  answered  lasily  : 

"I  shall  travel,  I  think." 

"  And  will  Miss  Stansfield  like  that  f " 

"Dear  Brendal"  broke  in  Mrs.  Cor- 
mack, with  cheery  affection.  "She  is 
delighted,  of  course.  Everything  is 
delightful  to  her,  vou  know.  And  I  sup- 
pose, after  all,  a  winter  at  Arsdale  wouldn't 
be  a  very  cheerful  thing." 

"  Winter  1 "  repeated  Miss  Astell.  She 
had  looked  up  quickly.  "  Oh,  is  it  to  be 
soon  then?" 

Mrs.  Cormack  laughed  mysteriously  and 
triumphantly. 

"  Well,  it  isn  t  absolutely  settled,"  she 
said,  with  a  glance  at  her  immoveable  son. 
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*'Bat  perhaps  before  long.  Look,  here's 
Brenda  eomiDg  to  as,  and  Tommy  ! " 

As  thongh  tiie  last  word  were  a  surprise 
to  her,  Miss  Astell  lifted  her  head  and 
glanced  over  her  shoulder.  Oomiog  along 
the  lawn  was  Brenda  Stansfield,  and  by 
her  side,  progressing,  quite  regardless  of 
the  heat,  in  little  sups  and  bounds,  and 
obviously  ehatterisg  as  fast  as  his  tongte 
would  wag,  was  a  small  boy  in  a  white 
sailor  suit. 

"Who  is  Tommy!"  enquired  Miss 
AatelL 

"There  I"  said  Mrs.  Gormaclr,  "I  never 
told  you  about  him,  did  I,  Magdalen  f 
He  belongs  to  some  cousins  of  my  poor 
husband's  that  have  nine  children,  and 
have  just  lost  the  little  money  they  had. 
And  he's  dying,  if  I'm  not  mistaken.  His 
chest  will  never  see  him  through  next 
winter,  poor  man  1  So  she's  half  distracted 
with  worry,  and  Tommy's  come  to  stay 
with  us  for  a  bit.  And  if  he's  not  a  little 
Turkl" 

By  this  time  the  little  voice  of  the  little 
Turk  was  distinctly  audible. 

*'  It's  dreadfully  miserable,  Brenda,  that 
you're  going  to  be  married  to  Cousin  Basil, 
because  you  and  me  would  have  been 
married,  wouldn't  we,  and  Aunt  Sarah 
would  have  let  us  live  in  that  nice  little 
tiny  house  where  the  cocks  and  hens  live. 
Wouldn't  you.  Aunt  Sarah)' 

He  was  jomping  up  and  down  like  a 
piece  of  quicksilver  in  front  of  Mrs.  Gor- 
mack  with  the  last  words,  and  as  Brenda, 
laughing  and  flushed,  held  out  her  hand  to 
Miss  Astell,  the  latter  said,  with  a  laugh : 

"  What  a  desirable  residence,  Miss  Stans- 
field !  Don't  you  think  you'd  better  give 
up  Arsdale  t " 

Brenda  smiled  constrainedly.  The  past 
six  weeks,  though  they  had  involved  a 
considerable  amount  cf  intercourse  with 
Miss  Astell,  had  evidently  by  no  means 
lessened  the  girl's  shyness  with  the  hand- 
some woman.  She  seemed^  indeed,  even 
more  ill  at  ease  with  her  as  an  acquaintance 
than  she  had  been  as  a  stranger.  Her 
hesitating  uncertainty  only  increased  now, 
and  she  turned  for  refage  to  Basil.  He 
had  risen  to  give  her  his  chair,  and  she  sat 
down  with  a  pretty  look  and  a  gesture  of 
thanks. 

"Basil,"  she  said,  "I've  promised  to 
ask  you  if  Tommy  may  come  with  us  to 
Arsdale  to-morrow.     He  wants " 

"  I  wants  to  see  the  place  where  Brenda's 
going  to  live,"  broke  in  Tommy  excitedly. 
"Ellen    says" — Ellen    waa    his    norse — 


"it's  the  beautifulleet  place,  and"  — he 
gasped  with  excitement — "  she  says  there's 
ponds  and  fishes." 

"  Are  you  fond  of  fishea  t "  demanded 
Miss  Astell,  fixing  her  cool  gaze  upon  ths 
child.  As  though  a  prolonged  sttf  e  were 
the  most  desirable  form  of  introduction  to 
his  mind,  Tommy  proceeded  to  contempkte 
his  interlocutor  for  several  seoondB.  Then 
he  nodded  emphatically. 

"  Yes,"  he  said.  But  he  addreaeed  the 
amplification  of  this  statement  to  Mrs. 
Cormack.  "  There  was  a  fish  in  a  pool  at 
Scarborough  once,  when  I  went  there,"  he 
said  with  breathless  interest;  "a  littls 
fish,  all  slippery,  and  he  jumped  right 
away.  May  I  see  Brenda's  fishes,  Aont 
Sarah  t    I  want  to." 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  to  be  sure  you  may," 
responded  Mrs.  Oocmack.  "  Tliat's  to  ssy 
if  you'll  be  a  good  boy.  And  what  I  wss 
going  to  say,  Magdalen,  my  dear,  and  I 
don't  know  why  I  haven't  said  it  before/' 
she  continued,  turning  to  Miss  Astell,  ''is, 
won't  you  come  over  with  us  %  Basil  and 
Brenda  think  of  riding,  so  we  shall  be  si 
comfortable  as  can  be  in  the  carriage.  Wt're 
going  to  start  about  eleven,  and  BasD's 
going  to  give  us  some  lunch,  and  then  we 
shall  drive  back  quietly  to  dinner.  Now 
do  come !  I  would  like  yoa  to  see  the 
place." 

Miss  Astell  leaned  back  once  more 
indolently  in  her  chair. 

"The  place?"  she  said.  "Yes,  I've 
not  been  there  since  the  Oanninghsms 
had  it  and  gave  those  dances.  By-the- 
byQ,  Mr.  Gornoack,  why  don't  you  give  s 
dance  before  you  go  on  your  travels  f" 
She  paused,  but  Basil  Oormack  only 
answered'  with  a  careless,  unmeaniDg 
gesture,  and  she  went  on:  "Ifs  very 
kind  of  you,  Mrs.  Oormack,  but  ifs  by  wsv 
of  being  a  faniuly  party,  isn't  it  t  Shoola 
I  not  be  in  the  way  ? "  There  wss  so 
odd  little  inflection  in  her  voicei  Mra 
Cormack  laughed  loudly  and  cordially. 
"Noi  Well  — thanks,  I  should  like  It 
immensely." 

She  rose  to  take  leava  as  she  spoken  sod 
Mrs.  Oormack  rose  also. 

"That's  capital,"  she  said.  "And  I 
shouldn't  wonder,  my  dear,  if  I  had  a  bit 
of  news  for  you  to-morrow.  I  don't  mind 
telling  you  I'm  sure  of  ii" 

She  glanced  with  ponderous  shyness  st 
the  engaged  couple,  and  Mfss  Astell  fol- 
lowed the  glance. 

"  Oh,"  ahe  said  coolly,  "  that  will  be  very 
interesting  I " 
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That  Mra.Oormack  not  onlyhad  a  "bit  of 
nevra,"  bat  that  she  was  poritiyaly  davonred 
by  a  desire  to  Impart  it,  was  obvionsy 
when  on  the  following  morning  she  came 
ont  to  the  carriage  that  had  ahready  fetched 
Mias  Astell  from  the  Oottage.  Miss  Brown 
followed  her,  and  Tommy  skipped  and 
hopped  in  front  She  greeted  Miss  Astell, 
and  setUed  the  party  in  the  carriage  with 
a  TolnbOity  and  torbnlence  evidently 
bom  of  excitement. 

**  There  I "  she  said,  as  the  carriage 
rolled  away  along  the  road.  "  Now  I  can 
tell  yon  comfortably,  my  dear.  So  flurried 
I  get,  thinking  of  it  The  wedding  day'lei 
fixed  1  There  never  was  such  a  man 
as  BtaXL  for  taking  fancies  and  sticking 
to  them,  and  it's  to  be  in  six  weeks — the 
twenty-first  of  September.  In  no  time, 
isn't  itt"  Mrs.  Oormack  paused,  but 
rather  to  take  breath  than  with  any  wiBh 
for  a  reply,  and  then  went  on  expansively. 
''They're  going  away  directly  after  the 
wedding— for  the  winter,  I  mean,  not  jnab 
for  the  honejrmoon.  That's  a  sad  pity, 
isn't  it,  but  I  expect  we  shall  go  abroad, 
too^  There's  a  great  deal  more  on  the 
Continent  we  didn't  [have  time  for,  last 
time.  And  Basil  was  ever  so  taken  with 
yoor  suggestion  about  a  dance,  and  he's 
going  to  give  one  —  a  kind  of  house- 
warming,  you  know,  only,  of  course,  that 
oughtn't  to  be  until  after  he  is  married 
— ^just  before  the  wedding.  A  regular 
big  affair,  you  know.  Arsdale's  just  the 
place  for  it.    He  settled  it  all  last  nfeht." 

^'Exactly,"  assented  Miss  Astell.  '*mat 
an  excitement  for  the  neighbourhood — a 
dance  and  a  wedding  1" 

Certainly  a  loquadous  lady  could  hardly 
hare  had  a  happier  time  than  Mrs.  Gormack 
enjoyed  for  the  ensuing  hour  and  a  half. 
Tommy  was  established  at  his  own  fervent 
entreaty  on  the  box  between  the  coach- 
man and  footman ;  Miss  Brown  was  always 
a  convenient  recipient  of  a  monologue; 
and  Miss  Astell,  leaning  back  in  her  corner, 
watching  the  landscape  with  libsent  eyes, 
only  exerted  herself  to  put  in  the  brief 
monosyllables  necessary  to  suppoit  Mrs. 
Oormack's  flow  of  talk.  Neither  her 
attitude  nor  the  nonchalance  of  her  expres- 
sion had  varied  in  the  least,  when,  on  Mrs. 
Oormack's  exclamation,  "Dear  me,  here 
we  are  1 "  she  roused  herself  and  turned 
to  look  at  the  house  they  were  rapidly 
approaching. 

Arsdale  was  a  remarkably  flue  specimen 
of  Jacobean  arcUtecture,  admirably  situ- 
ated, and  the  process  of  '^  doing  up "  to 


which  it  had  recently  been  subjected  had 
been  skilfully  carried  out.  Inside  there 
was  not  a  detail  which  was  not  complete 
and  perfect.  Even  the  final  touch  of  life 
was  not  wholly  wanting,  for  Basil  Cormack 
had  been  living  there  on  and  off  during 
the  last  six  weeks — his  presence  hastened 
the  workmen,  he  said ;  and  the  large  staff 
of  servants  was  in  working  order. 

The  most  vociferous  expressions  of  ad- 
miration were,  of  course,  Mrs.  Gormack'a ; 
and  it  was  she  who  led  the  party  as  they 
passed  from  room  to  room,  the  master  of 
the  house  sauntering  indifferently  in  the 
rear.  Basil  Oormack  seemed  to  take  but 
scant  interest  in  the  many  appreciative 
comments  made  in  his  headng.  He 
scarcely  once  spoke,  unless  directly  spoken 
to,  and  his  expressionless  grey  eyes  rested 
with  nonchalant,  impersonal  comprehension 
on  all  the  work  he  had  pressed  forward  so 
hard.  There  was  an  almost  oppressed 
admiration  on  Brenda's  face  as  she  replied 
to  the  elder  lady's  comments  and  sallies. 
Miss  Astell  criticised  and  appreciated  easily 
and  freely,  but  she  showed  a  not  un- 
natural disinclination  to  repeat  the  toor 
of  inspection  more  than  twice  over ;  and 
when  in  the  cool  of  the  afternoon  Mrs. 
Oormack  proposed  to  leave  the  shady 
retreat  in  the  garden  where  they  had  been 
having  tea,  for  what  she  called  ''  just  one 
more  look  round  the  house  before  we  go," 
the  handsome,  dark  head  was  languidly 
shaken. 

''  It's  a  delightful  house,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Cormack,"  she  said;  ^'but  it's  an  even  more 
delightful  garden." 

*<Now,  do  you  think  so?"  returned 
Mrs.  Cormack.  <■  Well,  I  must  say  I 
admire  the  house  more.  Well,  you  won't 
mind  if  I  leave  you,  my  dear,  I  know. 
Loufsa,  you  and  me'U  go  together." 

"  Have  you  had  a  happy  day,  Tommy  t " 
asked  Brenda  as  the  two  ladies  disappeared. 

Basil  had  no  apparent  intention  of 
speaking,  and  Brenda  evidently  felt  it 
behoved  her  to  make  conversation  and  yet 
found  it  difficult  to  think  of  anything  to 
say  to  Miss  AstelL 

Tommy,  who  had  just  disposed  in 
silence  of  several  slices  of  what  he  called 
a  "  quite  birthday  sort  of  cake,"  was  lying 
face  downwards  on  the  grass  at  Brenda's 
feet,  meditatively  kicking  his  small  heels 
together.  He  rolled  over  on  to  his  back 
and  looked  up  into  her  face  as  he  answered. 

"  I  was  just  thinking,"  he  said.  "  Yes, 
I  believe  I've  had  a  lovely  day,  'cept  when 
we  was  indoors.      The  out-of-doors  is  jolly 
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here."  He  jamped  tip  suddenlj,  hia  little 
figure  alive  with  excitement.  ''Let's  go 
and  lee  the  fiahei  again,  Brenda/'  he  cried. 
<*  Do  1  It  makes  my  legs  hart  dreadfal 
when  I  sit  atiU.    Do  come  1 " 

"  Shall  we  all  go  1 "  said  Brenda,  looking 
at  Miaa  AatelL 

Again  Misa  Aatell  ahook  her  head. 

''Don't  let  me  keep  you,  though,"  ahe 

Brenda  glanced  at  Baail. 

"I  dare  aay  you  don't  care  about  the 
fiahea/'  ahe  aaid  with  a  amile.  "  I'll  go 
with  Tommy,  and  yon  and  Miaa  Aatell  can 
keep  one  another  company,  Baail." 

The  tea-table  had  been  aet  under  a 
copper  beech  almpat  in  the  middle  of  the 
wide  aweep  of  lawn,  and  it  waa  a  minute 
or  two  before  Brenda  and  her  small 
companion  moving  in  the  opposite  direction 
to  that  of  the  houae,  pasaed  out  of  eight. 
Miss  Astell  followed  them  with  her  eyes 
until  the  last  flutter  of  Brenda's  dress  dis- 
appeared, and  then  she  turned  her  head 
and  looked  at  Basil  Cormack  as  he  sat  in 
his  favourite  lounging  attitude  in  a  low 
chair.  She  did  not  speak  at  once.  Gradu- 
ally over  her  handsome  face  there  came  a 
curious  change.  THe  coolness  became  the 
deliberate,  calculating  coolness  of  unutter- 
able contempt.  Every  line  seemed  to 
harden,  and  the  depths  of  her  dark  eyes 
seemed  slowly  to  reveal  themselves  as 
depths  of  unfathomable  bitterness.  At 
last  she  spoke.  Her  voice  was  pitched 
exactly  as  usual,  neither  lower  nor  higher, 
but  it  vibrated  with  a  strange  tensity. 

''Yes,"  she  said  slowly,  "let  us  keep 
each  other  company." 

Basil  Oormack  moved  quietly  and  put 
his  hand  into  his  pocket. 

"Do  you  mind  a  cigarette) "  he  said. 

Such  a  light  of  white-hot  passion  leaped 
Into  the  handsome  woman's  face  as  abso- 
lutely transfigured  it  For  an  instant  Miss 
Astell's  blszing  eyes,  fixed  upon  the  non- 
chalant figure  of  the  man  before  her,  looked 
as  though  they  would  have  struck  him  dead. 
Then  her  face  became  as  still  as  marble, 
white  to  the  very  lips. 

"  Smoke  1"  she  said,  '*by  all  means.  I 
will  tell  you  a  storj^."  She  stretched  out 
one  clenched  hand  and  clasped  it  round 
the  rough  arm  of  her  garden  chair,  press- 
ing it  as  though  the  physical  discomfort 
brought  some  positive  satisfaction. 

"  Ten  years  ago,"  she  began,  in  a  low 
voice  that  was  like  the  dropping  of  ice- 
cold  water.  '*  Ten  years  ago  exactly,  there 
were  together,  guests  on  board  the  yacht 


of  a  mutual  friend,  a  young  man  and  a 
young  woman.  They  were  neighbours  in 
their  own  homes,  and  there  was  a  friendly 
feeling  between  their  familiea.  The  young 
man  having  been  little  at  home,  however, 
they  did  not  know  each  other  well,  and 
the  making  of  one  another'a  acquaintance 
waa  rather  an  intereating  bualneas.  Do 
you  remember  f " 

Baail  Cormack  had  juat  lighted  his 
cigarette.  He  pauaed  to  take  l^e  pull  at 
it  which  aaaured  him  that  it  waa  baming, 
and  Miaa  Aatell  watched  him,  a  gleam 
coming  into  her  eyea,  which  ahowed 
dangeroualy  brilIia^t  againat  the  rigid 
calm  of  her  face. 

**  Tea ! "  he  aaid  placidly. 

''They  fell  in  love!"  continued  Miss 
Aatell,  with  a  low,  terrible  laugh.     '<  The 

man  waa  an  ardent  wooer !    The  girl " 

ahe  atopped  abruptly.  "  After  an  Arcadian 
week,  in  which  each  knew,  or  thought 
they  knew,  the  other'a  mind,  he  spoke  on 
the  night  before  the  girl'a  departure  for 
home.  He  aaked  her  to  be  hia  wife — ^it 
waa  moonlight,  do  you  remember  f  And 
ahe,  Heaven  help  her,  kiased  him." 

With  a  turn  of  his  wrist  Basil  Gormaek 
waved  the  smoke  from  before  his  face,  but 
Miss  Astell  did  not  see  the  gesture.  She 
was  staring  before  her  with  wide,  dilated 
eyes.  They  were  in  a  conspicuous  position, 
easily  visible  from  every  side ;  and  yet,  as 
she  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  no  one  not 
near  enough  to  see  her  face  and  the  grip 
with  which  she  clasped  the  arm  of  her 
chair,  could  have  detected  anything  un- 
usual in  her  pose  or  her  manner. 

"  She  went  home,"  she  went  on,  "  be- 
lieving that  he  would  follow  her  in  a  week 
to  go  through  the  family  formalities.  She 
wrote  to  him,  and  she  had  one  answer, 
glowing  with  what  she  took  for  love.  Then 
she  heard  no  more.  She  wrote  again  and 
again,  to  her  undying  self-contempt" — the 
words  seemed  to  be  ground  out  between 
her  clenched  teeth — "and  then  she  wrote 
no  more.  Three  months  passed,  and  then 
the  man  came  home.  They  met  as  casual 
acquaintances." 

Slowly,  as  though  weighted  with  a  acorn 
that  could  not  get  itself  expressed,  the 
last  words  fell  from  her  white  lips,  and 
ahe  fixed  her  ejea  full  upon  him.  They 
were  aombre,  almost  lurid,  as  though  the 
fire  so  rigidly  repressed  found  there  some 
faint  expression.  Basil  Cormack  moved 
restlessly  on  his  chair  and  frowned  slightly, 
then  he  leaned  1>ack  again ;  hia  wide,  ex- 
nressionless  eyes  gazing  straight  before  him. 
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VNo  one  had  heard  anything/'  con- 
Unned  Miss  Astell.  "Ko  one  on  the 
yacht  had  been  told.  No  one  knew.  He 
was  quite  safe.  The  girl  would  hare  died 
sooner  than  humiliate  herself  by  an 
exposure,  and  he  took  advantage  of  the 
fact  to  treat  her  from  the  first  as  though 
the  episode  were  non-existent.  They  have 
never  spoken  of  it  from  then  until — 
now  ! " 

She  paused,  and  deliberately  unclasped 
her  fingers  one  by  one  from  the  arm  of 
the  chair,  straightening  them  oat  and 
beating  the  palm  of  her  hand  heavily  once 
or  twice  upon  the  gnarled  wood. 

'*And  now  that  your  wedding-day  is 
fixed,  Basil  Oormack,"  she  said,  **I  am 
glad  to  tell  you  that — I  remember.  Tiiat 
you  are  to  me  as  contemptible  a  thing  as 
breathes  upon  the  earth ! " 

He  turned  to  her  at  last,  still  with  no 
expression  whatever  in  his  fair,  handsome 
face,  his  cigarette  suspended  in  his  hand. 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  better  to  forget  f  "  he 
said. 

She  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment,  her 
face  quivering  in  an  indefinable  expression, 
and  then,  with  a  sudden,  strange  gesture, 
she  threw  up  one  arm  as  though  to  shut 
out  hb  face  as  she  turned  her  head  wildly 
on  the  cushion  of  her  chair. 

" Basil r'  she  cried.    "Oh,  Basil!  Basil!" 

There  was  a  moment  of  heavy  dead 
silence,  and  then  out  of  the  distance  came 
the  girlish  laugh  of  Brenda,  mixing  with 
Tommy's  childish  tones.  Miss  Astell  heard 
it  evidently,  for  a  strong  shudder  shook 
her  from  head  to  foot  The  voices  came 
nearer,  and  she  lifted  her  liead  and  rose  to 
her  feet  in  one  graceful  movement.  Her 
face  was  ashen,  and  the  great  dark  eyes 
looked  blind,  but  she  was  quite  composed. 
She  strolled  across  the  lawn  to  the  house. 

CHAPTER  IV.      "WHERE  CAN  HE  BE?" 

The  August  days  ran  out,  the  three 
first  weeks  of  September  followed  in  their 
wake,  and  as  the  date  fixed  for  "  the  Oor- 
mack  wedding,"  as  it  was  called,  drew 
nearer,  that  function,  and  the  dance  at 
Arsdale  which  was  to  precede  it,  became 
the  all-absorbing  topics  of  interest  in  the 
country  round. 

By  one  of  those  odd  freaks  for  which  it 
is  impossible  to  account,  the  dance  gradually 
superseded  the  wedding  as  a  subject  of 
excitement,  even  in  the  estimation  of  the 
people  most  concerned.  With  that  strange 
tendency    to    become    possessed  by    one 


idea  which  was  one  of  his  charaoteriscics, 
and  which  he  evinced  in  an  immove- 
able tenacity  which  in  no  way  clashed 
with  the  imperturbability  of  his  demeanour, 
Basil  Oormack  had  concentrated  himself 
upon  the  idea  of  the  dance  from  the  first 
He  was  evidently  determined  to  spare 
neither  money  nor  pains  in  making  it  such 
an  event  as  had  hardly  been  known  in  the 
county  before;  and  as  his  preparations 
fired  his  immediate  family  to  elated  excite- 
ment, so  the  rumours  of  them  stirred  the 
whole  neighbourhood.  A  wedding  in  the 
country — even  the  most  elaborate — offers 
but  limited  chances  of  excitement.  But 
about  a  dance  in  the  country — a  dance 
over  which  ihoney  is  actually  lavished — 
there  is  the  transcendent  charm  of  rarity, 
and  the  possibilities  presented  are  prac- 
tically limitless. 

And  when  the  night  came,  nobody  could 
have  denied  that  every  possibility  wss 
folly  realised.  The  whole  of  the  ground 
floor  of  the  house — the  fine  old  hall,  the 
beautiful  drawing-room,  the  library,  the 
dining-room,  and  a  large  room  added  by 
the  last  owner  of  the  place,  and  known  as 
the  music-room — ^was  lighted  by  electric 
light,  and  made  beautiful  with  flowers. 
The  band,  established  in  a  temporary 
gallery  over  the  music-room  door,  had  been 
one  of  the  features  of  the  past  London 
season.  The  supper  was  ever  after  re- 
ferred to  by  a  celebrated  London  firm  as 
one  of  its  greatest  triumphs.  And  over  the 
whole  affair  there  rested  that  indescribable 
glamour  that  money  alone  can  never  pro- 
duce, that  indescribable  something  which 
depends  on  the  excitement  and  elation  of 
the  guests^  themselves,  and  which  is  known 
as  "go."  The  whole  county  was  there; 
everybodies  and  nobodies  alika  They 
had  all  turned  out,  moved  by  one  of  those 
mysterious  impulses  which  are  quite  in- 
explicable— of  which  it  may  be  said  that 
they  are  one-third  curiosity,  one-third 
tendency  to  go  with  the  crowd,  but  of 
which  the  final  third  remains  an  unknown 
quantity — to  do  honour  to  a  man  whom 
many  of  them  hardly  knew,  and  whose 
father  they  had  at  once  respected  and 
looked  down  upon^  They  had  come, 
expecting  to  be  pleased  and  excited; 
keenly  alive  to  the  interest  attaching  to 
the  occasion  from  the  fsct  that  the  host  and 
the  pretty  girl  who  wore  such  wonderful 
diamonds  were  to  be  married  in  three 
days'  time;  and  the  zest  of  the  situation 
had  only  increased  as  the  night  wore  on. 

"  The  kindest  soul  on  earth — and  that 
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iMAiniDg  fAM  of  heri  doM  one  good  to 
let." 

The  ipeaker  was  a  fine-looking,  white- 
haired  old  maUi  a  ^eat  oonntj  magnate ; 
and  he  was  standing  agauist  the  wide 
ftrched  opening  which  led  from  the 
drawing-room  to  the  mnsie-room — a  highly 
advantil^eoQa  position  from  the  point  of 
view  of  the  looker-on.  It  was  half-put 
twelre  or  more,  supper  was  in  fall  swing, 
and  he  was  looking  across  the  moring, 
langhing,  chattering  groups  in  the  drawing- 
room  to  where,  through  the  open  door, 
a  stream  of  people  were  to  be  seen  ooming 
and  going  in  the  direction  of  the  dinins- 
room,  hovered  over  and  marshalledi  as  It 
were,  by  Mre.  Oormack — hot,  painted, 
maryelloiiBly  0Te^dressed,  and  with  it  all 
the  personification  of  radiant  delight  and 
ezcitemenK  The  man  addressed,  rather  a 
snpercilions-looking  yonng  man,  shmgged 
his  shoulders  slightly  as  he,  too,  looked  in 
her  direction,  and  then  the  band  began 
again  with  the  last  "extra,"  and  new 
currents  began  to  form  ^om  all  points 
and  to  make  slowly  towards  the  music- 
room. 

<'  I  must  b«  off/'  he  said.  <'  I'm  dancing 
this  with  Miss  Astell.  Fine  woman  she  is  1 " 

Tlie  elder  man  looked  him  up  and  down 
as  though  such  free-and-easy  modem  man- 
ners were  by  no  means  to  hfs  taste,  but 
any  reply  he  might  hare  proposed  to  make 
was  frustrated.  People  were  streaming 
through  the  archway,  and  nearly  every  one 
had  a  word  for  bim,  and  demanded  a  word 
in  return.  The  stream  had  ceased,  the 
band  had  struck  up  in  good  earnest,  and 
he  was  just  settling  himself  to  watch  the 
dancers  when  he  pulled  himself  up  again 
with  a  cheery  chuckle  to  greet  a  couple 
who  c*ime  quickly  across  the  drawing>room 
— Basil  Oormack  and  Brenda. 

Brenda's  girlish  prettlness  was  very  nearly 
loveliness  to-night.  She  was  beautifully 
dressed  in  white,  and  her  frock  became 
her  to  perfection;  but  it  was  an  inde- 
scribable something  in  her  face  itself  that 
gave  her  that  ^ded  charm.  There  was  a 
soft  pink  flush  on  her  cheeks,  and  her  eyes 
were  very  bright  with  excitement  and 
shyness ;  but  it  was  not  that  alone.  There 
was  a  rather  odd  and  fleeting  wistfalness 
about  her  expression,  but  it  was  not  that 
either —not  wholly  that,  at  least.  It  was 
that  indefinable  something  which  comes 
only  to  a  girl  who  wakes  up  suddenly  to 
a  realisation  that  her  marriage-day,  with 
all  the  new  life  that  lies  beyond,  is 
waiting  for  her  very  near  at  hand. 


Apparently  not  even  Basil  CormMk'i 
imperturbability  had  been  proof  sgaimfctha 
success  of  his  entertainment,  for  though 
his  handsome  features  were  as  impiittTe 
as  ever,  there  were  strange  lights  in  hit  wide 
gwy  eyes. 

"  Ah,  Sbr  Bichard,"  he  said,  stoppini  to 
return  the  elder  man's  greeting.  **]^Te 
yon  had  some  supper  %  " 

"Tes,  yesl''  was  the  cheery  s&iwir. 
"  Glad  to  see  you're  taking  a  littie  nwizd, 
Oormack,  after  all  the  hard  work  yoa'fe 
done." 

He  finiriied  with  a  laugh  and  a  look  &t 
Brenda.  She  blushed  and  answersd  with 
that  pretty,  half-shy  manner  that  had 
already  made  her  very  popular : 

(*  So  many  people  are  at  supper,  yon  Me, 
that  Bas— Mr.  Oormaek  thought  ws  might 
have  just  a  turn." 

*<  Then  go  away  and  have  it,"  said  tiie 
old  gentleman  genially,  "  or  you  will  be 
too  late  1  By  Jove  1 "  he  added  b  soliloquy, 
as  they  slipped  into  the  stream  of  dinein 
with  a  little  gesture  of  farewell,  "whsti 
good-looking  couple  they  are,  too !  And 
there  goes  the  hiuidsomest  womsn  in  the 
county  I  Poor  old  AsteU  1  How  proud 
he  was  of  her ! " 

Sir  Bichard  kept  his  position,  watching 
the  dancers  and  beatiog  time  somtwhftt 
out  of  time,  until  the  dance  was  om;  m 
then  he  stepped  forward  to  a  coaple  who 
had  come  to  a  standstill  a  pace  or  two  from 
him. 

"Bravo ! "  he  Siid.  "  A  capital  finish, 
Miss  Magdalen  1 "  , 

It  was  Miss  Astell  to  whom  ht  BpoK>; 
and  it  was  Mhs  AsteU  to  whom  ba  m 
referred  as  the  handsomest  womaB  in  the 
county,  and  that  he  had  done  so  wai  not 
strange.  She  was  looking  msgnificenUy 
beau&uL  Simply  as  she  dressed  in  the 
daytime,  her  evening  dresses  were  alwip 
rich,  and  tonight  her  dress,  pen««j/" 
taste,  in  cut,  perfect  above  all  as  a  »m 
for  its  wearer,  stood  out  from  erery 
other  in  the  room.  The  colonrloiiDj»» 
which  was  usually  the  one  ^^^^IJ^J:" 
appearance,  had  given  place  to-nigWw 
sUght  flush  of  colour,  and  her  large  m 
eyes  shone  with  an  unusual  ^'S^Sjj 
whole  face  was  curiously  alive  •"^/''T- 

She  laughed  lightly,  unfurling  htf  g 
as  she  answered,  and  glandng  from  ^ 
Bichard  to  her  partner.  ,.  ._j 

"  It  was  a  good  dance !"  she  said,  m 
there  was  an  excited  ring  in  ber  to 
"  We  danced  it  nearly  through  1 "  ^,   .  ^ 

"  Why  isn't  your  brother  here!  «w^ 
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SirEtchard.  "It's  quite  in  hit  line,  this 
sort  of  thing." 

"  He  oooldn't  get  down  for  it,  onfortn- 
nately,"  returned  Miss  Aetell  carelessly. 
"  Yes,  it  do^  seem  a  pity.*' 

"  Is  that  Mr.  Gerard  I "  enquired  a  good- 
natured  and  somewhat  breathless  voice. 
Mrs.  Oormack  had  just  bustled  up,  fanning 
herself  yigorously.  <'  A  dreadful  pity  I  call 
it  1 "  she  oontinued,  quite  a  doud  spreading 
oyer  her  radiant  countenance.  <'  I  made  so 
sure  he'd  manage  to  come  somehow.  It 
doesn't  seem  the  right  thing  without  him  1 
I  keep  thinkiog  of  him  and  quite  nussing 
him.  Mind  you  tell  him,  Magdalen,  the 
first  tfane  you  write.  I  came  to  fetch  you, 
my  dear,  to  speak  to  Lady  Marchant  Sbe 
says  itfs  years  since  she  saw  you.  She 
was  asking  for  Mr.  Gerard,  too  ! " 

The  subject  of  Gerard  Astell's  refusal  of 
his  invitation  to  the  dance  was  one  on 
which  Mrs.  Cormack  had  expended  a  great 
deal  of  very  genuine  lamentation  during 
the  past  fortnight.  He  was  a  great 
favourite  of  hers,  and  she  had  gone  so  far 
as  to  send  him,  by  his  sister,  pressing 
appeals  to  reconsider  his  decision.  But 
Gerard  had  only  returned  messages  of 
regret,  somewhat  hastily  worded,  and 
repeated  that  he  could  not  leave  town. 
Mrs.  Oormack  again  expressed  her  dis- 
tresa  on  the  subject,  now,  at  further 
length,  and  then  she  and  Miss  Aatell 
moved  away.  As  they  passed  out  of  ear- 
shot Miss  Astell's  late  partner  laughed 
unpleasantly. 

'<  Astell  has  enough  on  his  hands  just 
now  without  dances  1 "  he  said.  "  They 
say  he's  on  his  last  legs — racing,  you  know, 
sir — and  cards  1 " 

A  passage  across  the  room  with  Mrs. 
Oornuck  was  by  no  means  an  easy  or  a 
rapid  affair,  as  that  good  lady's  attention 
was  distracted  at  every  turn  from  the  object 
she  had  in  view.  She  and  Miss  Astell  were 
about  half-way  through  the  crowded  room, 
when  she  caught  sight  of  her  son  and 
Brenda  coming  towards  them  on  their  way 
to  the  door,  and  became  radiantly  oblivious 
of  everything  else. 

''There  they  are  !"  she  said  beamingly 
to  MIes  Astell.  "Well,  my  dear,"  she 
continued  to  Brenda,  as  the  couple  reached 
them,  '*  have  jou  been  dancing  with  Basil  i 
I'm  aure  you've  both  of  you  been  as  good 
as  gold  all  the  evening,  and  you  deserved 
a  dance,  didn't  they,  Magdalen  f  By-the- 
bye,"  with  a  cheery  laugh,  *'I  suppose, 
BskiAlf  you  consider  Magdalen  such  an  old 
friend  that  she  won't  exact  your  duty  from 


yoa.  I  don't  believe  you've  danced  with 
her." 

Miss  Astell  was  standing  just  as  Mrs. 
Gormack's  halt  had  arrested  her,  cool, 
carelesfl,  and  beautiful,  looking  straight  at 
Basil  Oormack.  The  colour  on  her  face 
was  a  little  deeper,  the  life  a  little  quicker, 
as  she  turned  away. 

"Mr.  Cormack  has  in  no  way  failed 
in  politeness!"  she  said,  and  the 
light  mockery  of  her  tones  sounded  as 
though  some  growing  excitement  were 
gett£g  beyond  her  control.  "  Lit  us  get 
on,  Mrs.  Cormack.  These  two  are  cm  their 
way  to  supper,  I  expect." 

She  turned  away,  and  Mrs.  Cormack 
followed  her,  perforce.  She  had  not 
spoken  to  Basil  Cormack.  She  had  not 
spoken  to  him,  though  she  had  avoided  it 
so  subtly  and  naturally  that  none  but 
their  two  selves  knew  of  the  fact,  through- 
out the  six  weeks  that  had  passed  since 
their  interview  in  the  garden. 

"  Basil,"  said  Brenda,  looking  up  at  him 
as  they  passed  out  into  the  hafl,  **  I  don't 
think  I  want  any  supper,  do  you  know  I 
Couldn't  we  go  and  get  cool  somewhere  f " 
Her  cheeks  were  flushed,  and  the  wistful- 
ness  of  her  eyes  was  more  apparent  than 
it  had  been.  The  dance  with  Basil  had 
evidently  stirred  her  in  some  way. 

Basil  paused  and  looked  at  her  for  a 
moment  There  was  a  fitful  light  in  his 
eyes. 

'*  Yes,  of  course  I "  he  said.  <'  Let  us 
go  out  on  to  the  terrace  and  have  a  little 
air." 

They  crossed  the  hall  together  In 
silence  and  went  into  the  library.  The 
room  was  aln^ost  empty,  and  only  one  or 
two  smiles  followed  them  as  they  strolled 
through  the  open  window  on  to  the 
terrace  outside.  The  terrace  was  a  short 
one,  closed  by  an  angle  of  the  house ;  the 
larger  and  more  popular  one  ran  by  the 
drawing-room  windows,  and  this  one  was 
deserted.  The  library  window  which 
gave  access  to  it  was  at  the  end,  so  that  a 
few  steps  took  them  out  of  sight  or  hearing 
into  the  quiet  and  peace  of  a  lovely  sum- 
mer's night. 

The  landscape  before  them  was  very 
still.  There  was  no  moon,  and  neither 
saw  the  figure  of  a  man  half  hidden  by 
the  hedge  which  divided  the  garden  from 
the  park  a  little  to  their  righi 

"How  delicious  I"  said  Brenda  softly. 
She  stood  for  an  instant,  her  hands  loosely 
clasped  before  her,  her  face  lifted  to  the 
sky,    and  dawning    on    it,   touching  its 
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ohfldiflh  simplicity  atrangelyi  a  vagae, 
hardly-formed  solemnity  and  qaestioning. 
Then  qoite  suddenly,  Basil  took  a  step 
towards  her  and  clasped  her  passionately 
in  his  arms,  kissing  her  again  and  again. 
On  the  instant  the  figure  of  the  man 
against  the  hedge  disappeared  into  the 
darkness. 

A  half-choked  cry  broke  from  her,  and 
for  a  moment  she  struggled  faintly  to  free 
herself.  She  was  so  startled,  and  that  cry 
and  struggle  expressed  her  first  instinct. 
Up  to  that  moment  Basil's  love-making 
had  been  calm,  almost  phlegmatic,  and  she 
had  accepted  and  returned  it  with  girlish 
composure.  Then  she  seemed  to  bethink 
herself,  and  resisted  no  more  until  he 
released  her  as  suddenly  as  he  had  taken 
her  into  his  arms. 

"I — I — beg  your  pardon,  Brenda!"  he 
said  slowly.  He  was  pale,  and  his  eyes 
gleamed  btrangely. 

Brenda,  too,  was  very  white;  there 
was  a  quiver  about  her  mouth,  and  her 
eyes  were  large  and  frightened.  But  she 
did  not  move  away  from  him,  and  her 
voice,  thongh  it  was  very  low,  was  quite 
steady. 

"  There — there  isn't  any  need,"  she  said. 
She  paused,  and  that  solemn  questioning 
seemed  to  develope  further  upon  her  pale, 
childish  face.  She  shivered  slightly  and 
then,  as  though  with  something  of  an 
effort,  she  stretched  *out  one  little  white- 
gloved  hand  and  laid  it  timidly  and  half- 
shrinkfngly  on  Basil's. 

**  Basil,"  she  said,  very  low,  "  I  want  to 
say  something.  I've  been  thinking — I've 
been  thinking,  that  I  haven't  thought 
enough  how  serious  it  all  is.  I  wanted  to 
say  that  wh^i  I  asked  you  to  come  out — 
I— I'm  rather  afraid,  Basil" 

«  Afraid  of  what  1 " 

He  had  put  his  arm  round  her  and 
drawn  her  close,  and  she  made  no  resist- 
ance, only  she  turned  a  little  paler  and 
her  eyes  dilated  as  she  felt  his  pressure 
and  met  the  eyes  he  fastened  on  her 
face. 

"It  has  been  c6mlng  to  me  all  the 
evening,"  she  said,  looking  up  at  him  with 
an  evident  effort  of  will  that  brought  a 
shadowy  womanliness  to  her  face.  "Do 
you  think,  do  you  really  think  that  I  shall 
make  you  a  good  wife,  Basil  t " 

<*  Is  that  all  f "  Basil  Cormack  laughed 
aloud,  a  thing  he  was  rarely  known  to  do, 
and  bending  down  he  pressed  his  lips  on 
hers  for  the  first  time.  He  did  not  notice 
how  cold  they  were,  or  how  they  quivered 


as  he  stooped  towards  them.  "  What  bas 
put  such  questionings  into  your  head, 
Brenda  f " 

"I  don't  know!"  she  said  vaguely, 
and  there  was  a  tone  of  smothered  dis- 
tress in  her  voice.  ''The— the  people,  I 
think,  or — the  nearness;  I — don't  knowl" 

There  was  a  long  silence.  Basil  Cor- 
mack, still  with  one  arm  round  her,  was 
staring  out  into  the  night — across  the  spot 
where  the  man  had  stood — with  the  old 
expressionless  look  creeping  back  into  his 
eyes.  Brenda  was  looking  at  the  stars. 
At  last  Basil  seemed  to  rouse  himself. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  in  his  ordinary  de- 
liberate tones,  *'  we  must  go  back,  I'm 
afraid." 

She  started  and  looked  at  him,  wistinlly 
and  almost  furtively. 

"  Yes  ! "  she  said,  and  her  voice  shook 
a  little.  Then  she  moved  mechanically  and 
preceded  him  across  the  balcony  and  orer 
the  threshold.  The  music  of  the  hand 
burst  upon  them,  and  as  they  emeiiged 
from  the  library— quite  empty  now— they 
were  met  in  the  hall  by  an  eager  yoimg 
man  on  whose  susceptible  heart  Brenda 
had  made  a  profound  impression. 

"  My  dance.  Miss  Stansfield  I "  he  cried. 
"  It's  begun,  and  I've  been  hunting  every- 
where for  you.     Won't  you  come  f" 

A  hotter  flush  than  it  had  worn  all 
the  evening  rushed  over  Brenda's  face  m 
they  mingled  once  more  with  the  throng 
of  people.  It  was  as  though  the  effort 
it  cost  her  to  bring  herself  back  to  m 
present  had  sent  an  added  thrill  of  excite- 
ment through  her.  . 

"Of  course  1"  she  cried  gafly, "liPP"'? 
her  hand  into  the  arm  the  young  rm 
offered  her.  Then,  just  as  they  were 
moving  away,  she  stopped  suddenly  an^ 
turned  to  Basil  " I've  dropped  mjmi 
she  exclaimed.  *'  It  must  be  on  the  w- 
cony,  Basa  Would  you  mind  giWg  " 
for  me  1 "  , , 

Brenda's  words  were  half-accompwifio. 
half-interrupted  by  the  pretty  chimes  of  • 
beautiful  old  clock  in  the  hall.  It  w 
striking  a  quarter  to  two.  Basil  Oormi^ 
smiled  assent,  and,  turning,  went  m» 
into  the  empty  library.  .  ,ti» 

"You    won't  wait,  Miss   Stansfield' 
pleaded  her  cavalier.    "  Don't  do  me  ow 
of  my  dance.    Cormack  will  bring  " 
you  all  right."    And  Brenda  aUoired  ner- 
self  to  be  led  away.  .  ^  {H 

"  That's  the  jolliest  dance  Tve  ever  m^ 
declared  her  partner  some  ^^^Jj^^i^e 
later,  as  he  stopped,  breathlesii  ^^ 


GbarlM  Diokeng.] 


"THE  LAST  WITNESS." 


[Noyember  15, 1893.]      17 


last  notes  of  the  waltz.     "Bj  Jove  it  was, 
Miss  Stansfield." 
Brenda  laughed  excitedly. 
"I  enjoyed  it,  tool'  she  said.     "Bat, 
oh,  I'm  hot !   I  want  my  fan.    Do  yon  see 
Mr.  Gormack  anywhere ) " 

The  young  man  looked  for  Mr.  Gormack, 
bat  without  enthusiasm. 

''No,"  he  said,  <'I  don't.  Bat  come 
and  have  some  supper,  Miss  Stansfield. 
That'll  cool  you !    You  will  1    Goodl" 

He  conducted  her  into  the  supper-room 
in  triumph,  established  her  at  a  little  table, 
and  catered  for  her  valiantly.  The  supper 
was  rather  a  long  process,  though  Brenda 
ate  almost  nothing;  for  jvist  as  they  were 
leaving  the  table,  two  old  ladies  and  an 
old  gentleman,  all  of  whom  were  most 
anxious  to  improve  their  acquaintance 
with  the  future  Mis.  Basil  Gormack,  came 
I  to  the  vacant  places  and  insisted  on  de- 
taining Brenda  !or  "  a  little  chat." 

''  Oh,  dear,"  she  sighed  to  her  faithful 
escort,  as  they  crossed  the  hall,  ''it 
wasn't  cool  at  all  1  I  really  must  have 
my  fan,  and  you  really  must  go  and  find 
Mr.  Cormack  I " 

Preceding  them  by  a  pace  or  two,  alone,  as 
it  seenaed,  for  the  moment,  was  Miss  Astell, 
and  as  Brenda  spoke  she  turned  suddenly. 
Her  expression  had  altered  singularly 
daring  the  last  hour.  The  colour  had 
faded  even  from  her  lips,  and  the  li^ht 
and  life  had  died  out  of  her  face,  leaving 
it  set  and  hard.  Only  her  eyes  were 
bright  and  glowing. 

''Your  fan!"  she  said.  "Take  mine. 
Miss  Stansfield,  until  yours  turns  up.  Yes, 
do  1  I  am  not  in  the  least  hot."  She  put 
her  fan  into  Brenda's  hand,  and-  passed  on 
into  the  drawing-room. 

"  I'll  hunt  up  Gormack  in  a  minute," 

said  Brenda's  cavalier,  "  but  perhaps " 

"  Oh,  no ! "  said  Brenda  hurriedly.  "  It's 
very  good  of  Miss  Astell.  Now  you  must 
go  and  look  for  your  partner,  and  here  is 
miae,"  she  added,  with  a  smUe,  as  a  man 
appeared  at  her  side. 

Brenda  danced  that  dance,  and  the  next, 
and  then  Mrs.  Gormack  came* up  to  her. 

'^  My^dear,"  she  said,  "  people  are  going, 
I'm  sorry  to  say,  and  I'm  afraid  youd 
better  not  dance  any  more.  They  want 
to  say  good-night  to  you.  You  jast  come 
and  stand  by  me,  will  you,  my  dear  f " 

So  Mrs.  Gormack  took  up  her  station  in 
the  middle  of  the  room  with  Brenda  by 
her  side,  and  the  stream  of  departing  gaests 
began  to  grow  larger. 

*'  You'll  fiod  BasU  at  the  hall  door,  I 


expect,"  said  Mrs.  Gormack*  with  a  beaming 
sndle  to  those  who  enquired  as  to  her  son's 
whereabouts.  And  the  stream  was  at  its 
height  when  a  rumour  came  back  to  her 
that  the  host  was  not  in  attendance  at  the 
hall  door. 

"  He  must  be  seeing  after  somebody  at 
supper,"  she  said.  "  Jast  tell  some  one  to 
tell  him,  my  dear.    Or,  no,  I'll  send." 

She  sent  accordingly,  and  continued  to 
assure  his  guests  that  Mr.  Gormack  was 
waiting  at  the  door. 

The  stream  had  dwindled  almost  to 
nothing  when  Sir  Bichard  Ashton,  who 
had  said  good-night  to  Mrs.  Gormack,  and 
paid  his  kindly,  old-fashioned  compliment 
to  Brenda,  returned  to  the  drawing-room 
with  a  genial  laugh. 

*'Here,  where  is  this  fellow,  Mrs.  Gor- 
mack 1 "  he  said.  "  I'm  not  going  without 
bidding  him  good-night,  whatever  other 
people  choose  to  do.    Fotch  him  out." 

Mrs.  0  jrmack[gazed  at  him  for  a  moment 
in  blank  astonishment. 

"  Basil,  Sir  Bichard  t "  she  said.  "  Isn't 
he  at  the  front  door  % " 

*'  That's  just  where  he  is  not,"  was  the 
answer.  *'  He  must  have  given  it  up  and 
retired  to  have  some  supper." 

"  He's  not  in  the  supper-room." 

The  words  came  from  the  doorway, 
spoken  by  another  man  who  had  already 
said  good-night  to  Mrs.  Gormack.  And 
simple  as  they  were,  matter-of-fact  as  was 
the  tone  in  which  they  were  uttered,  they 
seemed  to  fall  with  a  curious  chill  on  the 
little  group  in  the  drawing-room.  Brenda 
turned  pale.  In  the  instant's  silence  that 
followed,  four  or  five  people,  already 
maffl:id  up  for  the  long  drive  home  that 
lay  before  nearly  all^  the  guests,  reappeared 
about  the  drawing-room  door,  as  though 
moved  by  one  of  those  extraordinary 
instincts  for  something  wrong  which  are 
so  wholly  inexplicable.  Foremost  among 
them  was  Mis^  Astell,  wrapped  in  a  long 
cloak  with  some  fur  about  it;  and  she 
came  straight  on,  the  man  on  the  threshold 
making  way  for  her  mechanically,  and 
stood  in  the  doorway.  There  was  a 
strangely  expectant  look  in  her  eyes. 

"  What  an  extraordinary  thing ! "  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Gormack,  emerging  from  the 
inexplicable  shadow  which  had  suddenly 
fallen,  yet  speaking  with  more  flurry  and 
anxiety  than  the  actual  situation  seemed  to 
warrant.  "Tell  some  of  the  servants  to 
look  for  him,  will  you,  please  ?  He  must 
be  on  the  terrace — the  library  terrace, 
perhaps,  or — or  somewhere.'' 
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AlmiMt  before  she  had  finished  speaking 
Sir  BIchard  Aahion  had  stepped  out  on  to 
the  terrace  with  a  load  "Oormaek,  my 
good  fellow,  where  the  dickens  are  yon  t '' 
and  several  of  the  men  gathered  about 
the  door  had  disappeared  in  varioos  di- 
rectionsL  In  the  little  stir,  part  cariosity, 
part  a  ragne  apprehension,  that  swept 
oyer  the  gronps  that  remained,  it  seemed 
hardly  a  moment  before  they  retomed 
simoltaneoosly.  It  seemed  to  bring  that 
vagae  apprehension  nearer,  it  witnessed 
eloqtiently  to  the  feeling  of  cold  dismay 
that  was  gradaally  filling  the  place  recently 
so  fall  of  gaiety,  that  none  of  these  emis- 
saries spoke.  It  was  Sir  Bichard  Ashton 
who  said,  as  he  stepped  back  into  the 
drawing-room  and  met  their  blank,  nneasy 
faces  I 

"  Ifc's  very  odd  1  »* 

The  wave  of  apprehension  broke  over 
Mrs.  Oormack  as  he  spoke,  and  her  self- 
command  was  instantly  submerged. 

"Bat  where  can  he  heV*  she  cried, 
taming  wildly  from  one  to  the  other. 
"  Where  can  he  be  1  The  host  and  every- 
thing) What  can  he  be  thinking  of  t  Tell 
them  to  look  in  the  garden,  to  look  every- 
where. He  mast  come  1  He  really  mast  1 
Sir  Bichard — Breads,  my  love — where  can 
hebef'' 

Tenminatesmoreand  the  beaatifal,  newly- 
furnished  house  and  all  the  wide  gardens 
were  echoing  with  that  question,  bearing 
with  it  an  ever  ghastlier  ring  of  mystery 
and  dread.  In  the  drawing-room,  huddled 
together,  were  a  dozen  frightened  women, 
trying  in  vain  to  soothe  or  moderate  the 
agony  of  agitation  into  which  Mrs.  Cor- 
mack  had  fallen,  and  against  which  Brenda's 
gentle  words,  as  she  knelt  at  her  side,  pale 
and  trembling,  were  powerless.  On  the 
outskirts  of  the  group,  still  and  white  as  a 
statue,  stood  Miss  Astell,  one  hand  grasp- 
ing the  back  of  a  chair,  her  head  half 
turned,  her  face  slightly  uplifted,  as  though 
her  whole  force  were  concentrated  in  the 
intensity  with  which  she  listened.  All 
over  the  garden,  all  over  the  house,  lights 
flashed,  and  men  hurried  hither  and  thither, 
and  shouts  were  carried  to  and  fro  on  the 
night  air. 

But  it  was  all  in  vain.  The  shouts 
re-echoed  in  vacancy,  or  answered  one 
another  only,  ia  ghastly  mockery  of 
those  strained  and  agonised  ears.  The 
Ifghts,  that  lit  up  everywhere  traces  of 
Bftsil  Cormaek's  taste  and  will,  revealed  no 
sign  of  his  material  presence.  Hours 
passed,  and  the  group  in  the  drawing-room 


remained  practically  unaltered  bat  for  the 
horrible  permanence  which  seamed  to 
grow  about  the  terror  and  dread  to  which 
it  witnessed.  Hours  passed,  and  the 
emissaries  who  went  to  and  fro  between 
that  frozen  and  helpless  group  and  the 
searchers^  were  slower  in  their  jiaMMige, 
fewer  in  number,  and  more  reluctant. 

At  last,  after  a  long,  long  interval  of 
sickening  silence.  Sir  Bichard  Ashton  oame 
slowly  into  the  drawing-room  in  the  grey 
morning  light — alone. 

Oat  of  his  own  house,  from  the  midst 
of  a  crowd  of  his  own  guests,  without  a 
word,  a  sign,  or  a  warning,  Basil  Oormack 
had  vanished  utterly,  leaving  no  trace 
behind. 

CHAPTER  V.      HOW  IT  HAPPENED. 

"If  you  please,  miss,  Mr.  Gerard  has 
come." 

The  words  were  twice  repeated,  and 
in  each  case  accompanied  by  a  brisk  tap 
at  the  door,  before  Miss  Astell's  cool 
tones,  with  a  mechanical  ring  about  them, 
answered : 

"Very  well  I"  and  the  servant  went 
downstairs. 

On  the  other  side  of  that  closed  door, 
in  her  pwn  room,  was  Miss  Astell,  alone. 
She  was  sitting  near  the  window,  rather 
as  though  she  had  let  herself  drop  into 
her  chair  when  tired  out  with  walUng  or 
standing,  than  with  any  appearanoe  of  set 
purpose  in  the  shape  of  oceapation  or 
rest.  She  was  gazing  out  across  the 
country,  her  eyes  were  bright  wod  intent, 
and  there  was  a  peculiar  Ught  about  her 
expression-^ a  light  which  seemed  Uke 
a  shadowy  reflection  of  some  fire  that 
burnt  within.  Now  and  again  the  slightest 
suggestion  of  a  smile  touched  her  pale  lips 
into  a  strange  triumph. 

The  day,  which  was  drawing  to  a  dose, 
was  the  second  since  the  dance  at  Arsdale, 
and  through  those  two  days  that  peculiar 
light  had  never  ceased  to  play  upon  Miss 
Astell's  face.  It  had  changed  her  greatly. 
It  wiis  as  though  in  the  hot  glow  from 
which  it  emanated  all  the  compoaore  of 
her  expression  had  incited,  leaving  revealed 
strange  possibilities  of  wild  emotion.  Her 
face  was  haggard,  and  her  eyes  were 
shadowed  as  though  with  sleeplessness. 

She  had  answered  the  maid  mechanically, 
and  she  sat  on,  motionless,  for  a  minute  or 
two,  as  though  even  while  she  answered 
the  words  had  hardly  penetrated  her 
working  brain.    Then  gradually  a  sense  of 
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the  facts  seemed  to  come  to  hsr.  She  moved 
restlessly  and  rose,  a  faint  shadow  of  her 
ordinary  calm  settling  itself  in  rigid  lines 
oyer  her  face.  as;^he  did  so — a  thin  yeil 
over  that  nnqaenched  light.  She  crossed 
the  room,  and  looked  steadily  at  ber 
reflection  in  the  glass  for  a  moment;  then 
she  opened  the  door  and  went  downstairs.. 
<*  Where  are  yon,  Gerard  t "  she  called 
quietly. 

*'Here — in  the  dining-room,"  was  the 
answer;  and  as  he  spoke  Garard  Astell 
came  quickly  out  into  the  halL 

He  was  much  altered  since  his  last  visit 
to  his  sister,  nearly  three  months  before. 
He  looked  thin  and  worn,  and  there  were 
careworn  lines  about  his  mouth  and  eyes, 
traced  side  by  side  with  other  lines  which 
told  of  reckless  dissipation.  But  these 
were  the  imprints  of  time,  and  evidently 
fundamental  characteristics  of  his  face 
wh«n  in  repose.  Superimposed  upon  them, 
the  expression,  as  it  seemed,  of  the  hour 
or  the  moment,  was  a  shocked,  almost 
panic-stricken  expression.  He  was  very 
pale,  and  was  evidently  trying  to  control 
considerable  agitation. 

He  met  his  sister  with  a  kiss — a  most 
unnsaal  greeting ;  and  it  was  significant  of 
the  preoccupation  of  mind  in  the  man  and 
the  woman  alike  that  she  bent  her  head  to 
receive  his  sidute  as  mechanically  as  it  was 
given. 

'/  Ton  got  my  telegram  % "  he  said  as  he 
followed  Miss  AsteU  into  the  drawing- 
room.  "I  only  heard  last  night — saw  it 
in  the  paper — and  I  thought  I  must  run 
down  and — and  hear  the  facts.  Good 
heavens,  Magdalen,  what  a — what  an 
extraordinary  a£fair  1 " 

*'  I  wrote  to  you  1 "  returned  Miss  Astell, 
ignoring  his  last  words.  *'  I  thought  you 
would  perhaps  come  down.  Haven't  you 
had  my  letter  T' 

There  was  a  hardly  perceptible  pause, 
and  then  Gerard  shook  his  head. 

"  No ! "  he  said.  **  I  was  staying  with 
a  fellow,  and  I  didn't  go  home.  Bat  tell 
me  the  details,  Magdalen.  I've  only  seen 
the  baldest  newspaper'  paragraph  to  the 
effect  that  Basil  Cormack  had  disappeared ! 
What  is  the  idea  1  What  is  supposed  t 
How  did  it  happen  f  Is  it  thought  that 
he  ie — dead!     Murdered?" 

Miaa  Astell  was  standing  ieit  the  other 
side  of  the  room,  her  bf^ck  towards  her 
brother,  and  she  did  not  turn  as  she 
answered. 

*<Tbat  has  been  suggested,"  she  said 
slowly,  and  there  was  an  odd  ring  about 


her  voice — possibly  because  her  back  was 
turned,  '*•^^t — I  believe  the  detectivea 
have  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  not  the 
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case. 

A  quick  breath  of  relief  parted  Gerard 
Astell's  lips;  be  sprang  up  from  the 
chair  into  which  he  had  thrown  himself 
and  began  to  pace  restlessly  up  and  down 
the  room.  He  was  evidently  strongly 
excited. 

'*What  do  they  believe,  then?"  he 
cried.  "  What's  their  theory  f  Confound 
it  all,  Magdaien,  I  know  you  hated  him ; 
but  as  his  mother's  friend->T-poor,  dear  0I4 
soul — and  all  the  rest  of  it,  I  suppose  you 
take  some  interest  in.  the  affair)  You 
can  tell  me  what  is  known,  at  any  rate ) " 

There  was  so  long  a  pause  that  Gerard 
was  apparently  on  the  verge  of  still  more 
vehement  adjuration,  when  Miss  Astell 
turned  and  seated  herself  quietly. 

*' Yes,"  she  said  calmly,  **  I  can  tell  you 
what  is  known,  it  is  not  much.  Did  your 
paper  say  that  it  happened  during  the 
course  of  the  dance  at  Arsdale  f " 

<<Yesr'  said  Gerard  hastily.  <'Yes! 
yes  1  of  course  ! "  he  turned  away  suddenly 
and  resumed  hfs  walk.     ''When  was  it) 

* 

How  did  it  happen  f  When  was  it  found 
out  f     Who  saw  him  last  f  "   • 

<*  It  was  found  out  at  the  end  of  the 
evening,"  answered  Miss  AstolL  Her  face 
was  so  still  that  the  light  was  hardly 
perceptible  upon  it  now.  "  He '' — neither 
brother  nor  sister  had  referred  to .  the 
missiog  man  by  name — **  he  was  not  forth- 
coming when  people  went  away.  ,  Mrs. 
Gormack  was  receiving  good-nights  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  she  supposed  that  he 
was  seeing  everybody  at  the  door.  When 
people  found  he  was  not  there  they 
supposed  they  had  missed  him,  somehow, 
and  went  away  without  troubling.  You 
will  imagine  that  they  have  been  over 
by  the  score  to  explain  exactly  how  it 
happened  and  what  they  thought,  and 
to  make  the  wildest  and  most  incoherent 
statements  as  to  how  and  when  th^y  each 
individually  saw  him  last.  Eventually 
Sir  Bichard  Ashton  insisted ,  on  saying 
good-night  to  him,  and  he  was  nowhere 
to  be  found  1 " 

Gerard  hail  come  to  a  standstill  before 
his  sister,  unconsciously,  as  it  seemed,  in 
the  intentnens  of  his  interest,  hfs  hands 
thrust  deeply  into  his  pockets,  his  pale 
shocked  face  working  with  excitement.  • 

**  And  what  does  all  their  talk  amount 
to ) "  he  said.  ''  Who  is  supposed  to  have 
seen  him  last ) " 
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Miss  Asteii's  face  fras  stilier  than  ever, 
and  her  voice  m  she  answered  was  bo  quiet 
as  to  be.absolately  hard.  She  was  look- 
ing down  at  her  hands  as  they  lay  in  her 
lap.  "  It  appears,"  she  said^  "  that  he  and 
Miss  Stansfield  were  together  on  the  library 
balcony,  and  when  they  went  in  again  aha 
discovered  that  she  had  dropped  her  fan. 
She  asked  him  to  fetch  it,  and  saw  him  go 
back  into  the  library.  A  partner  was 
waiting  for  her,  and  she  went  on  into  the 
dancing-room  without  waiting." 

"Bat" — the  word  broke  from  Garald 
Astell  eagerly,  and  then  quite  suddenly  he 
stopped  short,  catching  his  lip  savagely 
between  his  teeth.  Hd  had  flashed  a  dull 
dark  red,  and  he  turned  away  abruptly  to 
the  window. 

"This  was  at  a  quarter  before  two 
o'clock  1 "  continued  Miss  Astell.  <*  Miss 
Soansfield  says  that  she  noticed  the  clock 
chime  the  three-qaarters  as  she  went  back 
into  the  room." 

A  sudden  stillness  had  come  over  Gorard 
Astell's  figure,  and  there  was  a  moment's 
pause.  **A  quarter  to  two!"  he  said  in 
the  tone  of  a  man  who  is  thinking  the 
matberout.     ''Ah!    Yes  T' 

"  There  is  little  more  to  tell  you,"  said 
his  sister.  *'  As  far  as  has  transpired  after 
that  moment  no  one  knows  anything  of 
his  movements,  no  one  saw  him.  He 
never  brought  Miss  Stansfield  her  fan. 
She  says  she  was  jast  sending  some  one  to 
look  for  him  several  times,  but  she  was 
evidently  enjoying  herself  very  much  and 
she  "managed  without  her  fan — indeed,  I 
lent  her  mine  I " 

"And  has  it  been  found — the  fan,  I 
mean  ! "  Gerald  had  faced  round  again  as 
his  sister  spoke. 

"  Y»8 1"  said  Miss  Astell  slowly ;  the  light 
fiickered  faintly  on  her  face  as  she  spoke. 
''It  was  found  in  the  balcony,  broken  to 
pieces." 

*•  Good  Heavens  1 " 

There  was  a  silence. 

Gerard  Astell  stared  blankly  before 
him ;  his  sister  sat  calmly  regarding  her 
hands  as  they  lay  in  her  lap.  Each  seemed 
occupied  with  his  or  her  own  thoughts. 
Geraird  spoke  first. 

"  And  this  is  absolutely  all  t "  he  said 
hoarsely. 

''This  is  all,"  assented  Miss  Astell, 
rising. 

"And  is  there  no  theory f  You  say 
they  don't  think  it  was  murder — what  do 
they  think  1 " 

"They  are  very  reticent!"  said  Miss 


Astell, ^with  a  peculiar  little  smile.  ''If 
you  mean  the  detectives,  I  believe  they 
think  it  a  ease  of  simple  disappearanee." 

''Bat  why  in  the  name  of  wonder  should 
he  disappear!  Do  they  suppose  he  was 
kidnapped  f " 

Gerard  Astell  laughed  harslilyi  and  his 
sister  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  I  really  do  not  know  what  they  sup- 
pose," she  said.  "  Poor  Mrs.  Oormack  is  in 
a  pitiable  state  between  distress  and  excite- 
ment ;  I  have  been  with  her  a  great  deal, 
and  I  have  heard  all  they  have  to  say. 
Bat  that  is,  as  I  said,  very  litble." 

Gerard  took  a  meditative  turn  up  and 
down  the  room.  His  excitement  seemed 
to  be  subsiding  now  that  he  knew  all  there 
was  to  know,  and  his  ordinary  manner 
was  returning  to  him  though  he  remained 
grave  and  nervous-looking. 

"  How  is  Miss  Stansfield  % "  he  said  at 
last  in  a  low  voice.  "  How  does  she  bear 
it!" 

"Very  quietly,"  returned  Miss  Astell. 
"  Fortunately,  she  is  not  a  demonstrative 
person," 

There  was  another  pause,  and  then  Miss 
Astell  prepared  to  leave  the  room. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  "  your  room  is  quite 
ready,  Geriurd.  Mrs.  Cormack  is  anxious 
to  see  you.  I  have  ordered  dinner  early, 
and  we  will  go  up  afterwards."  She  was 
crossing  the  room  as  she  spoke,  and  she 
stopped  suddenly.  "  Why,  Gerard  I  "  she 
said,  with  her  little  mocking  smile,  "  you 
don't-  mean  to  say  you've  separated  the 
inseparable  f     Where's  Scamp  1 " 

Gerard  roused  himself  from  the  thoughts 
in  which  he  was  apparently  lost,  and 
laughed  ruefully. 

"  He's  lost,  Magda  1 "  he  answered. 
'<  I'm  most  awfully  cut  up  about  the  litUe 
beggar  1 " 

"Lost!"  echoed  his  sister.  "Beallyt 
Why,  I  thought  he  never  left  you.  When 
did  it  happen  1 " 

Gerard  stooped  suddenly  to  brush  some 
dust  off  his  trousers. 

"The  other  day,"  he  said  hurriedly. 
"  How  we  managed  it  I  don't  know.  He 
may  have  been  stolen,  poor  beast !  Any 
way,  he's  gone  1 " 

CHAPTER  VI.      A  CLUE. 

Mrs.  Cormack^s  condition  was  only 
faintly  described  by  the  epithet  "  pitiable," 
which  Miss  Astell  had  applied  to  it. 
The  shock  she  had  undergone,  the  excite- 
ment, and  the  terrible^suspense  involved  in 
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the  mystery  which  had  suddenly  cast  so 
appalling  a  shadow  npon  her  comfortable, 
contented  life,  had  reduced  her  to  a  state  of 
hysterical  ferer  which  was  hardly  to  be 
controlled. 

She  received  Gerard  Astell,  when  he 
appeared  with  his  sister  on  the  erening 
of  his  arrival  at  the  CottagOi  with  floods  of 
tears,  casting  herself  npon  him — literally 
a4  well  sto  metaphorically — and  recapitu- 
Uting  with  ever-increasing  incoherence 
all  the  circumstances,  and  all  the  theories 
suggested  to  her  in  the  course  of  the 
past  two  days;  and  appealing  to  him 
wildly  to  tnake  "them," whoever  they  might 
be,  find  her  son. 

**  You  and  me  was  always  friends,  Mr. 
Gerard,"  she  pleaded,  catching  with  trem- 
bling fingers  at  his  coat-sleeve,  '*  and  you 
and  him,  too.  You'll  help  us  now,  won't 
yon,  Mr.  Gerard  f " 

And  Gerard,  pale  and  agitated,  moved, 
it  seemei},  almost  beyond  his  power  of 
self-control,  responded  with  earnest  pro- 
testations of  his  readiness  to  serve  her  by 
any  an.d  every  means  in  his  power.  There 
had  been  since  his  schoolboy  days  a  great 
kindliness — careless  enough  on  his  part, 
perhaps — ^between  him  and  Mrs.  Gormack. 
The  services  of  a  man  on  the  spot  who 
could  act  as  general  adviser  and  referee, 
and  who  might  be  considered  as  in  some 
Bort  an  authority  by  the  confused  and 
bewildered  women,  were  urgently  needed, 
though  rather  for  the  sense  of  support 
and  stability  involved  than  for  anything 
definite  that  any  man  other  than  a  de- 
tective could  da  Mrs.  Gormack  had  no 
male  relations  with  whom  she  was  on 
intimate  terms.  Such  of  her  county 
neighbours  as  could,  and,  in  such  a  thril- 
ling and  unusual  crisis,  gladly  would  have 
ftcted  as  her  advisers  lived  too  far  from 
Whorlbeck  to  be  of  any  practical  use.  Sj 
!t  happened,  naturally  enough,  that  Gerard 
Retell,  capable,  kindly,  and  impulsively 
lesirotui  to  be  of  use,  drifted  into  the 
racant  place.  He  had  spoken  on  that 
irst  evening  of  returniDg  speedily  to  town, 
>at  the  next  day  passed,  and  the  next, 
knd  from  day  to  day  his  journey  was 
acltly  postponed.  All  the  inevitable 
mainesB  connected  with  the  situation — 
ha  transactions  with  Scotland  Yard,  with 
he  men  employed  in  the  ghastly  searches 
Qstitated  far  and  near — was  dropped  into 
is  hands  by  Mrs.  Gormack,  who  clung  to 
im  as  her  only  hope  and  stay,  and  who 
ever  00  nearly  approached  a  state  of 
almness  and  reason  as  under  the  influence 


of    the  gentle  consideration   and  cheery 
good  sense  in  which  he  never  failed. 

Three  days  had  passed  since  his  arrival ; 
five  days  sinse  Basil  Gormack's  disap- 
pearance. It  was  about  four  o'clock  on  a 
grey  September  afternoon  when  Gerard 
Astell,  coming  up  the  drive  to  Whorlbeck 
Hall,  hesitated,  and  then  turned  off  and 
walked  round  the  house  until  he  came  to 
a  garden  door.  He  opened  it  and  went  in, 
turning  to  a  door  close  by  which  led  into  a 
morning-room  much  used  at  present  by 
Mrs.  Gormack. 

. "  I  thought  I  might  come  in  unan- 
nounced," he  began  cheerily  as  he  entered 
the  room.  Then  he  stopped  short  and  the 
reassuring  smile  died  suddenly  out  of  his 
face.  "I — I  hope  I  didn't  startle  you, 
Miss  Stansfield,"  he  said  gently,  and  with 
a  hesitation  which  sat  oddly  on  him. 

The  only  occupant  of  the  room  was 
Brenda,  and  she  was  standing  with  her 
face  turned  towards  him  over  her  shoulder, 
having  evidently  started  that  instant  to 
her  feet.  The  past  five  days  had  taken 
from  Brenda  all  her  girlish  colouring,  much 
of  her  girlish  roundness  of  contour ;  her 
face  was  changed  as  twenty  years  of  life 
might  not  have  changed  it.  The  obvious 
difiPerence  between  the  Brenda  of  a  week 
ago  and  the  Brenda  of  to-day  lay,  of 
course,  in  her  thinness  and  pallor,  in  the 
heavy  shadows  about  her  eyes,  and  in  the 
simple  anxiety  and  distress  of  her  ex- 
pression. But  the  real  alteration  lay 
deeper  and  was  more  subtly  expressed. 
Her  eyes  were  the  eyes  of  a  child  no 
longer,  but  of  a  woman  whose  womanhood 
had  come  to  her  burdened  with  anguish, 
a  gift  which  she  can  hardly  understand, 
and  of  which  she  only  realises  the  weight. 
They  were  haunted,  suffering  eyes,  and 
as  he  met  them  Gerard  turned  his  own 
hurriedly  away.  There  was  a  crumple  in 
the  cover  of  the  table  near  which  she  had 
been  sitting,  and  she  might  have  been 
resting  her  face  upon  her  arm. 

'<  No,  oh  no,  thank  you,"  she  said.  *'  I 
didn't  know  who  it  was." 

There  was  nothing  shy  about  her  manner 
with  him  now.  He  and  she  had  met 
constantly  during  the  past  threie  days. 
Gonstant  consultation  over  the  terrible 
subject  of  that  household's  every  thought 
had  been  necessary  between  them;  together 
they  had  borne  the  brunt  of  poor  Mrs. 
Gormack's  outbreaks  of  distress ;  together 
they  had  broken  to  her  again  and  again 
the  miserable  ''  No  news  1 "  The  confidence 
and  sense  of  fellowship  which  a  common 
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labour  or  a  common  pain  alone  engendem, 
waa  ahadowed  forth  in  her  fiace  aa  ahe  met 
him  with  a  UtUe  wan  smile. 

*'  Yon  look  done  np/'  he  iaid  abniptly  in 
a  moment.    "  Have  yon  been  oat  to^ay  t " 

The  rather  marked  confidence  which 
was  characteristic  of  his  ordinary  manner 
did  not  retom  to  it^  and  there  was  some- 
thing tentative  about  him;  even  about 
that  care  for  her  which  came  so  naturally 
of  his  position  in  the  house. 

Brenda*  shook  her  head. 

**  No,"*  she  answered. 

"7ou  ought  to  go/'  he  urged  gently.- 
'*'  Won't  you  come  for  a  turn  in  the  garden, 
at  any  rate!" 

She  hesitated  and  glanced  rather  long- 
ingly out  of  window. 

"I  should  like  some  air/'  she  owned, 
«« only " 

"Then  come  and  have  some  air,"  he 
responded  promptly.  '*  This  is  your  hat, 
isn^itT' 

She  yielded  with  another  faint  smile,  and 
in  a  few  moments  more  they  were  strolling 
quietly  down  a  garden  path.  There  was 
silence  between  them  at  first  Then  as  a 
little  breeze  fanned  her  cheek,  a  faint  sigh 
as  of  physical  relief  parted  Brenda's  lips. 

"  It  gets  sufTocating  in  the  house,*'  she 
said. 

She  lifted  her  pathetic  eyes  to  his 
instinctiyely,  and  he  met  them  steadily 
this  time,  though  his  brown,  ugly  face 
paled  a  little,  and  his  smile  as  he  answered 
her  was  stifT  and  mechanical.  There  waa 
another  pause  after  his  words.  Gerard 
Astell  had  apparently  become  absorbed  in 
thought 

"  Miss  Stansfield,"  he  began  at  last.  He 
spoke  almost  harshly,  as  though  he  were 
plunging  headlong  into  a  subject  which  he 
could  not  otherwise  bring  himself  to  touch. 
"Miss  Stansfield,  have  you  ever  thought 
what  brutes  we  are — we  men,  I  mean  9 " 

Brendft  had  been  gazing  absently  before 
her,  a  transitory  peace  stealing  oyer  her 
pale  face  as  though  she  were  being  in 
some  way  soothed  or  rested.  As  though 
she  had  hardly  heard,  or  but  half  under- 
stood his  words,  she  turned  her  innocent 
eyes  upon  his  with  a  startled,  vaguely 
troubled  expression.  And  as  he  met  them 
Gerard  Astell  lifted  his  hand  with  a 
sudden,  deprecating  gesture,  and  turned 
his  face  away,  as  though  he  felt  the  look 
of  keen  shame  and  self-loathing  that  had 
swept  across  it 

"  No,"  he  said  hurriedly.  •*  You  haven't, 
of  course.    How  should  you)    I  was  a 


fooL  Bat — will  you  mind  telling  me  If — 
if  you  have  any  theory  in  your  own  mind 
as  to — ^what  has  happened  1 " 

She  looked  at  his  averted  face  for  a 
moment,  the  womanliness  in  her  own  face 
standing  out  in  strong  relief  as  she  tried 
to  fathom  the  connection  of  ideas  in  his 
words.  Then  fa&uig  in  the  attempt^  she 
gave  it  up,  and  in  the  reaction  sabdded 
bito  her  simplest  and  most  dependent 
nhase. 

<<  I  don't  know,"  she  said  helplewly.  >'  I 
mean — ^I  can't  think  of  anything." 

The  tone,  so  appealing  to  any  nuuily 
impulse  in  its  almost  childish  forlomness, 
seemed  to  touch  him  to  the  quick.  He 
stopped  and  turned  to  her,  his  face  fall  <rf 
an  indescribable  feeling. 

"  Have  you  ever  thought,"  he  said  eently, 
*'  that  Oormack  may  have  had — ^troubles  of 
which  you  did  not  know  t "  He  had  paused 
before  the  word  "  troubles,"  evidently  sub- 
stituting it  for  some  other  word  in  dtf  erence 
to  the  girlishness  before  him,  and  a  strange 
spasm  flashed  across  his  face  as  he  spoke. 
She  did  not  answer  for  a  moment ;  hmr  eyes 
dilated  slowly  as  she  looked  at  hinu 

*'  Is  there  a  clue  1 "  she  said. 

"  Yes/'  he  answered  slowly.  '*  WlUough- 
by  " — Willoughby  waa  the  detective  from 
Scotland  YaM — ''has  wired  to  me.  He 
thinks  there  may  be  reason  to  believe  that 
Cormack  sailed  for  Melbourne  three  days 
•go." 

He  had  spoken  in  a  low  voice,  and  with 
the  utmost  reluctance,  carefully  avoiding 
looking  at  her  face.  He  did  not  see  it 
quiver  all  over  for  an  instant  as  though 
he  had  struck  her ;  nor  did  he  see  the  look 
upon  it  as  that  quiverbg  died  away — ^the 
look  of  vague  uncomprehended  womanhood, 
realised  only  as  pain,  which  seemed  to 
spread  from  her  eyes  until  it  dominated  for 
the  moment  all  the  youth  in  her  face. 

''What  makes  him  think  so)**  she 
whispered.  , 

Then,  still  without  lookbg  at  lier,  he 
told  her  briefly  and  very  gently  the  oontents 
of  a  telegram  which  he  had  received  from 
the  detective  an  hour  before. 

<<  Dan't  look  upon  it  as  a  certainty,"  he 
urged  gently.  <*  It  seems  to  me  the  barest 
possibility.  It  is  a  clue  only,  and  it  may 
lead  to  nothing." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Then 
Brenda  let  her  face  fall  between  her 
hands. 

"  Oh,  why  I  "  she  said.    '« Oh,  why  I " 

The  question  was  not  asked  of  Garaid 
AsteU.    It  was  an  appeal  wrung  from  the 
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girl  in  her  onendnrable  pain  against  the 
hideous  mystery  in  which  she  was  caught 
and  held,  powerless  to  do  anything  but 
suffer.  And  though  he  felt  and  understood, 
Gerard  made  no  attempt  to  answer.  His 
breath  came  thick  and  fast — the  only  sound 
that  touched  the  afternoon  stillness-Hind 
his  face  was  set  and  white.  At  last  Brenda 
lifted  her  head. 

"  Thank  you ! "  she  said.  "  Thank  you 
for  telling  me  1 " 

Her  lips  trembled  into  a  faint  smile,  and 
her  eyes,  as  she  turned  them  on  him, 
thanked  him  also  for  the  consideration 
which  had  forborne  to  touch  her  suffering 
with  words.  He  made  a  quick  gesture  as 
deprecating  thanks,  and  then  she  began 
mechanically  to  move  along  the  path,  and 
he  walked  by  her  side  in  silence.  Neither 
had  spoken  when,  as  they  reached  a  turn 
In  the  path,  Brenda  raised  her  eyes  and 
said  quietly : 

<'  There  is  your  sister,  Mr.  Astell." 
Miss  Assail  was  indeed  visible,  in  the 
dnve,  on  her  way  up  to  the  house.  She 
cauglit  sight  of  Brendai  apparently,  at  the 
same  instanti  and  as  they  exchanged 
gestures  of  greeting  she  hesitated,  and 
finally  turned  out  of  the  drire  and  came 
towards  the  eouple  in  the  garden.  She 
was  out  of  earshot,  and  Brenda  said  in  a 
low  voice  to  Gerard : 

''  Does  Miss  Astell  know ) " 
He  shook  his  head. 

••  Not  yet,"  he  said.  "  I .  will  tell  hw." 
In  another  moment  Miss  Astell  had 
reached  them,  and  with  her  presence 
something  seemed  to  pass  from  the  two 
shejoined.  With  Brenda  that  something 
wsM  the  ease — the  unconscious  sense  of 
sympathy  that  makes  even  pain  less 
painfaL  Not  even  the  pressure  of  the 
last  five  days  had  lessened  her  oonstraint 
with  Miss  Astell.  With  Gerard  that 
something  was  a  touch  of  gentleness  and 
humiUty  which  had  softened  for  the  time 
all  those  hard  lines  of  reckless  dissipation 
which  were  always  most  visible  when  he 
was  In  his  sister's  presence 

''  Is  there  any  news  t ''  said  Miss  Astell, 
coking  at  her  brother.  No  two  people  met 
it  Whorlbeck  Hall  in  these  days  without 
isking  that  question,  and  Miss  Astell  never 
isked  it  without  a  flaming  up  of  that  light 
n  her  face. 

An  instant's  pause  followed  the  words, 
tnd  Crerard  glanced  at  Brenda.    Slight  as 
vas  the  glance,  hardly  perceptible  as  was 
he  pauaei  Miss  Astell  noted  both. 
"  TThat  is  it  i "  she  said  Instantly. 


''This;  from  Willougby,"  answered 
Gerard  brieflyi  drawbg  a  yellow  paper 
from  his  pocket  and  handing  it  to  her. 

She  took  it  quickly,  and  bent  her  head.to 
read  it  She  must  have  read  it  many  times 
over  before  she  lifted  her  face  again,  white 
to  the  lips,  round  which  a  Uttle  smUe 
played.  Without  a  word  she  gave  the 
paper  to  her  brother,  and  without  a  word 
the  three  walked  back  to  the  house. 

» 

CHAPTER    VII. 
TOMMY  ASKS  QUB6TI0NS. 

The  circumstances  which  had  led  the 
detective  to  identify  with  the  missing 
Basil  Oormack  a  certain  Mr.  Benjamin 
Case  who  had  left  London  in  a  steamer 
bound  for  Melbourne  three  days  before 
Mr.  Willoughby  found  himself  upon  the 
track,  were  slight  enough  individually — 
were  by  no  means  overwhelming,  indeed, 
considered  as  a  whole.  But  in  the  total 
absence  of  any  other  due  of  any  sort  or 
kind;  as  affording  some  slight  glimmer 
of  light  in  the  impenetrable  darkness  in 
wliich  the  fate  of  Basil  Cormack  was 
wrapped ;  they  acqufared  a  disproportionate 
importance  which  rose  and  fell  according  to 
the  attitude  of  mind  in  which  they  were 
surveyed.  Where  actualities  are  con- 
spicuous by  their 'absence,  posBibilities  will 
inevitably  assume  an  astonishing  magnitude. 

All  such  efforts  to  establish  a  separate 
identity  for  Mr.  Benjamin  Oaae  as  could 
be  compressed  into  two  days'  time  having 
only  served  to  reveal  liim  as  surrounded 
by  a  mysterious  isolation,  it  was  hastily 
decided  that  the  detective  should  follow 
in  the  next  steamer,  accompanied  for  pur- 
poses of  identification  by  the  missing 
man's  valet.  Advertisements  were  to  be 
continued  meantime  in  all  the  principal 
papers  of  Great  Britain,  calling  upon  any 
one  who  could  prove  Mr.  Benjamhi  Case's 
individual  existence  to  come  forward  and 
do  so ;  but,  setting  aside  the  chance  that 
such  a  person  might  appear  and  crumble 
the  clue  to  nothing,  it  was  obvious  that 
nothing  more  definite  oould  be  known 
unto  Mr.  Benjamin  Case  should  be  come 
up  with.  Six  weeks  must  pass  before  the 
pursuers  could  reach  Melbourne. 

''And  of  eourse,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Wil- 
loughby confidentially  to  Gerard  Astell, 
"i(  it  is  the  gentleman,  and  he  means 
keeping  out  of  the  way  for  a  bit — which 
is  what  it  looks  like  to  my  mind  at  present 
— we  may  have  to  follow  him  half  over 
Australia." 
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So  the  two  men  departed  to  the  search ; 
the  valet  IcMded  with  meMagea  and  re- 
proachea  for  the  miesing  man  by  Mrs. 
Oormack,  who  attached  herself  to  the  clae 
held  ont  to  her  as  though  it  had  been  an 
absolute  certainty;  and  the  agonised  ex- 
citement and  breathless  sospense  of  the 
first  ten  days  subsided  for  the  household 
at  Whorlbe^  Hall  into  the  dreary  mono- 
tony of  a  period  of  waitbg,  during  which 
nothing  was  to  be  expected.  Gerard 
Astell  lingered  on  at  the  Oottage  for 
another  week;  lingered  on  from  day  to 
day,  although  there  was  nothing  more 
that  he  could  do;  and  then  went  away 
suddenly.  And  with  hia  departure  the 
last  touch  of  variety,  the  last  shade  of 
colour  seemed  to  fade  from  the  life  of 
Whorlbeck  Hall  beneath  the  heavy  pall- 
like quiet  which  had  fallen  on  it 

Only  on  Arsdale  itself,  seven  miles  away, 
rested  a  heavier  quiet  still.  The  house 
stood  out  in  the  growing  chill  and  greyness 
of  the  autumn  days,  against  its  back- 
ground of  bleak  moor,  like  a  spellbound 
palace  of  fairy  tale,  holding  its  secret  in 
grim  silence.  The  servants  had  one  and 
all  given  a  hurried  and  unreasoning 
warning,  and  had  left ;  and  the  house  was 
cared  for  only  by  an  old  woman  who  lived 
at  the  lodge  gates,  and  who  made  her 
perfunctory  visits  as  brief  as  might  be.  It 
stood  there  empty  in  all  its  completeness, 
all  the  eager  life  that  had  stirred  about  it 
arrested,  as  it  seemed,  at  a  magic  touch, 
waiting  for  its  master.  The  very  sound 
and  movement  of  that  last  night  seemed  to 
strike  against  the  stillness  which  had  suc- 
ceeded it,  and  touch  it  into  something 
weird  and  terrible. 

Before  a  fortnight  had  gone  by,  Mrs. 
Oormack,  shattered  in  nerves  and  in 
body  by  the  violence  of  her  first  emotions, 
could  bear  Whorlbeck  no  longer. 

<<My  dear,"  she  said  to  Brenda  one 
evening,  waking  suddenly  from  an  uneasy 
nap  to  fix  her  eyes  on  the  girl's  white, 
quiet  face ;  **  my  dear,  this  life'll  be  the 
death  of  me  and  of  you,  too,  you  mark 
my  words.  You  look  like  a  ghost  1  I  tell 
you  what  we'll  do  1  We'll  go  to  London, 
all  of  us.  Perhaps  it'll  seem  nearer 
there."  Whether  she  meant  nearer  to 
Australia  or  nearer  to  an  end  of  the  weary 
period  of  waiting  the  poor  lady  did  not 
explain.  **  Anyhow,  it'll  be  more  stirring, 
won't  it)  There's  no  one  here  but  Magdalen 
AsteU,  and  she's  not  much  of  a  comfort 
somehow  1  Not  like  Gerard,  don't  yon 
know  % " 


They  went  to  London  accordingly — ^Mra. 
Cormack,  Miss  Bro?m,  Brenda;  and  Tommy. 
The  latter  had  found  life  rather  a  heavy  I 
affair  lately,  and  was  delighted  at  the 
change.  And  Gerard  Astell  more  than 
justified  the  tone  of  affectionate  regret 
in  which  Mrs.  Cormack  had  spoken 
of  him.  On  the  very  first  evening  of  their 
arrival  in  town  his  name  was  annoonced 
shortly  after  dinner,  and  he  appeared, 
cheery,  daring,  and  with  a  touch  of  tender 
consideration  running  through  all  the  fun 
which  he  levelled  at  the  two  elder  ladles. 
He  appeared  to  take  it  for  granted  that 
the  close  and  intimate  relations  established 
in  the  country  were  to  be  maintained,  and 
he  came  in  and  out  of  the  house  after  that 
first  evening  at  aU  hours.  He  seemed  to 
understand  the  unconscious  craving  for 
distraction  natural  In  a  woman  of  Mrs. 
Cormack's  temperament  under  the  circum- 
stances— a  woman  without  resources  within 
herself;  and  finding  her  wavering  as  to 
whether  or  no  strict  seclusion  were  in- 
cumbent on  her  during  the  period  of 
suspense,  he  promptly  and  authoritatively 
negatived  the  idea.  He  was  never  tired  of 
finding  entertainment  for  her,  or  of  acting 
as  her  escort  and  general  factotum. 

"  We  can  only  try  to  make  it  easier  for 
her  in  her  own  way  1 "  he  said  one  day  to 
Brenda.  ''Her  way  is  an  odd  one, 
perliaps,  but  jio  other  would  suit  her,  you 
see." 

The  words  were  very  gently  spoken,  and 
Brenda,  who  had  been  sitting  by  with  a 
slight  shade  of  wonder  and  dLsapproval  on 
her  face,  as  he  insisted  in  rousing  Mr& 
Oormack  to  interest  in  the  arrangements 
for  a  dbiner  to  which  he  wished  her  to 
go,  looked  up  at  him  quickly  with  a 
sndle  of  self-reproach,  not  untouched  with 
admiration. 

<«You  think  for  us  alll"  she  said 
softly. 

For  Brenda  herself  his  thought,  or 
rather  the  evidence  of  it,  was  as  constant 
as  it  was  delicate  and  unobtrusive.  She 
had  settled  down  to  face  the  weariness 
of  waiting  with  a  quiet,  uncomplaimng 
patience  which  was  so  gentle  and  girlish 
that  the  womanliness  beliind  it  seemed  to 
have  sunk  into  abeyance  again.  Only  she 
grew  a  little  paler,  a  little  thinner,  a  little 
more  silent  every  day.  Mrs.  Cormack's  way 
of  seeking  ease  was  not  her  way,  and  ahe 
must  have  suffered  much  from  that  lady's 
affectionate  and  well-meant  efforts  to 
"rouse  her  up  a  bit,"  as  Mrs.  Cormack 
phrasdd  it,  if  it  had  not  been  for  Gterard 
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eonstrainc ;  it  was  rather  that  she  seemed 
impelled  now  and  again  to  hold  herself  a 
little  aloof  from  him;  and  there  was  al- 
ways something  troubled  about  her  expres- 
sion at  such  times.  She  got  into  the  habit 
of  casting  a  quick  look  at  him  whenever 
he  came  into  tiie  room,  and  sometimes  the 
look  would  leave  her  eyes  perplexed  and 
pitiful.  By  degrees  Gerard  himself  seemed 
to  become  conscious  of  the  alteration  in 
lier  manner,  and  keenly  sensitive  to  her 
glance.  He  had  deteriorated  markedly  in 
looks  during  those  winter  months ;  all  the 
signs  of  dissipation  perceptible  in  the 
autumn  had  slightly  increased,  though  the 
careworn  lines  had  disappeared.  Tlirongh- 
out  the  winter,  whenever  he  had  appeared 
before  lunch-time  he  had  appeared  hag- 
gard and  pale,  with  heavy,  sunken  eyes ; 
and  hitherto  he  had  seemed  careless  or 
unconscious  of  his  looks  and  the  sugges- 
tion they  carried  with  them.  Now,  when 
he  presented  such  a  countenance  in  Mrs. 
Cormack's  drawing-room,  he  would  flash 
slightly  as  he  met  those  girlish  eyes,  and 
a  constraint  would  creep  into  his  manner, 
to  be  dominated  again  by  a  reckless  hilarity. 
Once,  when  he  felt  Brenda's  cool  little  hand 
drawn  quickly  away  from  the  touch  of  his 
hot  fingers,  he  turned  pale  to  the  lips  as  he 
turned  abruptly  from  her. 

He  seemed  to  avoid  being  left  alone 
with  her  after  this,  and  such  a  consumma- 
tion was  easily  prevented  through  the  instru- 
mentality of  Tommy,  who  was  as  devoted 
to  Oerard  as  to  Brenda,  and  would  stick 
by  his  side  with  the  tenacity  of  a  little 
leech  on  the  smallest  encouragement.  Bat 
it  was  through  the  agency  of  Tommy  that 
an  explanation  came  about  at  last. 

One  afternoon  in  January  Gerard  came 
into  Mrs.  Gormack's  drawing-room  with 
some  theatre  tickets,  to  find  Brenda  there 
alone,  Mrs.  Gormaek  being  out  shopping 
with  Miss  Brown.  On  the  previous  evening 
he  had  been  conspicuously  pale  and 
wretched-looking;  his  manner  had  been 
almost  irritably  nervous,  and  Brenda's  face 
had  been  full  of  a  vague  pain  as  she  sat 
throughout  the  evening  in  a  quiet  which 
was  almost  total  silence.  They  met  nowwith 
that  strange,  troubled  distance  on  her 
part,  and  a  constraint  on  his  which  was 
almost  awkwardness.  It  was  a  matter  of 
course,  under  the  circumstances,  that  he 
should  wait  for  Mrs.  Oormack,  and  he 
asked  instantly  for  Tommy.  Short  as 
was  the  time  that  elapsed  before  the 
I  advent  of  Tommy,  his  appearance  broke 
I  up  an  awkward  pause. 


AstelL  If  they  were  out  together  he  was 
alvrays  at  hand  so  to  arrange  matters  that 
she  should  be  left  in  the  background ;  five 
times  out  of  six  he  had  some  excellent 
reason  to  bring  forward  for  leaving  her  at 
homOi  or  for  sending  her  on  some  quiet  ex- 
pedition with  Tommy,  in  whose  childish 
society  she  was  always  most  at  peaca 

The  first  letter  from  Australia  came  at 
last,  only  to  protract  indefinitely  the 
dreary  waiting.  Mr.  Benjamin  Case  had 
left  Melbourne  immediately  on  landing, 
under  circumstances  that  lent  additional 
likelihood  to  his  eventual  identification  as 
Basil  Cormack;  and  the  detective  was 
settbg  forth  on  what  would  probably 
pi'ove  a  long  chase. 

The  news  had  little  effect  upon  Mrs. 
Cormack.    Her   nerves   had    almost   re- 
covered from  the  original  shock ;  she  had 
quite  decided  in  her  own  .mind  that  Mr. 
Benjamin  Case  and  her  son  were  one  and 
the  same;    and  the  waiting  was  conse- 
qaently  deprived  of  any  severe  strain  for 
her.    Her  personal  loss  in  her  son  was  not 
overwhelming.    She  loved  him  warmly  as 
her  chUd;  but  she  had  always  been  a 
little  afraid  of  him,  always  a  little  ill  at 
ease  in  his  presence — totally  unconscious 
as  she  was  of  these  facts.     She  still  shed  a 
good  many  tears  with  vehement  lamenta- 
tions over  his  absence,  but  she  was  not  in- 
capable of  taking  a  certain  delight  in  the 
interest  attaching  to  herself  from  the  story 
of  the  dance  at  Arsdale. 

This  attitude  in  Mrs.  Cormack  served  to 
throw  Brenda  more  and  more  upon  the  one 
person  with  whom  she  came  in  contact  on 
wiiose  sympathy  she  instinctively  relied. 
She  said  little  of  the  Australian  news,  though 
the  days  which  followed  brought  an  almost 
transparent  look  to  her  face  and  a  heart- 
breaking weariness  to  her  eyes.    But  the 
little  she  did  say  was  spoken  to  Gerard 
AatelL     It  was  he  alone  who  understood 
the  shrinking  horror  she   experienced  at 
Mrs.  Cormack's  tendency  to  revel  in  ihdir 
notoriety,  and    her  wish   to   bring    her 
forward  in    her   capacity    of   the    miss- 
ing man's  betrothed  wife.    It  was  Gerard 
who    was   always   at    hand    to    obviate 
each  a  position  for  her,  and  to  turn  poor 
Mrs.      Cormack's     innocent,    blundering 
pomposities  aside  with  a  jest. 

It  was  shortly  after  Christmas — a  Christ- 
mas given  up  by  Mrs.  Cormack  to  lamen- 
tation— that  a  certain  shadow  seemed  to 
fall  apon  the  ease  and  reliance  of  Brenda's 
manner  with  Gerard  Astell ;  a  shadow  that 
came  and  went  flactuatingly.     It  was  not 
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*'Vm  80  glad  yonVe  come/'  he  began, 
as  he  pranced  into  the  room.  "  IVe  got  a 
lot  of  qnestione  to  aak  joa,  Mr.  AatelL" 

A  sadden  borning  colour  awept  oyer 
Brenda'fl  face  as  ahe  aat  in  a  low  chair  near 
the  fire,  and  she  atretched  out  her  hand 
quickly  to  the  obild. 

«  Tommy/'  she  aaid, ''  Mr.  Astell  would 
like  to  see  yoar  new  soldiers,  I  ^zpeot 
Where  are  they  t " 

Tommy  pat  his  curly  head  on  one]  side 
and  looked  at  her  contemplatively. 

<'  You  forget  things  dreadfully,  Brenda, 
don't  you  1 "  he  said.  "  Have  you  ever  had 
your  liead  bashed  in  t  Martin's  brother" — 
Martfai  was  the  footman — **had  his  head 
bashed  in,  and  he  forgot  things  always 
after  that  My  soldiers  got  burnt  up, 
don't  yon  remember  1  It  was  a  fire,  and 
they  were  saving  all  the  family  only  a 
coal  flared  up  and  the  fireman  fell  in.  I 
wonder  what  happens  when  real  firemen 
fall  in  9  I  s'pose  they  make  them  fireproof 
first  like  the  nursery  milk-saucepan  ? " 

He  turned  to  Gerard  as  he  spoke,  as  if 
feeling  that  only  a  male  intellect  could 
grapple  with  so  knotty  a  point,  and  as  his 
eyes  fell  on  the  young  man  a  fresh  thought 
seemed  to  strike  him,  and  he  made  a  bound 
from  Brenda's  restraining  arm,  and  stood 
by  Gerard's  knee,  intently  staring  into  his 
face.  Gerard  was  still  very  white;  his 
eyes,  for  all  their  twinkle,  were  just  a 
trifle  bloodshot,  and  none  of  the  muscles 
of  his  face  were  as  -steady  as  they  should 
have  been.  Se  fidgeted  uneasily  beneath 
the  clear,  childish  eyes. 

«  What's  up,  old  fellow ) "  he  said,  with 
rather  a  hollow  laugh. 

''I  wanted  to  see,"  returned  Tommy. 
'*They  said  you  looked  wild,  Nurse  and 
Martin  did.  And  there  are  irild  men  in  a 
book  Aunt  Louisa  gave  me,  and " 

"  Tommy,  where  did  yon  go  for  a  walk 

to-day  I " 

The  words  broke  from  Brenda  in  a 
tremulous  tone,  and  her  cheeks  were  scarlet 
as  she  leant  forward  and  tried  to  catch 
and  draw  away  the  little  relentless  figure. 

Gerard  Astell  let  his  hand  fall  on  the 
boy's  shoulder,  and  turning  his  face  to- 
wards her  with  a  dull  flash  on  it|  met  her 
eyes  for  an  instant  only. 

«  Let  him  go  on,"  he  said,  with  a  low, 
harsh  laugh.  <'Go  on.  Tommy.  What 
else  did  Nurse  and  Martin  say  1 " 

"  Ob,  lots,"  responded  Tommy  readily. 
<<They  said  you  was  dissi — dissi — some- 
thing, and  you  was  a  awful  gambler. 
What's  a  gambler  i  " 


<'  Oh,  Tommy  dear,  hush  i " 

The  words  were  a  low  cry  of  diatrest, 
and  as  they  fell  upon  his  ear,  Gerard,  who 
had  thrown  his  arm  round  the  ehild, 
suddenly  pressed  him  sharply  to  him.  It 
was  the  tense  movement  of  sharp  pain, 
but  Tommy  took  it  ,as  an  injunction  to 
silence,  and  held  his  peace  wonderingly. 

*'  ThaVU  do.  Tommy,"  said  Gerard,  and 
there  was  a  harsh,  shamefaced  ring  in  Iiis 
voice.  "  I  think  Miss  Stansfield  haa  heard 
what  Nurse  and  Martin  say." 

The  tone  was  addressed  to  Brendsi 
though  the  words  were  spoken  to  Tommy. 
She  had  turned  her  head  away  to  hide  the 
great  tears  that  had  gathered  in  her  ejeB, 
and  he  could  see  that  she  was  trembling 
very  much. 

*'I  wonder  what  else  Miss  Stansfield 
has  heard  i "  he  continued,  recklessly,  and 
dmoit  as  though  something  were  goading 
him  beyond  his  self-control.  Again  his 
words  were  addressed  to  Tommy,  and  the 
little  fellow,  with  that  strange  instinctive 
comprehension  of  the  fact  that  something 
is  going  on.  about  them  which  they  cannot 
understand,  common  with  children,  glanced 
up  at  Um,  and  then  silently  fixed  his 
bright  eyes,  very  grave  now,  on  Brenda. 
There  was  a  moment's  pause,  and  then  the 
girl  said  in  a  tone  so  low  and  shaking  as 
to  be  hardly  audible : 

"  Mr.  Astell,  when  you  must  know  how 

sorry  I  am,  I  think  it  isn't  kind "  her 

voice  died  away. 

*'It's  kind  of  you  to  be  sorry  1"  said 
Gerard  recklessly;  his  hold  on  the  child 
had  tightened  until  it  was  almost  painful 
"When  did  it  first  occur  to  yon  that  I 
was  an  object  for  compassion,  may  I 
askt  And  what  suggested  the  idea  to 
you  r ' 

She  turned  to  him  with  a  spirited  move- 
ment, her  face  very  girlish  in  its  flashed, 
qidvering  reproach,  her  eyes  wide  and 
reproachful. 

''You  shouldn't  sneer!  "she  said,  in  a 
low,  quick  voice.  *'  Oh,  you  shouldn't ! 
It's  not  like  you !  Not  like  what  I  thonght 
you  were.  How  can  I  be  anything  but 
sorry  1 " 

He  met  her  eyes  for  a  moment,  and  then 
his  own  eyes  dropped  suddenly. 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon  I "  he  muttered.  "I'm 
a  brute." 

''  No,  you're  not ! "  she  cried  impulsively, 
her  cheeks  flaming.  ''That's  what  is  so 
dreadfal!  I've  heard  such — such  things 
about  you,  and  every  one  seems  to  ta& 
them  for  granted— even  the  people  who  are 
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fond  of  you.  They  seem  to  think  that 
BO  long  as  you're  nice  and  pleasant  and 
osdfal  to  them,  it  doesn't  matter  how 
yon  spoil  yoor  life !  They  seem  to  think 
the— the^  things  Tommy  was  talking 
about  quite  an  accident — as  if  yon  coaldn't 
help  them  and  they  didn't  matter !  Why, 
even  Mr&  Gormack  was  quite  surprised 
when  she  found  I  hadn't  known  all  the 
time  that  you  were — ^Kke  that ! " 

She  was  gazing  with  great  dilated  eyes, 
horror-struck  and  pitying,  full  into  his 
moody,  downcast  face,  and  there  was  a 
pause.  Then,  as  though  he  felt  her  gaze^ 
he  lifted  one  hand  and  began  restlessly 
to  rumple  Tommy's  hair. 

"Every  one — every  one  knows  it,  you 
seel"  he  said  heavily  and  eonfnsedly. 
"  I've  been  a  scamp  all  my  life ! " 

Tommy  looked  quickly  up  into  his  face 
as  he  said  the  word  ^' scamp." 

"Poor  Scampi"  he  said.  <<He's  lost, 
isn't  het  We  shan't  ever  fipd  him  now, 
shall  we,  Mr.  Astell  ? "  Tommy  paused 
with  a  tentative  look  on  his  small  face. 
It  was  still  oppressed  by  the  consciousness 
that,  as  he  said  to  himself,  '<Brenda  and 
Mr.  Astell  were  dreadfully  sorry  about 
something;"  and  his  introduction  of 
Scamp's  name  was  a  childish  effort  to 
divert  the  grave  course  of  the  conversation. 
He  waited,  to  see  if  any  answer  came  from 
Gerard.  Finding  that  he  remained  silent, 
Tommy's  childish  intuition  told  him  that 
the  attempt  had  failed.  Feeling  not  quite 
sore  whether  he  himself  were  in  any  way 
involved  in  the  general  gravity  of  the 
situation  —  Tommy's  experience  taught 
him  that  when  people  were  grave  he  had 
generally  been  naughty  in  some  way — an 
impulse  to  escape  seized  his  small  souL 

■'  I  think,  please,"  he  said,  *'  I'll  go  up- 
stairs to  tea,  now ! "    • 

Mechanically  Gerard  loosed  his  hold  on 
the  child,  and  hardly  noticed  by  either  he 
ran  oat  of  the  room. 

"  I  don't  know  how  to  say  it  to  you/' 
said  Brenda,  leaning  slowly  forward  and 
clasping  her  hands  tightly  together  on  her 
knee.  *'I  know  men  always  think  girls 
are  silly,  and  can't  judge,  but  surely — 
sorely  you  could — alter  t " 

'*  Alter  1 "  repeated  Gerard  slowly.  He 
rose  as  he  spoke,  and  stood  with  one  arm 
resting  on  the  ma^^^ieee  looking  down 
at  her.  "  Yes,  I  suppose  I  could  alter — if 
I  tried."  There  was  a  peculiar,  half- 
mocking  inflection  in  his  voice,  but  Brenda 
did  not  catch  it.  She  clasped  her  hands  a 
little   tighter  and  lifted   her  face,  quite 


white  with  earnestness,  until  her  eyes 
looked  into  his. 

*'0h,  try!"  she  said.  "Tryl  I  can't 
reason  or  argue — I  should  only  make  you 
laugh !  Bat  I  am  so  unhappy,  so  dread- 
fully unhappy  for  you  I    Won't  you  try  I " 

He  met  her  eyes  for  a  moment  more,  and 
then  he  let  his  face  fall  forward  on  his 
arm  with  a  stifled  groan. 

When  he  lifted  his  head  [again  he  was 
alone. 

CHAPTER  Vni,     THE  CLUE  FAILS. 

.  "  HuLLO,  Astell  1  Any  one  with  you  % " 
It  was  the  table  d'hdte  room  of  a  restau- 
rant close  to  Piccadilly  Circus,  and  Gerard 
Astell  was  sitting  alone  at  one  of  the  small 
tables  studying  the  wine  card.  Thus 
addressed,  he  glanced  up  and  nodded  with 
careless  cordiality  to  the  man  who  had 
paused  opposite  him,  and  now  stood  with 
his  hand  on  the  back  of  the  chair  facfaig 
him. 

<<  ITo,  old  fellow ! "  he  said.  "  I  thought 
you  might  turn  up  t " 

The  words  or  the  manner  evidently 
containing  for  the  other  man  a  tacit 
invitation  to  seat  himself  at  Gerard's  table, 
he  proceeded  to  do  so,  and  fell  to  studying 
the  bill  of  fare  with  the  nonchalance  of 
intimacy. 

It  was  a  flrst-class  dinner  thfit  followed, 
but    it  was  not  a  restaurant    to  which 
Gerard  would  have  taken  any  lady  of  his 
acquaintance.    And  the  man  who  shared 
his  table  was  an  accentuated  specimen  of 
the  type  of  man  with  which  the  room  was 
mainly  filled — the  other  sex  being  but 
scantily  represented.    In  physique  he  was 
ordinary  enough — rather  stout,  rather  baJdi 
rather  middle-aged.     It  was  in  expression 
and  manner  alone  that  he  was  noticeable, 
and  it  was  his  expression  and  manner  that 
he  shared  with  the  rest  of  the  room.    His 
eyes  were  rather  watery  and    far  from 
steady;  his  mouth  was  coarse  and  cidcu- 
lating;  there  was  not  a  line  in  his  face 
that  told  of  anything  highei'^than  animd 
self-indulgence  and  animal  avarice  and 
canning.     There    was   little    enough   in 
Gerard's  face,  as  they  dined  and  talked 
familiarly  together^  to  separate  him  from 
the  class  to  which  his  companion  belonged. 
Something  in  his  manner    there  was  — 
something  which  for  any  one  who  knew 
them  both  must  have  brought  a  strange 
suggestion  of  his  sister  into  that  incon-. 
gruous  atmosphere — which  separated  Um 
from  the  man   himself.     But   that  was 
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merely  ihe  accident  of  Innate  anconBdons 
refinemeni  as  set  against  innate  onconscioas 
vnlgarity.  Morally  he  seemed  not  one 
whit  the  superior. 

The  talk  thronghoat  dinner  was  carried 
on  In  the  incomplete'  sentences  and  half- 
sentences  besprinkled  with  nicknames, 
which  Imply,  common  interests,  mutual 
friends,  and  constant  intereonrse.  Both 
men  drank  a  great  deal  of  wine  with  a 
careless  indifference  to  the  quantity  and 
an  entire  absence  of  results  which  was  not 
without  significance ;  and  as  they  finished 
with  liqueurs  and  cigars,  the  elder  man 
remarked  casually : 

"  You  didn't  turn  up  last  night  First 
time  you've  missed  this  winter,  they  said." 

Gerard  waved  his  smoke  away  and 
laughed  rather  boisterously. 

"Hang  it  all!''  he  said.  "Very 
nearly." 

"Coming  round  to-night,  I  suppose  t " 

"  Oh,  yes." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  as  the  two 
men  smoked  in  silence.  But  apparently 
Gerard's  was  not  the  silence  of  luxurious 
contentment,  for  he  moved  abruptly. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  no^ir,  old 
boy ) "  he  asked.  "  What  do  yon  say  to 
the  Gaiety,  or  the  Empire  ?  One  may  as 
well  get  through  the  evening." 

The  elder  man  voted  lazily  for  the 
Empire^  and  they  strolled  away  together. 

Two  hours  more  had  passed  when  they 
came  out  of  the  theatre  into  Leicester 
Square  and  walked  away  southward,  still 
together  and  with  the  air  of  men  for  whom 
a  necessary  interlude  is  over,  and  the 
actual  business  of  the  evening  about  to 
begin.  They  walked  briskly  for  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then  they  turned 
into  a  qtdet  street  and  went  into  a  private 
club-house.  They  went  straight  upstairs 
to  a  back  room  on  the  first  floor;  a  room 
fitted  up  witli  card-tables,  at  several  of 
which  pairs  and  quartettes  of  men  were 
seated  playing  with  quiet,  matter-of-fact 
concentration. 

It  was  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  when 
Gerard  Astell  left  that  house,  and  he  was 
not  perfectly  sober.  He  hailed  a  cab  and 
was  driven  to  Us  own  rooms ;  he  stumbled 
heavily  up  the  staircase  to  the  first  floor ; 
stumbled  across  his  sitting-room  to  his 
bedroom ;  flung  himself,  still  dressed,  upon 
his  bed,  and  fell  at  once  into  a  heavy 
I  sleep. 

When  he  awoke  the  sunshine  was 
streaming  into  his  room,  turning  the  still 
flaring  gaslight  yellow,  and  falling  with 


painful  brightness  upon  his  heavy  eyes. 
As  he  became  slowly .  and  confusedly 
conscious  of  his  surroundings,  he  became 
conscious  also  of  the  sound  that  had 
waked  him — a  brisk  and  continuous  knock- 
ing at  the  door. 

"What  the  dence  is  itt"  he  caUed 
stupidly. 

"It's  a  note,  sir.  Waiting  for  an 
answer,  sir." 

With  a  muttered  oath  Grerard  xoee'and 
stumbled  across  the  room.  He  unlocked 
and  opened  the  door  and  stretched  oat  his 
hand. 

"  Waiting  for  an  answer  is  just  what  it 
doesn't  seem  to  see,  Mary  Jane,"  he  said. 
"  Give  it  here.    What's  the  time  1 " 

*^  Eleven  o'clock,  sir.  Shall  I  bring  you 
your  hot  water,  sir  9 " 

"  And  a  cup  of  tea.    Yep,  Mary  Jane." 

He  shut  the  door  and  crossing  the  room 
again  with  the  note  in  his  hand  let  himself 
Ml  into  a  ^chair,  evidently  too  keenly 
sensible  of  physical  discomfort  to  stand. 
He  glanced  at  the  window  with  a  mattered 
''  Confound  the  light ! "  and  then  began  to 
open  the  note  with  shaking,  uncertain 
fingers,  which  he  lifted  to  his  head  as  he 
began  to  read  as  though  his  senses  were 
almost  too  heavy  and  confused  to  take  in 
the  meaning  of  the  words  before  his  eyes. 

"  Dear  Mk.  Gerakd,"  the  words  ran, 
'^  I  was  quite  hoping  that  you  woitfd  have 
dropped  in  to  dinner  to-night,  and  it  was 
quite  a  disappointment  to  us  all  when  we 
had  to  sit  down  without  you.  So  I'm 
writing  to  say  that  I  hope  you'll  be  sure 
and  givQ  us  the  pleasure  of  your  eompany 
to-morrow.  You  haven't  been  near  as  for 
three  days,  and  then  you  didn't  stay  to  see 
me.  We  miss  you  so  as  never  was. — 
Yours  truly,  ."  Sarah  Oobmack." 

For  a  moment  or*  two  Gerard  sat 
staring  stupidly  at  this  epistle,  so  charac- 
teristic in  its  mixture  of  illiterateness, 
pomposity,  and  affection.  Then  his  eye 
wandered  from  it  to  his  shaking,  feverish 
hand,  and  he  turned  sharply  round  to  the 
table^  his  face  almost  sullen  with  an  ex- 
pression which  should  have  been  shame. 

"  I  shan't  go  1 "  he  muttered  to  himself, 
as  he  groped  blunderingly  for  penand  paper. 
"  No  fellow  lays  himsaM  out  to  be  preached 
at!"  He  had  a  pd&  in  his  hand  by  this 
time,  but  his  hand  was  trembling  so  much 
that  the ."  Dear  Mrs.  Gormack  "  it  traced 
was  hardly  legible.  "Hang  it  all  1"  he 
said  just  above  his  breath,  as  be  dashed 


Cfuurleir  Dickens.] 


"THE  LAST  WITNESS." 


[NoTetnber  15, 1898.]       29 


the  pen  from  hb  hand,  "  I'll  send  a  message 
—that  most  do  ! '' 

He  strode  across  the  room  again,  moving 
firmly  this  time  as  thongh  the  angry 
feeling  with  which  his  face  was  fall  were 
dominating  for  the  moment  the  physical 
weakness  he  had  brought  npon  himself, 
and  shouted  for  Mary  Jane.  Mrs.  Oor- 
mack's  letter  was  still  in  his  hand,  and  he 
glanced  at  it  hesitatingly  while  he  gave  his 
order  as  a  man  in  dffficnlties  will  do. 

"  Look  here,  Mary  Jane/'  he  said ;  "  tell 
the  messenger  to  say  my  love — ^my  love — 
and — and — I  shall  be  delighted  1 " 

Having  reached  this  conclusion,  he 
banged  the  door  violently  upon  the  re- 
treating figure  of  Mary  Jane^  and  stumbled 
back  to  a  chair.* 

''  Tou  fool  1 "  he  muttered  between  his 
clenched  teeth,  "  you  utter  fool  1 " 

It  was  on  the  very  stroke  of  the  dinner 
hour  when  Gerard  presented  himself  in 
Mrs.  Cormack's  drawing-room  that  evening. 
He  was  overwhelmed  by  that  good  lady 
with  a  torrent  of  reproaches,  and  an 
exuberant  explanation  of  the  desolation  his 
absence  had  caused  in  the  house,  all  of 
which  he  parried  with  iliat  daring  fun 
which  always  stood  him  in  good  stead  with 
Mrs.  Cormaek.  He  was  even  readier,  more 
responsive,  and  more  recklessly  amusing 
than  usual.  Under  the  circumstances  there 
was  only  time  for  the  barest  greeting 
between  him  and  Brenda,  and  he  did  not 
catch  the  fleeting,  pathetic  glance  she  gave 
him,  almost  unconsciously.  Nor  did  he 
notice,  as  it  seemed,  that  during  dinner  she 
scarcely  once  spoke  an  unnecessary  word. 

If  there  was  one  thing  in  the  world 
essential  to  Mrs.  Cormack's  happiness, 
and  one  thing  which  she  would  rather  have 
died  than  confess  to,  it  was  her  after-dinner 
nap.  Oircumstances  this  evening  pre- 
vented her  from  taking  it  while  she  and 
Brenda  were  alone — Miss  Brown  was 
enjoying  the  unwonted  dissipation  of  a 
misaionary  meeting  in  connection  with  the 
ciiapel  which  she  faithfully  attended ;  con- 
sequently when  Gerard,  after  a  very  short 
interval,  followed  them  to  the  drawing- 
room,  strategic  measures  had  to  be  re- 
sorted to. 

''Brenda,  my  love,"  Mrs.  Gormack 
began  briskly,  *' you'll  give  us  a  little 
music,  won't  youl  Or  perhaps  Gerard 
would  give  us  a  song — a  nice  quiet  song  I 
We  should  enjoy  that,  shouldn't  we  f " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Brenda 
and  Gerard  glanced  involuntarily  each  at 
the  other.    Their  eyes  met,  and  each,  as  I 


though  conscious  of  detection,  flashed 
guiltily,  and  assented  hurriedly  and 
simultaneously.  The  piano  was  at  the 
other  end  of  the  long  room  —  a  double 
room  divided  by  curtains — and  they  both 
understood  what  was  expected  of  them 
quite  as  well  as  though  Mrs.  Cormaek  had 
said  in  so  many  words : 

"  Go  and  amuse  yourselves  quietly,  young 
people,  and  don't  disturb  me  for  twenty 
minutes  or  so  1 " 

Brenda  turned  quickly  and  went  across 
the  room,  followed  slowly  by  Gerard. 
There  was  something  at  once  deprecating 
and  nervous  about  his  manner,  as  though 
he  were  well  aware  that  he  himself  had 
brought  the  situation  about  by  leaving  the 
dining-room  so  quickly^  and  at  the  same 
time  had  done  so  dmost  in  spite  of  himself. 

''Will  you  singt"  she  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  as  they  stood  together  by  the 
piano.  She  had^  been  looking  white  and 
tired  as  she  sat  silently  through  dinner, 
but  now  there  was  a  little  burning  flaab 
on  her  cheek,  and  her  eyes  were  bright  as 
if  with  painful  embarrassment.  She  did 
not  look  at  him  as  she  spoke,  but  busied 
herself  in  turning  over  some  music  with 
trembling  fingers. 

"  I  would  rather  hear  you  play,  if  you 
don't  mind  1 "  he  answered,  and  there  was 
a  slight  constraint  in  his  voice,  too. 

Brenda  sat  down  instantly  and  began  to 
play,  and  Gerard  subsided  into  a  chair. 
Bat  the  music  which  alone  would  please 
Mrs.  Cormaek  under  the  chcumstances  was 
of  the  gentle,  harmonious  order,  and  such 
music  Brenda  never  played  from  notes; 
consequently  they  faced  one  another  still, 
though  Brenda's  head  was  bent  over  the 
keys,  as  the  slow,  dreamy  melodies  floated 
through  the  room.  At  last  from  Mrs. 
Cormack's  far  comer  there  came  a  gentle 
snore,  and  then  Gerard  spoke,  making  his 
voice  subservient  to  Brenda's  music.  He 
did  not  move.  He  had  been  sitting  for 
many  moments  with  his  arms  folded, 
gazine  past  Brenda's  pretty  head  at  the 
wall  beyond,  and  for  the  moment  all  that 
was  reckless,  all  that  was  vicious  seemed 
to  be  smoothed  out  of  his  face  before  a 
gravity  which  was  almost  sadness. 

"  Miss  Stansfield,"  he  said,  '*  you're  not 
angry  with  me  for  having  managed  this, 
are  you  i " 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  his  with  a  sudden 
start,  which  was  very  girlish  and  helpless 
in  its  want  of  self-control. 

"Oh,  nol"  she  said  hurriedly.  "I — 
don't  mind,  of  course  I " 
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There  was  a  pause,  dnriDg  whieh  the 
mtuic  was  rather  nneyen,  and  then  Gerard 
began  again.  This  time  he  moved  nearer 
to  her  and  leant  forward  a  little. 

''  I  am  awfully  sorry  about — the  other 
day ! "  he  said. 

''  I'm  afraid— I  offended  you  1  I  ought 
to  apologise." 

There  was  a  certain  stiffness  about  the 
tone  in  whieh  the  words  were  uttered, 
low  as  it  was,  which  was  very  youthfal ; 
and  her  faoe  was  quivering  almost 
childishly.  But  Gerard  hardly  caught  Uie 
tone ;  he  was  answering  the  words  quickly 
and  eagerly. 

''  Don't  treat  me  like  that ! "  he  said. 
'*If  you  think  I've  not  been  here  since 
because  I  was  offended,  you're  wrong 
altogether!  I  didn't  come  because— I 
couldn't  1    I  didn't  feel  fit  I " 

She  did  not  answer  him  in  words,  but 
she  lifted  her  face  and  looked  at  him. 
Her  expression  was  in  suspension  as  it 
were,  but  her  girllshness  was  touched  and 
elevated  by  the  pity  and  sorrow  that 
lurked  in  her  eyes.  Her  music  died  away 
into  soft  mechanical  chords,  and  at  the 
other  end  of  the  room  Mrs.  Oormack  still 
slept  peacefully. 

"  Didn^t  you  really  know  until  lately," 
continued  G«rard,  rather  hoarsely,  "  that  I 
was  a  bad  lot  1 " 

She  shook  her  head  without  turning  her 
eyes  away,  and  her  lips  quivered. 

**  You're  not — a  bad  lot  I "  she  said,  and 
there  was  something  in  her  voice  that 
made  the  assertion  a  most  pathetic  appeal. 

"  I  don't  know  what  else  you  can  call 
a  fellow  who  drinks  a  bit,  and  bets  more 
than  a  bit,  and  plays  a  lot  1 " 

The  words  were  half-desperately,  half- 
recklessly  uttered,  as  though  that  appeal 
had  cut  him  to  the  qiSck.  To  Uie 
indirect  confession  they  contained  Brenda 
mada  no  answer.  Only  her  head  drooped 
a  little,  and  a  moment  later  a  great  tear 
fell  on  the  key-board. 

'*  Don't  1"  exclaimed  Gerard,  almost 
roughly,  though  his  voice  was  still  so  low  as 
not  to  disturb  Mrs.  Cormack.  ^'Good 
Heavens,  don't  do  thatl  I'm  not  worth 
it!" 

Brenda  lifted  her  hands  quickly  to  her 
eyes,  and  then  lifted  her  face  again ;  it  was 
very  pale  now,  and  the  effort  with  which 
she  kept  it  composed  gave  it  strength  and 
womanliness. 

'^  I  won't ! "  she  said.  *'  I  know  men 
don't  like  it.  But  if  I  could  only  tell  you 
how  unhappy  I  am  1 " 


''I  don't  say  I  meant  to  be  the  kind  of 
fellow  I  am  now,"  he  want  on  in  » thick, 
hurried  tone,  half  of  ecaiifeaslon,  half  of 
instinctive,  unconscious  self-excose;  ^not 
when  I  was  a  youngster,  yon  know!  I 
really  didn't !  I  never  thought ;  I  never 
thought  about  anything  at  all.  I  was  just 
idle  and  I  liked  a  lark,  and  I  waa  a  liuk 
sheep  before  I  knew  where  I  was.  It  didn't 
seem  to  matter,  don't  you  know;  as  you 
said  the  other  day,  nobody  minded. 
Nobody  expected  anything  of  me,  either  1 
Of  course  it  was  all  my  own  fault,  mind 
you.  Over  and  over  again  I  could  have 
had  a  lift  np  if  I'd  cared  a  straw  about  it. 
But  I  didn't.  And  so— I've  been  going 
downhill  all  the  time,  don't  you  see  t " 

He  paused,  aoid  Brenda  *sdd  : 

"I  seel"  Only  the  two  words,  but 
pity  and  sympathy  could  never  have  been 
more  fully  expressed. 

"And  what's  a  fellow  to  do)"  said 
Gerard,  with  a  low,  unreal  laugh,  his  voice 
breaking  a  little  at  the  same  time,  as 
though  that  whisper  had  shaken  him. 
''When  a  man's  got  into  a  groove,  he's 
kept  there  by  all  kinds  of  things.  There's 
not  much  chance  of  his  getting  away,  even 
if  he  should  happen  to  want  to.  Debts, 
for  instance.  Where's  a  man  in  my  line 
to  get  money  to  pay  his  debts  except  at 
cards  1" 

A  little  flash  had  leapt  into  Brenda's 
eyes,  and  her  whole  face  grew  strong  and 
resolute  as  she  answered  him  instantly. 

"Let  him  work,"  she  said,  in  a  low, 
ringing  voice.     ''  Let  him  work." 

*'  Suppose  he  doesn't  know  how  1 " 

'*Let  him  learo,  then,"  she  answered, 
in  the  same  tone.  "  Ah,  you'il  say  I  don't 
understand.  When  you  come  to  the  fns 
and  outs,  of  course  I  don't !  But  I  won't 
believe — and  I  don't  think  yon  believe — 
that  if  a  man  like  you  wants  to  work,  and 
wants  to  break  away  from — from  a  bad 
groove,  it  isn't  possible.  Easy,  of  course,  it 
wouldn't  be,  but  it's  possible.  It's  the 
will  that  matters !  It's  the  will  that's 
wanted.  Oh,  I  can't  believe,  I  won't 
believe,  that  you  haven  t  got  the  will  I " 

"  If  I  haven't,  you  make  me  ashamed  to 
say  so." 

The  words  were  hardly  audible,  but 
Brenda  caught  them,  and  she  leant  for- 
ward, speaking  very  sweetly  and  earnestly. 

''But  you  have,"  she  said.     <'I  know 

you  have,  and  you  know  it,  too.    And 

you're  clever  You  can't  think  in  your  heart 

that  you're  not — I  don't  mean  conceitedly, 

I  but  seriously,  and  looked  at  as  a — a  re- 
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aponaibility. "  She  Btopped  short  suddenly, 
and  with  her  face  bent  down  so  that  he 
could  see  nothing  of  it^  played  nervously 
with  the  ribands  on  her  dress.  Then  she 
went  on  as  suddenly  as  she  had  left  off. 
"  Ob,  don't  be  angry,"  she  said,  in  a  low, 
hesitating  voice,  *<  don't  be  angry  if  I 
suggest  something.  You— yon  said  some- 
thing about  debts,  and  I  can  see  that  when 
people  are  mak&g  a  fresh  start  they  would 
be  such  a  heavy  drag.  You  won't  be 
angry  I    I've  got  a  little  money  — three 

thousand  pounds — and  if  you  comd " 

He  stopped  her  suddenly,  but  very 
gently,  and  with  a  look  on  his  face  which 
it  had  never  worn  before. 

<'I  couldn't^"  he  said.  <<Buii  that  yon 
should  have  offered  it  will  make  me  a 
better  man  all  my  life." 

Something  in  the  ring  of  his  voice,  or 
the  mere  fact  of  being  checked  in  her  im- 
pulsive, earnest  speech,  brought  back  a 
slight  touch  of  girlish  self-consciousness  to 
her,  and  she  hesitated  and  faltered. 
"I— I'm  very  sorry,"  she   murmured. 

"  I  only  thought  that  to  start  clear " 

"To  start  clear  is  everything,"  he  as- 
sented, as  she  broke  off. 

"  And  is  there  any  other  way  i  I  know 
a  girl  is  so  ignorant" 

*'  There  are  ways,"  he  said  slowly,  *<  if  a 
man  has  courage." 

She  was  looking  full  into  his  face ;  she 
was  just  going  to  put  into  words  the  plead- 
ing in  her  eyes  which  needed  no  farther 
expression,  when  the  door  at  the  other  end 
of  the  room  opened  and  a  servant  came  in 
bringing  letters  to  Mrs.  Gormack,  who 
waked  at  the  sound.  She  took  the  letters 
from  the  tray,  and  broke  into  an  excited, 
agitated  exclamation,  which  made  Brenda 
and  Gerard  instinctively  and  hastily  cross 
the  room  to  her  chair. 

'<  It's  an  AustraUan  letter  I ''  she  said. 
<' Brenda i  Gerard!  it's  an  Australian 
letter,  but  it's  not  from  Basil  yet.  Gerard, 
my  dear,  you  open  it ;  I'm  fluttered  ! " 

She  handed  the  letter  to  Gerard,  and  he 
took  it,  his  face  growing  strangely  pale 
and  compressed.  He  hesitated  an  instant 
and  glanced  at  Brenda  as  she  stood,  also 
very  pale,  her  eyes,  wide  and  rather  startled 
and  frightened  than  expectant,  fixed  on 
the  letter  in  his  hand.  Then  he  opened  it. 
He  read  the  first  sentence  to  Unuelf ,  and 
a  carious  shock  passed  across  his  features. 
He  glanced  quiddy  through  the  rest^  and 
then  he  lifted  his  head  slowly. 

*'I — ^you  must  prepare  yourself  for  a 
heavy  disappointment,dear  Mrs.  Gormack," 


he  said  gently;  and  he  gave  one  quick 
look  at  Brenda  as  he  spoke.  "  The  clue 
has  come  to  nothing!  Willoughby  and 
George  have  come  face  to  face  widi  Mr. 
Benjamin  Gase,  and  it  is  not  Basil." 

CHAPTER  DC.  GEBARD  LOSES  HIS  TEMPER. 

Nearlt  a  week  had  passed  away, 
and  over  Mrs.  Gormack's  London  house, 
as  Gerard  Afitell  passed  upstairs  to  the 
drawing-room  late  one  afternoon,  there 
seemed  to  rest  much  the  same  hush 
and  stillness  as  had  rested  upon  Whorl- 
beck  Hall  durins  the  week  tiiat  im- 
mediately succeeded  Basil  Gormack's 
disappearance.  Gerard  himself  looked 
pale  and  grave,  and  ttiere  was  a  look  in 
his  eyes  as  though  he  were  face  to  face 
with  a  momentous  question. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  he  walked  slowly  up  to  the  fueplace 
and  stood  theroi  warming  himself  and 
waiting,  with  the  same  absorbed  expression 
on  his  face.  In  a  minute  or  two  tlie  door 
opened  and  Brenda  appeared.  And  as  he 
saw  her  his  face  softened,  and  its  gravity 
became  sympathetic  instead  of  personu 
and  stera 

He  moved  quickly  towards  her. 

"  How  is  she  t "  he  asked,  as  they  shook 
bauds. 

''She  is  better  this  afternoon,  really 
better.  She  has  been  quite  quiet,  and 
she  slept  all  night." 

"And  how  are  youi"  he  said  gently. 
He  was  still  holding  her  hand,  and  she 
met  his  eyes  with  a  wan  little  smile. 

•'  I  i    Oh,  I  am  quite  well,  thanks ! " 

Brenda  was  looking  very  white  and  worn, 
and  there  was  that  shocked  look  about  her 
face  which  comes  of  sudden  painful  realisa- 
tion. There  was  a  certab  peace  and 
reliance  in  her  eyes  now  as  she  answered 
Gerard's  questions,  but  the  look  was  there 
all  the  same. 

The  disappointment  contained  in  the 
detective's  letter  had  fallen  very  heavily 
upon  Mrs.  Gormack;  more  heavily  than 
even  those  who  best  understood  how 
completely  she  had  persuaded  herself  that 
Mr.  Benjamin  Gase  and  her  son  were  one 
and  the  same  were  prepared  for.  She  had 
passed  from  one  violent  hysterical  attack 
into  another ;  and  when  at  last  her  physical 
strength  would  no  longer  allow  of  such 
vehement  demonstration,  floods  of  nervous 
tears,  little  less  exhausting,  had  followed. 
But  it  was  not  the  disappointment  alone 
that  so  prostrated  Mrs.  Gormack ;  it  was 
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the  reaction  involved  in  the  sadden  definite 
shock  from  the  peace,  the  dolneas  of  feeling, 
which  the  placidity  of  tbe  pa^t  two  or  three 
months  had — all  unknowingly  to  herself — 
engendered ;  it  was  the  resJiaation  of  this 
temporary  oblivion,  and  the  renewal  In- 
volved of  the  first  agony  of  lier  distress. 
And  the  realisation  was  shared  by  the 
whole  household — was  shared  by  Brenda. 

She  walked  across  the  room  now,  and 
sat  down  in  a  low  chair  by  the  fire  with  a 
little  unconscious  sigh.  Then  she  lifted 
her  eyes  to  Grerard,  as  he  stood  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fireplace. 

*<Have  you  been  to  Scotland  Tardt" 
she  sa\d. 

He  nodded  gravely. 

"  Yep,"  he  answered  gently. 

"Have  they  anything  to  suggest — any 
other  theory  % " 

« I'm  afraid,  for  the  moment,  things  are 
at  a  dead-lock  1 " 

A  tremulous  sigh  passed  her  lips,  and 
she  wrung  her  hands  tightly  together  as 
her  head  drooped  a  little,  and  she  sat  with 
her  face  turned  to  the  fire.  Gerard  watched 
her  for  a  moment  with  a  strange  light  In 
his  deep-set  eyes. 

"  I  suppose  we  have  all  counted,  more 
than  we  knew,  upon  the  Australian  clue,'' 
he  said  at  last.  He  spoke  abruptly,  and 
there  was  a  look  of  fierce  pain  on  hfa  face, 
which  made  it  almost  harsh. 

Brenda  did  not  look  up. 

'*I  did  not  know,"  she  said  hesi- 
tatingly, and  the  hesitation  was  in  her  own 
mind,  not  in  her  reliance  on  his  sym- 
pathetic comprehension.  "At  first  I  did 
not  count  on  it.  But,  I  suppose,  lately — 
gradually—" 

Her  voice  died  away,  and  Gerard  said 
gently,  though  with  a  certain  restrained 
vibration  in  his  voice : 

"It  was  inevitable  that  it  should  be  so. 
But  it  makes  it  a  terrible  blow  1" 

She  lifted  bcr  face  to  him  suddenly, 
terrified  and  tremulous  in  every  line. 

"It's  the  darkness  again,"  she  said 
unevenly.  "The  horrible  darkness  and 
mystery.  I  didn't  know — I  didn't  know 
that  it  had  ever  been  lifted,  but  now  it 
seems  as  though  I  couldn't  bear  it ! " 

Her  voice  rose  as  she  finished  to  a  little 
strangled  cry ;  a  cry  in  which  all  that  she 
could  never  have  expressed  in  words — 
could  hardly  have  defined  to  herself — of  the 
remorseful  reaction  from  the  comparative 
peace  of  the  past  month  found  voice. 
Meeting  her  piteous  eyes  he  made  an 
inarticulate  sound  of  sympathy,  and  before 


he  could  really  speak  she  went  on  again  as 
though  words  were  a  relief  to  her. 

"To  know  absolutely  nothing  —  no- 
thing! That's  what  is  so  dreadfol.  To 
feel  that  we  have  all  been  looking  in  the 
wrong  direction — ^that  we  have  never  had 
the  very  faintest  real  due !  Oh,  it's 
horrible  1  It's  horrible !  It's  like  lookhig 
into  an  awful,  thick  darkness,  that  seems 
to  choke  you,  and  smother  you,  and  you 
can't  penetrate  it — ^you  can't — ^yoa  can't, 
however  much  you  try  I " 

Thestrainof  attendance  on  Mrs.  Cormaek, 
with  the  constant  self-control  and  self- 
f orgetfulness  Brenda  had  shown  through- 
out all  these  4Ays,  had  told  heavily  on  her, 
and  she  had  broken  down  now  utterly; 
broken  down  with  a  total  unreserve  tluit 
witnessed  to  a  certain  relief  and  ease.  She 
was  not  crying,  but  shivering,  trembling 
convulsively,  and  her  eyes  were  dilated 
and  almost  wild. 

Gerard  knelt  suddenly  on  one  knee  by 
her  side,  and  gathered  her  cold,  shaking 
hands  into  his  own,  with  a  great  compassion 
on  his  dark  face. 

"  Don't  try ! "  he  said  quickly.  "  Don't 
try,  Brenda !  Your  eyes  alone  eould  not 
hope  to  penetrate  the  darkness !  But 
there  are  any  number  of  search-lights  that 
have  not  been  turned  on  yet,  dear.  It's 
nothing — any  one  at  Scotland  Yard  would 
tell  you  that  it  is  nothing — ^for  one  clue  to 
fail !    It  only  means  unearthing  another! " 

*^  But  suppose  there  is  no  otSsr  1 " 

Her  fingers  bad  closed  instinctively 
round  his  strong  hands,  and  she  was  look- 
ing into  his  face  with*  eyes  which,  as  he 
spoke,  had  grown  less  wUd  and  agonised. 
She  had  not  started  as  her  name  passed 
his  lips — unconsciously  to  himself,  evi- 
dently— iior  did  she  seem  conscious  of  the 
tenderness  of  his  tone,  except  inasmuch 
as  she  was  vaguely  soottied  and  comforted 
by  it.  ^e  answered  the  trembling  terror 
in  her  words  instantly  and  firmly. 

"There  is  always  another!"  he  said. 
"A  dead-lock  for  the  moment  doesn't 
mean  hopelessness,  you  know  1  It's  only 
a  sort  of  pause  !  We  shall  be  on  a  new 
track,  and  a  better  one,  too,  in  a  day  or 
so!" 

"  But  it  may  end  in  the  same  way ! 
And  so  much  time  has  been  lost  1 " 

"  Still,  there  is  no  reason  for  anything 
like  despair.  Where  one  knows  nothing, 
one  may  just  as  well  hope  as  fear !  Any 
day,  any  hour,  almost,  may  bring  us 
news  I " 

A  curious  flash  passed  over  his  face, 

. 
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whitening  it  as  he  spoke^  but  Brenda  did 
not  notice  it  Tiiere  had  been  nothing  in 
his  words  themselves  peculiarly  convincing 
or  reassuring,  but  dther  his  tone  or  some- 
thing else  had  given  them  a  wonderfal 
power  over  the  girl's  quivering  nerves,  and 
she  was  trembling  no  longer. 

"  That  is  true ! "  she  said  dreamily.  ''  I 
will  try  to  be  patient." 

« I  know  yon  wiU ! "  he  said,  a  little 
thickly.  He  rose  as  he  spoke,  releasing 
her  hands  so  gently  that  she  was  hardly 
conscious  of  the  movement.  "  And  don't 
think  I  don't  feel  how  hard  it  is ! " 

She  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  and  held  out 
her  hand  with  a  gesture  of  absolute 
gratitude  and  reliance. 

"  You  are  so  good  ! "  she  said  simply. 

The  words  were  followed  by  a  little 
pause.  Gerard  had  flushed  a  dull  red  to 
the  roots  of  his  hair,  and  the  colour  had 
not  faded  when  he  moved  and  said :  ''I  must 
go,  I'm  afraid.  Magdalen  was  to  arrive  this 
afternoon,  and  she  will  expect  me  1 " 

Brenda  looked  up,  with  a  slight  start. 

<'Miss  AsteUi"  she  said.  <<I  didn't 
know        " 

•'I  know  you  didn't!"  he  said.  "I 
didn't  know  myself  till  this  morning.  It 
is  one  of  her  erratic  proceedings." 

Miss  Astell  had  spent  the  winter  alone 
at  Whorlbeck.    She  had  had  many  in- 
vitations from  friends  in  various  parts  of 
the  country  during  the/ftutumn,  but  she  had 
refused  them  one  and  all,  declaring  with 
that  careless  frankness  which  was  charac- 
teristic of  her  that  she  much  preferred  to 
stay  at  home.    The  preference  seemed  a' 
curious  one,  and  it  was  a  good  deal  com- 
mented on  by  her  friends.    Whorlbeck  in 
the  winter  was  by  no  means  a  cheerful 
place.    It  was  cold  and  damp,  and  its 
distance  from  liny  other  village  or  great 
house  isolated  it  almost  entirely,  when  snow 
or  heavy  rain  had  done  their  work  upon 
the  counter  roads.     But  Miss  Astell  ig- 
nored comments  and  put  aside  all  attempts 
at    persuasion    with    calm    decision.     It 
was  her  fancy  to  remain  at  the  Cottage, 
she   said;  and  that  being  the  case,  her 
friends  could  only  shrug  their  shoulders 
and  talk  about  '*  Magdalen's  eccentricities." 
It  was  apparently  her  fancy,  moreover,  to 
take  every  advantage  of  the  difficulties 
thrown  in  the  way  of  intercourse  with  her 
nearer  neighbours  by  the  winter  weather ; 
for  she  paid  scarcely  any  calls,  gave  no 
invitations  to  the  Cottage,  and  was,  in 
fact,  very  little  seen  by  any  one. 

Her  correspondence  with  her  brother 


was  always  of  a  moat  intermittent  nature ; 
and  it  had  lapsed  altogether  until  Gerard 
revived  it  by  writing  his  sister  a  line,  in 
pursuance  of  an  hysterical  wish  expressed 
by  Mrs.  Cormack  that  he  should  "  be  sure 
and  tell  Magdalen"  of  the  failure  of 
the  Australian  clue,  and  the  consequent 
impenetrable  mystery  in  which  the  fate  of 
Basil  Cormack  was  wrapped.  She  had 
given  no  hint,  hitherto,  of  any  intention 
of  coming  to  London,  and  Gerard  had  been 
somewhat  surprised  on  receiving  a  letter 
from  her,  this  same  morning,  announcing 
that  she  would  arrive  late  in  the  afternoon 
at  the  rooms  in  which  she  always  stayed 
in  town. 

Three  hours  after  Gerard  left  Brenda  he 
was  lazily  leaning  back  in  an  arm-chair, 
smoking  a  cigar,  and  indolently  con- 
templating his  sister  as  she  sat  on  the 
other  side  of  the  hearth,  stretching  out 
first  one  foot  and  then  the  other  to  the  blaze. 
They  had  dined  together,  and  Gerard's  face 
had  assumed  thcLcynical  insouciance  which 
was  its  normal  expression  in  Miss  Astell's 
presence. 

''Seem  cold,  Magda!"  he  said  idly. 
''Tou  don't  look  very  fit,  either.  Been 
bored  to  death  at  Whorlbeck,  I  suppose  1 " 

His  words  expressed  a  careless  appre- 
ciation of  the  state  of  the  case  which  was 
thoroughly  characteristic  of  the  relation 
between  them.  They  were  wholly  in- 
adequate, however,  as  a  description  of 
the  efifect  of  her  lonely  winter  upon 
his  sister.  Miss  Astell  had  altered  in- 
describably during  the  past  four  months, 
and  she  looked  now  like  a  woman  under 
the  influence  of  some  unremitting  physical 
or  mental  suffering.  She  was  very  well 
dressed — rather  more  elaborately  than  had 
been  her  wont,  but  that  elaboration  could 
not  hide  the  fact  that  she  was  painfully 
thin.  Her  beautiful  features  were  not  the 
less  beautiful  in  that  they  were  worn  and 
sharpened;  and  her  great  dark  eyes 
glittered  with  a  feverish  light.  She  had 
talked  incessantly  throughout  dinner  with 
a  vivacity  which  was  strange  in  her,  and 
her  brother's  words  had  broken  the  firat 
pause  which  had  occurred ;  a  pause  during 
which  her  restless  movement  had  never 
ceased  as  she  passed  first  one  foot  and  then 
the  other  to  and  fro  on  ^the  edge  of.  the 
fender. 

She  started  violently,  and  leaned  back  in 
her  chair,  taking  up  the  handkerchief  that 
lay  in  her  lap,  and  beginning  to  twist  it 
aimleseily  in  her  thin  fingers. 

I  suppose  I  have ! "  she  said,  and  there 
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WM  Bomethiog  in  her  voice  that  saggested 
that  the  nervous  refltlessness  whidi  found 
'expression  in  that  incessant  movement — so 
strange  in  so  cahn  a  woman — was  by  no 
means  a  surface  affair.  <'I  don't  know 
that  I  shall  stay  long  in  town,  though ;  it 
depends  how  I  amuse  myself.  How  is  Mrs. 
Oormack,  by-the-bye  t " 

Among  all  the  topics  discussed  between 
the  brother  and  sister  during  the  hour  and 
a  half  they  bad  spent  together,  neither 
Mrs.  Oormack  nor  anything  connected 
with  her  had  presented  itself. 

Gerard  shifted  his  position  as  the  ques- 
tion, carelessly  enough  spoken— callously, 
even,  under  the  circumstances — fell  on  his 
ear.  He  crossed  his  legs,  putting  his  cigar 
to  his  lips  agabi  as  he  stared  into  the  &:e, 
and  answered  rather  shortly : 
••Better  1" 

'*  Has  anything  more  been  heard  t '' 
•'  Nothing.  It's  a  dead-lock." 
Miss  Astell  rose  and  began  to  move 
aimlessly  about  the  room.  To  any  one 
with  eyes  to  see  it,  there  was  a  desperate 
restlessness  in  those  vague  movements  of 
hers  as  she  passed  to  and  fro  behind  her 
brother's  chiir.  A  sudden  burning  flush 
had  swept  over  her  face,  and  in  the  white- 
ness which  it  left  behind,  her  eyes  burnt 
like  fire  itself. 

"  What  an  extraordinary  thing  it  is 
altogether  ! "  she  said^  always  with  that 
slight  vibration  in  her  careless  voice. 
"What  do  they  say  from  Australia, 
exactly  r' 

"Simply  what  I  told  you  —  that  they 
have  come  up  with  this  Case,  and  he  is  not 
Gormack  1 " 

"Ah!  There  Is  no  possibility  of  mistake, 
I  suppose  t " 

"What  mistake  could  there  possibly  bet 
George  could  hardly  fail  to  know  his 
lAaster  when  he  saw  him  1 " 

The  brevity  and  evident  disinclination 
with  which  Gerard  had  approached  the 
subject  had  given  way  only  very  slightly, 
and  the  last  words  were  not  spoken  in  a 
tone  that  invited  further  comment.  Miss 
Astell  did  not  respond  immediately.  She 
was  standing  on  the  other  side  of  the  room, . 
behind  him,  tearing  at  her  handkeichief 
with  a  strange  absorption  in  her  eyes. 

«  What  are  they  going  to  do  now  1 "  she 
said  abruptly. 

<<I'm  hanged  if  I  know,"  said  Gerard 
gloomily.  "  Or  if  they  know  either,  for 
that  matter." 

''There  is  something  to  be  done,  I 
suppose  1   They  have  some  theory  1   What 


is   your   own    notion    on    the    subject, 
Gerard  i'' 

Miss  AsteU's  voice  was  thin  and  breatii- 
less,  and  her  face  as  she  spoke  was  drawn 
and  sharpened.  Mechanic  Jly,  as  it  seemed, 
she  moved,  and  stood,  still  tearing  at  her 
handkerchief,  where  her  burning  eyes 
could  rest  upon  her  brother's  face  as  he 
sat  staring  moodily  into  the  fire.  He 
made  no  answer,  and  she  went  on  with  a 
little  harsh  laugh : 

"  You  must  have  some  notion,  I  imaginel 
You  believed  in  the  Australian  idea,  I  ; 
know  !  What  do  you  believe  now  9  If  s  I 
too  ridiculous  to  think  of  anything  but  I 
voluntary  disappeazance,  of  course  1  Don't  | 
you  think  so  9  People  don't  get  Iddnapped 
now,  of  course!  And  as  to  anything 
worse,  it's  absurd  to  suppose  that  anytliing 
could  really  have  happened  of  that  klndl 
It  would  have  been  found  out !  He — ^Mr. 
Gormack  —  will  turn  up  again  sooner 
or — 


f» 


She  was  interrupted.  With  a  laugh 
that  was  like  a  rough  echo  of  her  own^  her 
brother  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
flingine  his  unfinished  cigar  into  the  red 
glow  0?  the  fire. 

"  That's  the  question ! "  he  cried  harshly. 
"  That's  just  the  question,  isn't  it,  Magda  % 
For  Heaven's  sake  let's  change  the 
subject.     I'm  sick  of  it ! " 

There  was  a  dead  silence.  Gerard  Astell 
remained  just  as  he  had  flung  himself  back, 
staring  blankly  before  him.  His  sister 
did  not  move,  either.  But  there  fell  upon 
her  where  she  stood  an  absolute  stillness; 
a  stillness  which,  in  the  sharp  contrast  it 
presented  to  her  restlessness  of  a  moment 
before,  was  almost  awfuL  She  stood  there 
gazing  straight  down  upon  her  brother's 
face,  and  her  own  face  grew  white  and 
set  as  though  her  heart  had  almost  ceased 
to  beat,  ^e  glow  had  died  suddenly  out 
of  her  eyes.  They  were  narrowed,  and 
glittering  like  steel,  and  in  tl^e  terriUe 
concentration  to  which  they  witnessed, 
something  seemed  to  be  strugglbg  to 
Ufa 

Moments  passed ;  five,  ten ;  outidde  in 
the  street  a  German  band  was  playing 
waltzes,  and  the  light,  rhythmic  soundis 
as  they  floated,  rising  and  falling,  into  the 
room  seemed  to  throw  into  even  weird  relief 
the  silence  on  which  they  struck.  At  last 
it  was  Gerard  who  moved.  He  rose  slowly 
and  began  to  speak,  at  once  sullenly  and 
deprecatingly,  as  though  he  were  vaguely 
conscious  of  liaving  shown  some  sort  of 
lack  of  courtesy. 
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'^  Perhaps  Fd  better  be  ofi  now,  Magda  1 '' 
he  began.  "  It — ^it  miut  be  getting  late. 
Tm  awfully  sorry  if  I  was  mde  to  yon.  I 
didn't  ezaetly  mean  to — shut  yon  up  !  Bat 
IVe  had  a  good  deal  of  the  affadr  this 
week,  do  you  see  ? " 

''I  seel"  retorned  Miss  Astell.  She 
seemed  to  speak  mechanioallyi  rather  than 
on  any  impulse  of  her  own.  "  Good  night, 
Gerard  1 '' 

CHAPTER  X.      FOUL  PLAY. 

Although    Mrs.  Oormack  had  found 
Miss  Astell  at  Whorlbeck  "  not  much  of 
a  comfort,"  all  memory  of  that  fact  seemed 
to  have  passed  out  of  her  troubled  mind, 
and  she  hailed  <*  dear  Magdalen's  "  arrival 
in  town    with    rapture.     She  recovered 
sufficiently  to  come  down  to  the  drawing- 
room  to  receive  ^'dear  Me^dalen's"  first 
visit,  stimulated    by  the  excitement    of 
having  some  one  who  had  yet  to  hear  her 
own  account  of  the  blow  she  had  received. 
Under  the  stress  of  her  reactionary  agita- 
tion and  despair  she  declined  all  entertidn- 
ment,  and  poured  a  lofty  scorn  upon  all 
those  attempts  to  divert  her  mind  which 
had  previously  been  so  successful.    Con- 
sequently the  appearance  upon  tiie  scene 
of  an  old  friend  who  was  yet  a  new  arrival 
at  the  present  juncture;  with  whom  the 
whole  subject,  in  all  its  bearings,   could 
be  gone  over  again  and  again;  was  no 
small  boon  to  her. 

And  whatever  might  have  been  lacking 
in  Miss  Astell  as  a  neighbour  at  Whorl- 
beck in  the  autunm,  it  would  have  been 
impossible  to  reproach  her  with  inatten- 
tion  in  London.    The  letter  which  had 
announced    to   Gerard    her  intention  of 
coming  to  town  had  spoken  vaguely  of  **  a 
few  days'  stay";  and  her  words  to  her 
brother  as  to  the  probable  length  of  her 
visit  had  seemed  to  suggest  that  she  might 
soon   tire  of  it,  and  that  she  would  be 
guided  in  the  matter — as  was  usual  with 
her — solely  by  her  own  inclination.    This 
being  the  case,  the  only  inference  to  be 
drawn  from  her  subsequent  proceedings 
was  that  her  heart  was  touched  by  her  old 
friend's  forlorn   condition,    and   by  her 
pleasure  in  her  society,  to  the  exclusion  of 
every  other  interest.    The  days  ran  on ;  a 
week,  a  fortnight  went  by ;  no  word  of  any 
thought  of  returning  to  Whorlbeck  was 
dropped  by  Miss  Astell;  apparently  she 
had  no  other  desire  in  life  tlum  to  devote 
herself  to   Mrs.  Gormack.    Miss    Astell 
and  her  brother  had  always  lived  their 


lives  as  completely  apart  when  she  was  stay- 
ing in  town,  as  when  several  counties 
divided  them;  that  is  to  say  they  met 
frequently,  and  frequently  went  out 
together,  but  there  was  wont  to  be  no 
mutual  dependence  about  their  plans. 
Now,  however,  Miss  Astell  seemed  to 
assume,  carelessly  enough,  that  they  had 
a  common  interest  in  their  solicitude  for 
Mrs.  Gormack.  Whenever  Gerard  was  in 
Mrs.  Oormack's  house — and  he  was  there 
more  frequently  than  ever  in  these  first 
days  of  heavy  disappointment — his  sister 
was  with  him ;  very  often  the  initiative  of 
their  visits,  an  initiative  which  he  never 
failed  to  follow,  came  from  her. 

It  was  to  Mrs.  Oormack,  personally,  that 
Miss  Astell  devoted  herself.  When  Miss 
Brown  was  present  she  was  invariably 
pleasant  and  attentive  to  the  little  old 
lady,  drawing  her  into  the  conversation  as 
far  as  was  possible;  she  also  paid  a  great 
deal  of  court  to  Tommy,  in  a  careless 
and  ironical  fashion  which  betrayed  the 
very  slight  sympathy  she  felt  for  child- 
hood, and  which  Tommy  requited  with 
a  frank  dislike  only  partially  suppressed 
in  public  by  a  severe  strain  on  his 
good  manners;  but  Brenda  she  was 
always  inclined,  to  ignore,  leaving  her 
consequently  to  Gerard  for  entertainment. 
All  that  carelessness  of  demeanour,  that 
impatience  of  repetition,  which  had  pre- 
viously rendered  her  a  somewhat  unsatis- 
factory confidante,  disappeared.  She  would 
sit  with  Mrs.  Oormack  by  the  hour,  while 
Gerard  and  Brenda  played  or  sang,  or 
talked  together,  quiet  and  intent,  and  she 
would  listen  to  any  length  of  discursive 
monologue  without  a  sign  of  irritation. 

It  was  the  evening  of  the  fifth  of 
February — a  snowy,  cold  evening  to  the 
outside  world.  Mrs.  Oormack's  drawing- 
room,  well  warmed  and  well  lighted,  pre- 
sented at  about  nine  o'dock  a  picture 
which  was  characteristic  of  the  whole 
fortnight  which  had  elapsed  since  Miss 
Astell's  arrival  in  town.  At  one  end  of  the 
room,  just  visible  through  the  opening  made 
by  the  looping  back  of  one  of  the  curtains 
in  the  middle,  Brenda  and  Gerard  sat,  one 
on  each  side  of  a  small  table.  As  the 
light  fell  on  Brenda's  face  it  showed  it 
pale  and  sad,  but  with  no  touch  of  keen 
present  distress  about  it.  Gerard  was 
teaching  her  to  play  chess.  His  instructions 
had  been  at  first  much  confused  and  inter- 
rupted by  the  excited  interest  of  Tommy ; 
who  had,  to  his  own  indignation,  been  con- 
veyed to  bed  some  half-hour  before. 
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Near  the  fire,  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
and  with  her  back  to  the  cheaa-phyers,  aat 
Miss  Brown  knitting  in  indastriona  lilence. 
Facing  Mias  Brown,  comfortably  ensconced 
in  a  large  arm-chair,  and  actively  engaged 
in  a  monologue,  was  Mn.  Cormack ;  and 
near  her  in  pasBive  receipt  of  that  aame 
monologue  was  Mias  Aatell.  She  waa 
leaning  a  little  forward,  her  chin  reating  on 
the  palm  of  her  hand  as  she  aupported  her 
elbow  on  the  arm  of  her  chair ;  ahe  waa 
perfectly  graceful  and  perfectly  atill,  and 
ahe  waa  gazing  atraight  down  the  room  to 
where  Gerard  and  Brenda  sat  facing  one 
another.  She  waa  very  pale,  and  tiiete  waa 
an  intent  watchf  ulneaa  in  every  line  of  her 
face  which  had  come  to  it  during  the  last 
fortnight;  which  had  so  grown  upon  it 
during  that  abort  time  that  it  never  wholly 
left  it,  and  seemed  to  have  become  a 
fundamental  part  of  her  expression;  and 
which  was  as  absolutely  opposed  to  the 
nervouB  changefulneaa  of  her  face  during 
her  first  interview  with  her  brother,  on  her 
arrival  in  town,  as  was  the  immobility  of 
her  poae  now  to  her  Inceasant  resUesaneaa 
on  that  occaaion. 

The  practice  of  chess  was  apparently 
being  abandoned  by  the  master  and  pupil 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room  for  the 
theory.  Only  a  low  murmur  of  ^voices 
reached  to  the  fireplace,  but  it  was  some 
time  since  Gerard  or  Brenda  had  moved  a 
piece ;  and  now  Gerard,  who  waa  talking 
eameatly,  hia  eyea  fixed  on  the  gbliah 
face  opposite  him,  moved,  evidently  uncon- 
adoualy^  and  leaned  hia  folded  arma  on 
the  board,  aweeplng  the  men  down  right 
and  left.  No  protest  came  from  Brenda ; 
evidently  the  havoc  wrought  was  un- 
observed by  her.  She  was  listening 
intently  with  her  eyes  raised  to  his,  a 
little  flush  on  her  cheeks;  and  as  he 
paused  she  leaned  forward  and  took  up 
the  word,  speaking  eagerly,  almost  vehe- 
mently. 

Into  the  dark  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
two  there  came  a  carious  gleam.  Mrs. 
Cormack's  monologue  had  come  to  a 
temporary  pause,  but  Miss  Aatell  made  no 
comment,  and  there  was  a  moment's  silence 
in  the  room,  broken  only  by  the  murmur 
of  Brenda's  voice  and  the  click  of  Mias 
Brown's  knitting-needles.  Miss  Brown 
was  never  to  be  seen  without  a  dark- 
coloured  stocking  in  some  stage  of  its 
existence.  As  though  some  influence  from 
her  companion,  some  vague  sense  of  that 
intense  gaze,  of  the  rigid  concentration  of 
the  graceful  figure  by  her  side,  touched  her 


in  spite  of  herself,  Mrs.  Cormack  followed 
the  direction  of  those  great  dark  eyes,  and 
her  next  remarks  took  shape  accordingly. 

"What  we  should  have  done  without 
Gerard,  my  dear,  passes  telling  I "  she 
said.  "All  this  time  we've  been  waiting 
for  the  news — such  dreadful  news,  too,  as 
IVe  been  saying — ^he's  just  kept  us  all 
alive.  In  and  out  he's  been  every  day, 
always  cheering  us  up  and  always  with 
something  to  suggest  There,  he  has  been 
good  1 " 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  before  Miss 
Astell  answered.  Her  eyes  were  fixed  full 
upon  her  brother.  Then  she  moved 
deliberately  and  turned  them  upon  Mrp. 
Cormack  as  she  leaned  back  in  her  chdr. 

"  Really  % "  she  said,  with  a  dight,  slow 
smile.  "Well,  he  would  do  his  best,  of 
course.  Talking  of  suggestions,  it  was  he 
who  engaged  Mr.  WiUonghby,  wasn't  it  f  " 

"  There  wasn't  anything  he  didn't  do  at 
that  time  1 "  replied  Mrs.  Cormack,  with 
emphatic,  affectionate  gratitude.  <<Just 
took  all  the  business  into  his  hands  and 
saw  to  it.  It  wasn't  likely  I  should  know 
anything  about  such  things,  now  was  it  f 
I  give  you  my  word,  Magdalen,  I'd  never 
seen  a  detective  to  know  him  until  that 
young  man  came  down  to  the  Hall,  and 
the  turn  It  gave  me  I  never  shall  forget  I " 
. "  And  (^rard  had  great  faith  in  the 
Australian  clue?"  remarked  Miss  AsteU 
quietly,  still  with  her  eyes — ^which  did  not 
lose  their  watchfulness — on  Mrs.  Cormack's 
face. 

Mrs.  Cormack  assented  with  a  mournful 
nod. 

"  He  always  said,  not  to  build  too  much 
upon  it,  you  know  1  But  all  the  same  one 
couldn't  help  seeing  that  he  thought  it 
was  pretty  well  a  certainty.  What  is  it, 
Martin  9 " 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to 
Tommy's  friend,  the  footman,  who  had 
entered  the  room  and  was  hesitating 
slightly.  Thus  addressed,  he  advanced  to 
Mrs.  Cormack  and  said  : 

*'  Mr.  Ferrars,  from  Whorlbeck,  is  here, 
ma'am,  and  would  like  to  speak  to  you." 

Mr.  Ferrars  was  the  Vicar  of  Whorl- 
beck; a  man  who  rarely  came  to  town, 
^and  who  was  on  terms  of  the  merest  con- 
ventional civility  with  his  well-to-do 
parishioners.  As  the  footman  spoke,  from 
each  of  the  five  people  on  whose  ears  his 
words  fell  there  came  some  token  of 
arrested  attention  and  aurprlae.  Brenda 
and  Gerard  rose  simultaneously  and  came 
down  the  room,  to  join  the  group  at  the 
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other  end.  Miss  Astell  tamed  sharply 
towards  the  man,  and  her  lips  seemed  to 
tarn  white.  The  words  of  sarprise  came 
from  Mrs.  Oormack  and— less  articalately 
— from  Miss  Brown. 

'*Mr.  Ferrars!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Oormack. 
'*  Dear  me  !  Wiiat  a  very  odd  thing  !  Is 
there  anything  the  matter,  shoald  yon 
think  f " 

Her  rather  startled  eyes  had  tamed 
qaestioningly  and  helplessly  enough  from 
Miss  Astell  to  her  brother.  They  rested 
appealingly  on  Gerard  as  she  finished,  and 
he  answered  quickly  and  gravely : 

"  Shall  I  go  and  see  him  for  yon,  Mrs. 
Cormack !    It  would  be  better,  perhaps ! " 

Mrs.  Oormack's  face  expressed  complete 
acquiescence  in  whatever  he  might  choose 
to  do,  and  he  was  turning  towards  the 
door  when  Miss  Astell  interposed.  Her' 
voice  was  peculiarly  clear  and  dominating, 
though  she  did  not  raise  it  in  the  least. 
She  was  looking  full  into  her  brother's 
face. 

•'  Stop,  Gerard  I "  she  said.  "  You  are 
making  a  mistake.  If  there  should  be 
bad  news,  Mr&  Cormack  would,'  I'm  sure, 
rather  not  be  kept  in  suspense.  And  bad 
news  for  her  is  bad  news  for  all  of  us. 
Ask  Mr.  Ferrars  to  come  up  1 "  she  added 
authoritatively  to  the  footman. 

A  hardly  audible  exclamation  of  anger 
broke  from  Gerard  as  the  man  disappeared, 
and  he  flashed  one  wrathful  glance  at  his 
sister.  Then  he  drew  back  so  that  he 
stood  once  more  by  Brenda'«  side ;  he  did 
not  look  at  her ;  he  was  very  pale,  and  he 
bit  his  lip  savagely.  Miss  Astell  took  no 
farther  notice  of  him  for  the  moment  She 
turned  to  Mrs.  GorajLack  with  a  word  or 
two  of  apology  for  the  order  she  had 
given,  and  then  a  silence  fell  upon  the 
room  as  steps  were  heard  coming  up  the 
stairs. 

"Mr.  Ferrars  1"  announced  the  footman; 
and  Mr.  Ferrars,  a  middle-aged  man,  with 
sandy  hair,  and  a  fair,  freckled  face,  made 
his  appearance.  He  had  evidently  just 
come  off  a  journey,  and  he  was  followed 
uncouthly  and  reluctantly  enough  by 
another  man  in  the  Sunday  clothes  of  a  farm 
labourer,  who  took  up  a  position  as  near 
the  door  as  might  be. 

Mr.  Ferrars  was  not  shy,  but  neither 
was  he  a  particularly  tactful  or  intelU- 
gent  person.  The  first  greetings  were 
gone  through,  on  his  part,  with  a  por- 
tentous solemnity  and  an  entire  absence 
of  any  attempt  to  simplify  the  position, 
which  had  a  curiously  chilling  effect  upon 


the  company  in  which  he  and  his  follower 
had  made  their  unexpected  appearance. 
By  the  time  he  was  seated,  a  shadow,  half 
of  dread,  half  of  expectancy,  had  fallen  on 
each  of  the  five  faces — so  diiSerent  in  every- 
thing else — turned  towards  him.  Brenda 
was  very  pale.  Gerard  had  pulled  forward 
a  chair  for  her,  and  was  standing  father 
behind  it,  his  eyes  fixed  angrily  on  Mr. 
Ferrars.  On  each  of  Miss  Astell's  white 
cheeks  a  streak  of  deep  colour  had  made 
its  appearance.  Though  her  face  was 
turned  to  Mr.  Ferrars,  her  eyes  roamed 
now  and  again  towards  her  brother,  and 
the  watchfulness  in  them  had  intensified 
until  it  was  almost  terrible. 

''  You  are,  of  coursci  surprised  by  this 
visit,  Mrs.  Cormack,"  began  Mr.  Ferrars 
slowly  and  sententiously.  *'  I  should  have 
desired,  as  you  will  readily  understand,  to 
prepare  you  for  it  in  some  measure,  but 
maturer  thoughts  convinced  me  that  there 
should  be  as  Uttle  delay  as  possible  in 
bringing  before  you  the  facts  with  which  I 
have  to  acquaint  you.  You  will  have  con- 
cluded, possibly,  that  these  facts  refer  to 
the  mysterious  and  lamentable  disappear- 
ance of  your  son  f  *' 

It  was  as  though  a  cold  breath  from  the 
thick  darkness  in  which  the  fate  of  Basil 
Cormack  was  enwrapped  had  swept  sud- 
denly over  the  five  listeners,  producing  as 
it  passed  a  slight  shuddering  rastle.  A 
slight  gasp  escaped  Mrs.  Cormack,  and 
she  grasped  the  arms  of  her  chair  tightly. 
Neither  Miss  Astell,  Garard,  nor  Brenda 
moved  at  all;  and  yet  that  cold  breath 
touched  them  and  left  a  subtle  trace  upon 
each  still,  expectant  figure. 

"  Late  last  night,"  continued  Mr.  Ferrars, 
<^  George  Wharton,  Mr.  Harrison's  plough- 
man, came  to  me  with  some  property  which 
he  had  accidentally  lighted  upon  in  the 
course  of  Uie  afternoon — or  evening.  This 
is  Wharton." 

With  these  words  Mr.  Ferrars  indicated 
the  embarrassed  man  in  the  background ; 
and  the  introduction  was  acknowledged  on 
his  part  by  a  hasty  pull  at  his  forelock 
and  a  gruff— 

"  Servant,  marm  1 " 

'*I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  under- 
taking," continued  Mr.  Ferrars,  <<that  he 
shall  be  asked  no  questions  as  to  how  he 
came  to  be  digging  in  Arsdale  Spinney ; 
but  digging  there  he  was,  when  his  spade 
or  pick  struck  against  something  hard. 
His  curiosity  was  aroused,  and  he  finally 
unearthed  what  proved  to  be  a  watch  with 
diain  and  seals  attached.    A  little  further 
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seurch  added  to  ihii  iiacoYeftj  a  mmI  ring. 
Theie  things  he  broaght  to  me,  that  I 
might  decide  ae  to  what  should  be  done 
with  them.  A  very  superficial  removal  of 
the  tarnish  with  which  the  metal  was 
obscured  was  quite  sufficient  to  show  me 
the  grave  importance  of  his  treasure- 
trove." 

He  paused,  and  a  quick,  uneven  whisper 
came  from  Mrs.  Cormack,  Her  face  was 
ashen  and  tremulous. 

"  Not  BasU's ) "  she  said.  «  Tou— you 
don't  mean  they're— BasU's ! " 

For  all  answer  Mr.  Ferrars  rose  solemnly, 
took  i^om  his  pocket  a  small  sealed  packat 
and  placed  it  in  her  handa  She  looked 
around  her,  trembling  pitifully. 

*'  I — I  can't "  she  began.  But  before 

her  sentence  was  finished  Miss  Astell 
answered  the  tacit  appeal.  She  took  the 
packet  from  her. hands  and  opened  it; 
stared  down  for  one  moment  at  its  con- 
tents with  strange  grey  shadows  growing 
round  her  mouth  and  eyes,  and  then  held 
them  forth  on  the  palm  of  her  hand  in  the 
midst  of  a  dead  sflence.  A  little  heap  of 
blackened,  earth-grimed  metal — watch, 
chab,  seals,  and  ring;  and  uppermost, 
shining  out  with  an  effect  that  was  inde- 
scribably !!weird,  the  small  patch  of '  gold 
which  had  been  biunished,  on  which  stood 
out  in  red  enamel  the  initials  B.O. 

There  was  a  moment's  awful  stillness ; 
such  a  stillness  as  might  have  received  the 
missing  man  himself  had  he  suddenly 
appeared  among  them,  a  disembodied 
spirit  j  as  all  those  startled  eyes  fastened 
upon  the  first  trace  of  Basil  Cormack,  as 
he  had  last  been  seen,  which  had  been 
revealed  for  five  long  months.  Then  with 
a  choking  cry  Brenda  turned  away,  and 
buried  her  face  in  her  trembling  hands. 

Her  movement  seemed  to  break  the 
spell.  With  a  half-bewildered,  half-hysteri- 
cal sob,  Mrs.  Cormack  stretched  out  her 
hands  and  took  the  mute  witness  from 
Miss  Astell.  Miss  Astell  relinquished  it 
mechanically,  almost  unconsciously  as  it 
seemed.  She  was  lookbg  straight  before 
her  into  vacancy,  her  face  grey  and  drawn ; 
her  great  eyes  like  the  eyes  of  a  blind 
woman. 

Gerard  lifted  his  face,  white  to  the  lips, 
and  spoke  to  the  labourer.  His  voice  was 
hoarse  and  peremptory. 

"Where  was  this  found  —  exactly 
where  f "  he  said. 

"  In  Arsdale  Spinney,  as  I  understand," 
answered  Mr.  Ferrars,  evidently  feeling 
that  the  time  had  not  yet  come  for  his 


retirement  from  his  prominent  poittioii. 
"  As  soon  as  I  became  aware  of  the  grave 
importance  of  the  discovery,  I  determhed 
to  bring  the  tilings  myself  to  London.  I 
thought  it  better  that  Wharton  should 
accompany  me,  in  order  tiiat  no  dis- 
crepancies or  mistakes — purely  inadvertent 
as  they  would  have  been,  of  course— might 
creep  into  the  narrative.  Wharton,  tell 
Mr.  Astdl  exactly  where  It  was." 

"  But  what— what  does  it  mean  t  Hr. 
Ferrars— Gerard,  my  dear— tell  me,  what 
do  you  think  it  means ! " 

The  words  came  from  Mrs.  Cormaek  in 
a  thin,  quavering  tone,  and  Gerard  toned 
sharply  to  Mr.  Ferrars  with  a  sign  of 
warning.  But  Mr.  Ferrars  was  a  gentle- 
man on  whom  signs  were  thrown  away. 

"I  fear  it  points  to  but  one  conclusion!" 
he  said  ponderously.    "  Foul  play ! " 

There  was  a  wild  shriek  from  Mn. 
Cormack,  and  Gerard  and  Brenda  eprang 
towards  her  just  in  time  to  catch  her  as 
she  fiong  herself  upon  the  girl's  neck  in 
violent  hysterics. 

CHAPTER  XL      S.C.A.M.P. 

It  was  a  heavy  February  day ;  the  grey 
skies,  from  which,  until  some  forty-eight 
hours  previously,  steady,  continuonB  rain 
had  descended  for  nearly  three  weeks, 
seemed  to  press  doeely  down  on  the  eartb, 
shutting  out  both  light  and  air.  Dveiy- 
thing  in  nature  was  sodden  and  dripphig; 
beaten  down  and  hopeless,  still,  from  the 
pitiless  soaking ;  and  as  yet,  in  YorksUre 
at  least,  no  signs  or  promises  of  sprisg 
brought  assurance  of  better  times  to 
come. 

Arsdale  Spinney  was  not  a  cheerfol 
place  at  the  best  of  times.  It  lay  hi  a 
steep  hollow,  which  dipped  down  behbd 
the  gardens  at  the  back  of  Arsdale  Hoose ; 
and  whether  from  its  position  geologically 
considered,  or  whether  from  the  loneUnais 
of  its  situation — no  road  or  hmOi  excsgi 
the  track  through  Arsdale  Park,  ran  within 
five  miles  of  it— there  was  about  it,  eyen 
on  the  brightest  summer  day,  a  certam 
atmosphere  of  stagnation,  a  stilhiess  wjiien 
was  not  the  stillness  of  peace,  but  of  gloom 
and  decay.  On  this  particular  Fabroary 
day,  with  moisture  dripping  from  eTOiy 
branch  of  the  trees  as  they  stood  mot»»>- 
less — lifeless  as  it  seemed — in  ^K^*|2|J^ 
oppressive  atmosphere ;  witii  all  its  ^^^^ 
bracken  and  undergrowth  hanging  lodwO 
and  heavy;  with  no  sound,  or  ^^^^l 
or  touch  of  colour  through  all  ita  lenpn 
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and  breadth ;  it  was  as  dreary  a  place  as 
could  well  be  imagined. 

It  was  about  three  o'clock  when  its  grim 
quiet  was  disturbed  —  if  disturbance  it 
could  be  called.  A  woman's  figure,  dressed 
in  a  dark  grey  gown  which  harmonised 
with  the  grey  monotony  of  the  landscape, 
crossed  the  piece  of  ground  —  half  field, 
half  common — that  separated  the  Spinney 
from  the  park,  and  turned  into  one  of  the 
sodden,  rain-washed  tracks  that  wound 
round  and  round  among  the  trees.  The 
figure  was  Miss  Astell's. 

Three  weeks  had  passed  s&ice  the  un- 
expected appearance  of  the  Vicar  of  Whorl- 
beck  in  Mrs.  Oormack's  London  drawing-, 
room.  During  those  three  weeks,  through 
all  the  soaking  rains  and  mists,  emissaries 
from  Scotland  Yard  had  toiled  unremit- 
tingly, stimulated  into  feverish  energy  by 
the  labourer's  discovery  in  Arsdale 
Spinney,  searching  the  country-side,  and 
searching  it  in  vain,  for  some  further  and 
more  conclusive  trace  of  the  missing  man. 
The  disappearance  theory  had  given  way 
completely.  The  discovery  of  the  watch 
worn  by  Basil  Oormack  on  the  night  of  the 
dance  pointed,  in  the  mind  of  the 
authority  hi  charge  of  the  case,  to  murder ; 
and  the  real  object  of  the  subsequent 
search  was  Basil  Cormack's  body. 

Mrs.  Gormack  was  lying  ill  in  London. 
Miss  Astell  had  excited  singularly  mixed 
feelings  in  her  brother,  compounded  of 
hardly-to-be-concealed  indignation  at  her 
desertion  and  obvious  relief  at  her  de- 
parture, by  announcing — her  announce- 
ment coinciding  with  the  institution  of  that 
fresh  search  of  the  neighbourhood  of  Ars- 
dale— that  business  called  her  home ;  and 
those  three  weeks  of  wet  weather  had  been 
spent  by  her  alone  at  the  Cottage. 

It  was  natural  enough,  she  herself  care- 
lessly permitting  it,  that  Miss  Astell,  as 
the  closest  friend  of  the  Cormack  family  at 
hand,  should  be  kept  constantiy  informed 
of  the  progress  of  the  search  by  those  en- 
gaged in  it ;  though  the  detective  in  charge 
never  clearly  understood  how  it  came  about 
that  he  gradually  came  to  consider  himself 
as  in  some  way  responsible  to  the  hand- 
some woman  who  was  only  "a  friend 
of  the  family."  He  never  clearly  under- 
stood either  how  it  came  about  that  during 
the  third  and  last  week  of  the  search 
he  presented  himself  at  the  Cottage 
with  his  report  on  the  conclusion  of  his 
day's  work  as  regularly  as  he  would  have 
presented  himself  at  the  Hall  had  Mrs. 
Cormack  been  at  home.      He   was   Hot 


even  aware  of  the  singularity  of  the  position 
until  the  last  day  of  that  fruitless  search 
drew  to  a  close.  On  presenting  himself 
before  Miss  Astell,  to  acquaint  her  with 
the  fact  that  all  hope  of  further  discoveries 
was  practically  at  an  epd,  and  to  lay  be- 
fore her  his  own  view  of  Uie  case — a  view 
which  for  hfaoa  had  all  the  validity  of 
proven  facts — he  found  himself  treated 
with  a  high-bred  insolence  of  contempt 
that  stung  his  professional  pride  to  the 
quick,  and  awoke  him  to  a  s^nse  of  what 
he  afterwards  described  as  his  ''great 
mistake  in  humouring  a  lady's  curiosity." 

It  was  on  the  afternoon  aiter  this  inter- 
view, the  detective  and  his  men  having  left 
Arsdale  that  same  morning,  that  the  gloomy 
stillness  of  Arsdale  Spinney  was  broken, 
as  has  been  described,  by  the  appearance 
of  Miss  Astell.  Miss  Astell  had  become  a 
great  walker  in  the  course  of  the  last  three 
weeks,  in  spite  of  the  weather^  It  was  in- 
tolerable in  the  house,  she  said  carelessly 
to  her  servants ;  and  accordingly  she  had 
taken  long  walks  about  the  country.  The 
seven  miles  between  Whorlbeck  Cottage 
and  Arsdale  Spinney,  whither  her  walks 
led  her  constantly,  were,  it  seeiped,  as  no- 
thing to  her. 

But  she  did  not  look  now,  as  she  moved 
among  the  dripping  treea  and  bracken 
there,  as  though  her  inclination  for  walking 
exercise  were  the  result  of  superabun- 
dant physical  strength.  She  was  thin  to 
the  point  of  attenuation.  Her  face  was 
haggard  and  worn,  and  her  wonderful 
black  hair  only  served  to  throw  into  relief 
the  dead  white  of  her  complexion,  un- 
touched by  colour  even  about  the  lips, 
except  when  now  and  then  a  bright  patch 
of  red  colour  appeared  on  her  thhi  cheeks. 
Her  eyes  were  hoUow  and  sunken,  and  as 
she  lifted  them  now  and  then  in  the  utter 
loneliness  of  the  wood,  they  gazed  about 
her  with  a  fierce,  half-desperate  light  in 
their  beautiful  depths.  For  the  most 
part,  however,  she  kept  them  fastened  on 
the  ground,  every  line  of  her  white  face 
set  into  a  terrible  intentness,  as  she  poked 
and  pushed  at  the  rain-washed  ground,  over 
which  she  passed  so  slowly,  with  a  strong 
walking-stick  that  she  carried  in  her 
hand. 

It  was  likely  to  take  many  more  than 
forty-eight  hours'  absence  of  rain  to  make 
any  decisive  e£fect  upon  the  ground  in 
Arsdale  Spinney.  During  the  past  week 
little  streams  had  collected  and  poured 
down  the  wooded  sides  of  the  hollow  from 
all  directions,  washing  down  earth,  small 
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pebbles,  debris  of  all  kinds.  The  heart  of 
the  Spinney,  consequently,  lying  low  in 
the  centre  of  the  hollow,  was  little  better 
than  a  swamp,  though  the  streams  which 
had  created  that  swamp  had  by  this  time 
ceased  to  do  more  than  trickle  here  and 
there.  Bat  neither  mad  nor  pools  of 
water  seemed  to  affect  Mf ss  Astell's  progress 
in  the  least ;  she  made  no  attempt  to  keep 
eren  to  such  tracks  as  were  left,  bat  moved 
slowly  on,  always  with  that  strong 
prodding  movement  of  her  stick,  and 
always  taming  in  that  direction  in  which 
lay  the  softest  mad  and  the  deepest 
bracken. 

Nearly  an  hoar  had  passed  since  she 
entered  the  wood,  and  she  had  never 
paused  for  an  instant.  Her  steps  were 
bent,  evidently  nnconsciously,  up  the 
incline,  when,  in  her  intense  absorption 
in  that  searching,  testing  movement  of  her 
stick,  she  stumbled,  and  would  have  fallen 
had  she  not  caught  instinctively  at  the 
trunk  of  a  tree.  The  shock,  the  physical 
jar  and  strain  involved,  seemed  to  break 
up  her  absolutely  self-oblivious  concentra- 
tion, and  in  the  reaction  a  consciousness  of 
physical  exhaustion  seemed  to  assert  itself. 
The  set,  intent  lines  of  her  face,  broken 
up,  relaxed  into  the  unstrung  tremulousness 
of  all-dominating  fatigue.  She  leaned 
back  heavily  against  the  tree  by  which  she 
had  saved  herself,  and  her  haggard  eyes 
turned  from  side  to  side  as  though  she 
were  realising,  at  once,  her  actual  where- 
abouts and  something  less  tangible  whldi 
was  absolutely  hopeless  and  baffling. 

She  was  standing  on  the  steepest  slope 
of  the  hill  dose  to  a  wide,  washed  track, 
which  three  days  before  had  been  a  rush- 
ing stream.  Directly  in  front  of  her  rose 
a  gigantic  oak-tree,  over  one  of  the  far- 
reactong  roots  of  which  she  had  stumbled. 
It  stood  directly  in  the  course  of  what  had 
been  the  rain-stream,  and  round  its  base 
the  earth  had  been  washed  away  in  large 
quantities,  leaving  exposed  great  gnarled 
and  twisted  roots  forming  great  cavities, 
and  taking  weird  and  fantastic  shapes. 

Miss  Astell  stood  there,  weighted  as  it 
seemed  for  the  moment  by  sheer  physical 
incapacity  to  pfoceed;  her  face  eloquent 
at  once  of  overwhelming  pain  and  weari- 
ness, and  of  mental  reaUsation  whicb  was 
no  less  bitter  and  unconquerable.  By-and- 
by  she  began  to  move  her  stick  to  and 
fro  once  more,  but  the  movement  was  only 
a  mechanical  expression  of  restless  thought, 
now ;  there  was  no  purpose  or  intention  in 
its  slow,  slack  movements.     It  was  not 


until  something  struck  against  her   foot 
that  she  started  and  glanced  down. 

From  one  of  the  cavities  under  the  roots 
of  the  tree,  in  which  she  had  been  un- 
consciously turning .  her  stick,  she  had 
knocked  out  the  little  bleached  bone  of 
some  small  animal  She  moved  her  foot 
with  a  quid:  repulsion  and  glanced  in- 
voluntarily at  the  hole  as  she  drew  her 
stick  away.  It  had  caught  and  stuck  fast ; 
she  gave  it  a  sharp  pull,  and  it  came  away 
with  something  hanging  to  the  ferrule  at 
the  end.  It  was  a  rotten,  earth-spoiled, 
weather-spoiled  strip  of  what  had  once 
been  leather,  and  as  it  fell  from  the  stick 
a  metal  plate  still  attached  to  it  strack 
JEigainst  a  stone. 

In  a  flash,  all  trace  of  weariness  gone  as 
if  by  magic.  Miss  Astell  had  fallen  on  her 
knees  on  the  wet  ground;  her  face 
quivering  with  life,  her  eyes  flashing  with 
desperate  expectancy;  and  was  groping 
madly  in  the  dark  holes  and  hollows  under 
the  roots  with  her  bare  hands;  digging 
and  tearing  as  though  she  would  tear  out 
such  secret  as  might  be  buried  among  those 
roots  if  she  tore  up  the  tree  itself  in  the 
passion  of  her  fictitious  strength.  One 
after  another,  with  her  hands  scratched 
and  bleeding  as  they  had  never  been  in  all 
her  life  before,  she  drew  out  five  or  six 
more  bleached  bones — the  bones  of  a  little 
animal — clutching  at  them  and  examining 
them  with  a  callousness  which  contrastea 
grimly  with  her  first  movement  of  repulsion. 
At  last  no  more  were  forthcoming,  and  as 
they  lay  in  a  little  heap  before  her,  still 
kneeling  there  and  with  a  white  intensity 
of  excitement  on  her  face  terrible  to  see^ 
she  snatched  up  the  rotten  piece  of  leather 
and  began  to  rub  wildly — ^using  her  hand- 
kerchief, her  gloves,  her  dress — at  the 
blackened  piece  of  metal  Slowly  onder 
that  relentless  friction  the  blackness  yieldedi 
and  signs  of  letters  engraved  beneath 
appeared.  Miss  Astell  redoubled  her 
efforts,  rubbing  as  though  for  life  itself,  and 
gradually  the  letters  took  a  faint,  blurred 
shape. 

SCAMP. 

The  word  stood  out — above  a  line  or  two 
of  smaller  letters — dim,  hardly  legible,  but 
unmistakeable,  and  as  her  ^reat  eyes 
fastened  on  it  a  strange  hissing  breath 
parted  Miss  Astell's  Ifps,  and  her  hands 
sank  slowly,  as  she  gazed  down  at  the 
strip  of  leather  with  her  face  like  a  marble 
mask.  She  knelt  there  motionless,  and 
absolute  stillness  and  silence  was  all  about 
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her.  At  last  she  slovrly  raised  her  face 
and  looked  upwards.  It  was  set  and  grey, 
and  every  one  of  its  drawn,  tense  lines 
was  toached  by  the  light  of  pitiless  deter- 
mination with  which  her  eyes  were  abso- 
lutely alive. 

That  night  Miss  Astell  startled  her 
servants  by  a  sudden  departure  to  London. 
Among  the  luggage  which  she  took  with 
her  was  a  little  leather  despatch-box, 
which  never  left  her  lumd.  Her  first  pro- 
ceeding on  the  following  morning  was  a 
visit,  not  to  her  brother  and  not  to  Mrs. 
Gormaok,  but  to  a  certain  celebrated 
private  enquiry  office. 

CHAPTER  Xtl,      'TOR  YOUR  SAKE." 

Those  three  weeks  of  pouring  rain 
which  had  reduced  Arsdale  Spinney  to  a 
swamp,  had  passed  very  slowly  and  wearily 
in  Mrs.  Gormack'a  house  in  London. 

Daring  the  fortnight  following  the  even- 
ing of  Mr.  Ferrars'  arrival  with  the 
jewellery  discovered  in  Arsdale  Spinney, 
Mrs.  Oormack  had  been  very  ill.  She 
was  carried  up  to  her  room  from  the 
drawing-room  that  evening,  completely 
unconscious;  and  Brenda  sent  the  next 
day,  in  anxiety  and  haste,  for  a  trained 
nurse.  For  a  short  time  Mrs.  Cormack 
hovered  on  the  verge  of  very  serious  ill- 
ness, and  Brenda's  pale  face  grew  day  by 
day,  with  the  morning  reports  from  the 
sick-room,  more  overclouded  with  anxiety; 
while  poor  little  Miss  Brown  went  about 
on  tip-toe,  a  little,  meek,  silent  shadow  of 
distress. 

Then,  being  constitutionally  strong,  Mrs. 
Cormack  began  to  throw  off  her  actual 
illness,  and  emerged  from  the  merciful 
shadow  of  unconsciousness  that  had  swept 
from  her  mind  all  the  details  of  the  shock 
ahe  had  received.  Slowly  and  by  painful 
degrees,  each  of  which  was  an  additional 
pain  to  Brenda's  heart,  ahe  recalled  all 
that  had  happened;  very  slowly  she  re- 
adjusted her  mind,  as  it  were,  to  the 
position  of  affairs ;  and  as  the  days  of  her 
convalescence  went  on,  it  became  an  evi- 
dent relief  to  her  to  talk  of  Basil,  and  of 
every  possibility  and  probability  con- 
nected with  the  horror  of  Mr.  Ferrars' 
discovery. 

Thus,  by  the  time  the  search  was 
abandoned  as  hopeless  by  the  authorities 
at  Scotland  Yard,  and  a  final  report  of  the 
case  was  submitted  by  them,  she  was  able 
to  hear  it  from  Gerard  Astell  with  toler- 
able composure. 


That  same  report  was  as  conclusive  as 
the  total  absence  of  all  proof  would  allow 
it  to  be.  The  theory  held  by  the  detective 
who  had  conducted  the  case  from  the 
first,  and  concurred  in  by  his  colleagues, 
was  simple  and  concise  enough.-  He  held 
that  Basil  Cormack  had  been  decoyed 
away  from  his  own  house  on  the  night  of 
the  dance,  by  some  person  or  persons 
unknown,  and  had  been  murdered  by  him, 
or  them ;  the  scene  of  the  murder  being, 
in  all  probability,  Arsdale  Spinney.  The 
burial  of  the  watch  and  ring,  they  main- 
tained, pointed  to  some  motive  other 
than  robbery  for  the  crime ;  and  the  latter 
motive  was  rendered  more  unlikely 
by  the  fact  that  a  man  would  not  be 
considered  likely  to  have  much  money 
about  him  on  such  an  occasion  as  a  dance. 

The  true  motive  was  to  them,  as  to 
the  outside  world,  wrapped  in  hopeless 
mystery,  and  was  likely  to  remain  so. 
For  it  must,  they  argued,  be  of  .necessity 
connected  idth  some  secret  in  the  life  of 
the  missing  man^  which  secret  five  months' 
close  investigation  had  failed  to  reveal 
Some  hopeless  entanglement,  some  power- 
Ail  inflaence,  some  desperate  necessity; 
each  and  all  of  these  might,  and  one  of 
them  must,  they  maintained,  have  existed 
in  Badl  Oorma<^'s  life. 

For  the  failure  to  discover  the  body  of 
the  murdered  man,  the  report  accounted  to 
the  complete  satisfaction  of  Scotiand  Yard. 

Not  far  from  Arsdale  Spinney  was  one 
of  those  curious  bottomless  pools  or  tarns, 
not  uncommon  in  Yorkshire;  and  into 
this,  which  went  by  the  ominous  name  of 
the  "  Drowning  Pot,"  the  body  had  doubt- 
less been  thrown;  the  murderer  havine 
first  stripped  it  of  its  valuables,  and  buried 
them  in  Arsdale  Spinney  for  temporary 
safety,  intending  to  return  for  them; 
subsequently  alMmdoning  this  intention, 
however,  as  too  dangerous. 

And  this  report,  so  terribly  consistent 
alike  with  the  facts  and  their  limits,  the 
conclusions  of  which  were  in  no  wise  to  be 
argued  away,  carried  a  cruel  conviction  to 
the  minds  of  the  friends  of  the  missing 
man.  With  its  acceptance  there  fell 
upon  the  household  of  Basil  Oormack's 
mother,  that  solemn  calm  which  means  the 
dreadful  ending  of  a  dreadful  suspense; 
the  certainty  which  is  endurable  inasmuch 
as  it  is  not  doubt  A  few  quiet  words 
passed  between  Brenda  and  Mrs.  Oormack, 
and  coloured  dresses  gave  way  throughout 
the  house  to  mourning.  And  then  a  quiet 
life,  almost  of  routine,  set  in ;  a  life  which 
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in  ita  oneventful  placidity  was  strangely 
like  the  life  of  the  early  part  of  the 
winter. 

The  reaemblanoe  was  there,  bat  the  dis- 
similarity was  far  greater.  Theqaiet|the 
gradual  assimilation  of  otherinterests,  which 
had  been  onconseioas  and  unrecognised 
before  was  deliberate  and  sought  for  now; 
and  the  hush  was  the  hush  of  acceptance, 
not  the  lull  of  temporary  distraction.  Mrs. 
Gormack  herself  did  not  recover  her 
strength  completely ;  she  remained  a  semi- 
invalid,  needing  constant  attention  from  a 
woman  who  was  half  nurse,  half  maid. 
But  perhaps  the  greatest  difference  of  all 
lay  about  Brenda  and  Gerard  AstelL 

The  weeks  that  followed  the  definite 
suggestion  of  Basil  Oormack's  murder 
seemed  to  change  Brenda,  as  they  passed, 
from  a  girl  to  a  woman.  The  childishness 
which  the  first  agony  of  horror  took  from 
her  face  never  returned  to  it,  and  as  her 
gentle,  equable  calm  returned  to  her  it 
brought  a  graver,  sweeter,  more  serious 
charm  than  she  had  ever  possessed  before. 
A  certain  haunting  sadness  that  never 
wholly  left  her  eyes  gave  them  a  loveli- 
ness which  the  eyes  of  the  Brenda  S  tans- 
field  of  a  year  ago  had  lacked  utterly. 

To  her  relations  with  Gerard  Astell,  too, 
there  had  come  a  subtle  alteration — or, 
perhapp,  (levelopement.  Daring  the  first 
two  weeks  of  Mrs.  Gormack'a  illness 
Gerard  had  been  the  girl's  one  comforter 
and  counsellor.  Except  for  him  she  had 
been  utterly  alone.  In  him  she  had  found 
a  constant  fund  of  sympathy,  strength,  en- 
couragement, as  full  of  tact  and  delicacy  as 
of  feeling ;  and  it  would  have  been  strange 
indeed  if  the  bonds  woven  in  those  days 
of  suffering  could  have  been  lightly  broken. 
After  Mrs.  Cormack's  comparative  recovery, 
the  abandonment  of  the  search  at  Ajsdale, 
and  the  general  settling  down  that  ensued, 
Gerard  was  no  less  frequently  in  the  house, 
no  less  the  chief  prop  and  stay  of  the  little 
party  it  held.  Any  other  visitor  from  the 
outside  world  rarely  crossed  its  threshold. 
Poor  Mrs.  Gormack  was  too  much  of  a 
social  anomaly  to  have  any  intimate  friends, 
and  she  was  understood  by  her  acquaint- 
ances to  be  in  strict  retirement  in  con- 
sequence of  her  bereavement.  Miss  Astell 
was  in  London,  not  having  returned  to 
Whorlbeck  again  after  her  sudden  de- 
parture from  it,  but  she  was  seldom  seen. 
Consequently  for  days  together  the  only 
breaks  in  Brenda's  monotonous  life  were 
Gerard  Astell's  visits. 

But  the  sympathy  and  the  encourage- 


ment which  existed  between  them  were  not 
all  on  the  one  side.  It  was  common  talk 
among  his  acquaintances  as  the  March 
weeks  ran  into  April  that  Astell  was 
"down  on  his  luck,"  and  looked  ''uncom- 
monly seedy  " ;  but  as  a  rider  was  usually 
added  by  the  commenters  to  the  effect 
that  he  was  "never  to  the  fore  nowa- 
days,*' the  comments  themselves  soon  died 
out  ibr  want  of  nourishment.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  Gerard  was  changing  day  by  day. 
The  dissipated  look  of  ill-health  gradually 
disappeared,  and  his  dark,  ugly  face  grew 
pale  and  sharpened  as  the  face  of  a  man 
under  severe  physical  training  will  some- 
times become.  The  recklessness  and  the 
cynicism  faded  out  beford  a  resolute  ex- 
pression of  endurance  and  determination, 
which  gave  his  deep-set  eyes  a  steady  light. 
Sometimes  there  would  be  harassed  Imes 
about  his  mouth,  and  a  repressed  weariness 
about  his  whole  demeanour  which  seemed 
to  tell  of  almost  insurmountable  difficulties 
or  troubles.  And  when  he  came  to  Mrs. 
Cormack's  house  with  such  a  look  about 
him,  he  never  left  it  without  a  moment  or 
two  alone  with  Brenda,  brought  about  no 
one  could  have  said  how;  a  moment 
during  which  the  girl's  face  would  glow 
and  quiver  with  a  sympathy  at  once  stoong 
and  tender,  and  absolutely  devoid  of  self- 
consciousness,  as  a  few  sentences  only, 
perhaps,  paesed  between  them ;  a  moment 
which  left  the  man  with  the  wearied  Unes 
smoothed  out  and  a  new  endurance  in 
their  place. 

The  first  spring  weather  came  early  In 
April  that  year,  and  with  the  first  warm 
sunshine,  the  first  balmy  breezes,  there 
came  the  first  suggestion  of  possible  change 
in  the  quiet,  uneventful  London  life.  Mrs. 
Cormack  grew  restldss ;  the  heat  tried  her, 
physically ;  and  she  began  to  talk  vaguely 
of  going  back  to  Whorlbeck  Hall  for  the 
summer.  Brenda  and  Gerard  were  unani- 
mous in  deprecating  for  her  the  nervous 
strain  inseparable  from  any  change,  and 
the  painful  associations  which  Whorlbeck 
must  revive ;  and  they  devoted  themselves 
to  dissipating  the  idea  with  a  delicate  tact 
and  tenderness  which  was  scarcely  less 
marked  in  the  man  than  in  the  girl  But 
the  notion  was  not  to  be  disposed  ot 
Mrs.  Oormack's  first  vague  fancy  developed 
into  a  settled  nervous  desire ;  and  tacitly, 
no  word  passing  between  them  on  the 
subject,  Gerard  and  Brenda  ceased  to 
oppose  her.  A  suggestion  made  by  Gerard 
that  any  place — Brighton,  for  instance-*- 
would    be    better    than    Yorkshire,    was 
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almost  fretf  cdly  negatived  by  Mrs.  Cormack. 
And  by  the  third  week  in  April  it  was 
Battled  that  in  ten  days'  time  the  hoose- 
hold  shoald  move  to  the  Hall. 

Still  no  word  passed  on  the  subject 
between  Gerard  and  Brenda;  a  certain 
harassed  depression  developed  in  the 
former,  and  Brenda,  presumably,  was 
oppressed  by  the  thought  of  returning  to 
Yorkshire,  for  she  became  subdued  and 
grave.  Their  brief  interviews  were  longer 
and  more  frequent,  as  though  from  an 
unexpressed  sense  that  discussion  of  some 
common  interest  must  be  compressed  into 
the  short  time  remaining. 

It  was  two  days  before  the  day  fixed  for 
the  journey  from  town  to  Yorkshire,  and 
Brenda  was  alone  in  the  drawing-room. 
Mrs.  Cormack  had  taken  a  sudden  fancy 
about  half  an  hour  before,  to  go  for  a 
drive ;  and  had  set  out,  accordingly,  with 
Miss  Bro?ni  and  Tommy,  whose  childish 
chatter  was  one  of  the  few  pleasures  of  her 
life. 

Thus  left  to  herself  a  curious  restless 
excitement,  most  unusual  to  her,  seemed 
to  take  possession  of  Brenda.  She  had 
looked  at  the  clock — it  was  half-past  three 
— and  had  then  established  herself  with  a 
book,  a  little  faint  flush  on  her  cheeks. 
The  clock  struck  four  before  she  turned  a 
page,  and  then  she  rose,  and  going  to  the 
window  stood  there  for  some  time  looking 
out,  an  anxious  fold  in  her  smooth  fore- 
head, the  flush  deepening  in  her  cheeks. 
She  turned  away  restlessly  at  last  with  a 
quick  little  sigh.  At  that  very  moment  the 
door-bell  rang,  and  she  turned  quickly 
towards  the  door  with  eager  eyes,  her 
whole  face  eloquent  of  anxious  anticipation. 
The  door  opened  and  Gerard  AsteU  came 
in.  Brenda  made  no  attempt  to  receive 
him.  She  stood  where  she  was  in  absolute 
self-oblivion. 

'<Welir'  she  said  breathlessly.    "Weill" 

"It's  all  right!"  he  answered  in  the 
same  tense,  excited  tone.    "  IVe  got  it  1 " 

He  had  come  straight  up  to  her,  his 
worn  face  all  aglow  with  triumpl^  and 
delight,  and  she  put  out  her  hand  to  him 
impulsively,  all  the  anxiety  in  her  face 
melting  in  a  smile  of  infinite  congratulation. 
She  did  not  speak,  and  he  held  her  hand 
fast  for  a  moment  in  silence,  their  eyes,  all 
unconscious  as  they  were  of  the  fact,  say- 
ing infinitely  more  than  lips  could  have 
said.  Then  he  released  her  hand  rather 
abruptly. 

Brenda  moved  and  sat  down  on  a  low 
chair  near  the  window;  and  he  followed 


her  example  rather  mechanically.  As  the 
first  glow  of  excitement  passed  from  him, 
a  vague  depression  and  constraint  seemed 
to  creep  into  his  manner.  From  Brenda, 
also,  the  intensity  of  tiiat  first  moment 
passed  away,  but  it  left  her  calmly, 
radiantiy  happy. 

''  I  am  so  glad  ! "  she  said  softly.  "  So 
very,  very  glad  1  It  is  a  sttft,  Isn't  it, 
and  a  good  start  1 " 

He  answered  her  bright  smile  with 
another  which  had  something  rather  sad 
about  it. 

"  Yes  1 "  he  said.  *'  It  is  work,  regular 
work,  and  lasting  work ;  a  good  start,  as 
you  say  1 " 

"And  it  leads  to  better  things;  it  may 
lead  to  anything  almost — you  told  me  so, 
didn't  you  1 " 

Brenda's  pretty  voice  had  taken  an 
encouraging  note  which  was  very  womanly 
and  sweet,  and  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  him 
observantiy  as  tiiough  she  hardly  under- 
stood his  tone. 

"Yes;  it's  not  without  possibilities  1 " 
he  assented,  with  an  absence  of  elasticity 
which  contrasted  markedly  with  the  elation 
of  his  first  announcement.  "But,  of 
course,  they  are  only  possibilitiea''       , 

'^At  present!"  returned  Brenda  brightly, 
her  face  growing  strong  and  hopefoL 
"Things  can't  develope  all  at  once,  can 
they!  It  means  a  lot  of  hard  work,  I 
know,  but  the  work  itself  is  worth  having, 
isn't  it ! " 

There  was  no  childishness,  no  weakness 
in  the  words,  simple  as  they  were;  it  was 
the  womanly  Brenda  developed  in  the 
course  of  tiie  past  three  months  who 
spoke.  Gerard  listened  to  her  with  a  look 
that  was  almost  dreamy  on  his  face,  and  as 
he  answered  only  with  a  vague  gesture  of 
assent,  she  went  on  with  a  ring  of  en- 
thusiasm in  her  voice : 

"You've  been  working  hard  all  this 
time  hi  another  way  1  I  know  that  quite 
well;  I  don't  believe  anything  that  can 
come  can  be  much  worse  than  what  you've 
gone  through  already.  And  you  have 
been  so  resolute  and  strong !  Oh,  I  know — 
I  know  quite  well  how  hard  it  has  been 
for  you ! " 

A  little  smile  touched  Gerard's  lips  as 
the  earnest,  vibrating  voice  ceased ;  it  was 
the  smile  of  a  man  who,  while  he  receives 
appreciation  that  is  sweet  to  him,  knows 
that  such  realisation  as  might  render  tiiat 
appreciation  to  some  extent  justifiable  is 
absolutoly  impossible  for  his  critic. 

Gerard  Astell  had  done  tiiat  during  the 
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laflt  two  monthsy  of  which  no  woman, 
poaaibly,  coold  understand  the  strain  and 
the  cost;  of  which  even  those  male  critics 
who  passed  cureless  comments  to  the  e£fect 
that  '*  Astell  was  a  reformed  cliaracter/'  or 
''Astell  seemed  to  be  pulling  in/'  by  no 
means  understood  the  significanca  He 
had  completely  altered  his  mode  of  life. 
He  had  broken  with  all  his  associates;  he 
had  cut  hbnself  o£f  from  everything  tliat 
had  hitherto  made  alike  the  pleasure  and 
business  of  his  life ;  and  he  had  faced  the 
consequences  he  had  brought  upon  himself, 
in  the  shape  of  heavy  liabilities  and 
absence  of  any  legitimate  source  of  income, 
by  maUng  a  humble  and  straightforward 
appeal  to  the  only  male  relative  he 
possessed  in  the  world.  The  appeal  had 
been  responded  to  coldly  and  grudgingly, 
but  practically.  And  all  sorts  of  painful, 
dragging  delays  had  resulted  at  last  in 
such  a  measure  of  freedom  from  debt  as 
was  necessary  for  a  fresh  start  in  life,  and 
finally  in  the  obtaining  for  Gerard  of  a 
post  involving  plenty  of  hard  work  for  a 
sadary  of  four  pounds  a  week. 

It  was  the  steps  towards  these  ends, 
with  iJl  Uie  endless  complications  involved, 
that  had  been  the  subject  of  all  the 
talks  between  himself  and  Brenda  which 
the  past  months  had  witnessed.  It  was 
their  final  consummation  which  he  had 
just  declared  to  her.  He  had  confided  In 
her,  and  she  had  sustained  his  failing 
energies  and  courage  again  and  again; 
and  yet,  as  he  listened  to  her  enthusiastic 
words  of  admiration,  he  smiled,  as  a  man 
will  where  a  woman  is  concerned — even 
when  her  admiration  is  most  soothing  and 
most  necessary  to  him — to  think  of  the 
depths  beyond  her  ken. 

But  the  smile  faded  quickly,  and  an 
Indefinable  expression  of  which  the  only 
distinct  characteristic  was  a  great  weari- 
ness, settled  down  on  his  face.  He  shook 
his  head,  with  a  slight  movement  of  his 
hand  which  seemed  to  set  aside  her  praise ; 
and  was  silent. 

A  shade  of  anxiety  crept  over  Brenda's 
face,  and  she  watched  him  for  a  moment 
without  speadLing. 

"  Tou  are  tired  1 "  she  said  gently. 
<'  Too  tired  to  look  forward,  I'm  afraid. 
It  is  no  wonder,  after  all  the  worry  that 
you've  had."  There  was  a  slight  touch  of 
disappointment  in  her  voice  as  she  went 
on.  "  It  all  seems  flat  and  tedious,  now 
the  suspense  and  the  anxiety  are  over,  I 
dare  say.  By-and-by  it  will  look  different 
We  won't  talk  of  the  fixture  1 "  I 


He  lifted  his  head  slowly  and  looked  at 
her.  And  as  he  met  her  eyes,  all  the  lines 
of  his  face  changed  under  a  sudden  wave 
of  passion,  and  he  broke  into  a  harsh, 
choking  laugh. 

<'The  future!"  he  cried.  <*No!  we 
won't  talk  of  the  future  1  Brenda,  Brenda, 
don't  you  know  that  the  future  is  nothing 
to  me,  that  life  is  one  grey,  monotonous 
grind  to  me,  when  I  think  of  fadngit  with- 
out you !  Brenda,  don't  you  understand ! " 

He  had  started  desperately  to  his  feet, 
and  she  shrank  back  a  little  in  her  ehair, 
looking  up  at  him  with  every  trace  of 
colour  or  expression  gone  from  her  face, 
leaving  nothuig  but  a  breathless,  unutter- 
able wonder,  and  a  strange,  undeclared 
glimmer  of  light  in  her  eyes.  He  went  on 
In  a  voice  choked  with  emotion,  his  face 
working  convulsively : 

"I  didn't  meant  to  speak,  Brenda  I  I 
know — I  know  it's  not  the  time,  and  Tm 
a  cad  to  do  it.  Brenda,  what  have  I  got 
to  offer  you)  But  I  love  you  so,  dear! 
Tve  loved  you  all  the  time  !  It  was  because 
of  you,  because  of  what  you  are,  because  I 
felt  that  I  was  a  sweep  not  fit  to  touch  your 
hand,  that  I've  tried  to  get  straight.  If  I 
ever  come  to  any  good  it  will  be  your 
doing  twice  over,  for  you've  made  me  see 
it  and  you've  kept  me  to  it,  Brenda.  With- 
out your  sympathy  and  your  strength 
I  shouldn't  have  been  strong  enough  !  I 
know  that  1  And  how  can  I  hold  on  with- 
out you?  I  don't  mean  to  threaten 
you,  dear  " — the  struggle  in  his  face  was 
pitiful  to  see— "I'll  try  to  go  str^ght 

even  if But  how  can  11 " 

^  There  was  a  choked,  despairing  ring  in 
his  voice  which  made  it  as  uiSike  the 
voice  of  the  Gerard  Astell  of  ordinary  life 
as  his  passionate  abandonment  was  udike 
the  careless,  easy-going  composure  of  his 
everyday  demeanour.  Hie  man  seemed 
to  be  utterly  carried  out  of  himself.  He 
did  not  see  the  spreading  of  that  Hght  in 
the  face  upturned  to  him,  nor  did  he  hear 
the  little  tender  cry  with  which  the  girl 
half  stretched  out  her  hands  to  him. 

"Look  here,  dear!"  he  went  on 
thickly.  ''I  know  I  oughtn't  to  have 
spoken  yet.  It  was  the  getting  this  thfaig 
and  the  feeling  that  it  might  aU  be  nothing 
after  all,  that  was  too  much  for  me  !  That^ 
and  the  thought  of  what  London  will  be 
when  you're  gone !  I  don't  ask  you  to 
answer  me  yet  I  know  it's  all  too 
recent !  Perhaps  you'll  loathe  me  for 
even  hoping  that  you  might  come  to  care 
for  any  other  fellow  1    But  Oormaek 
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Brenda  interrapted  him.  She  threw 
oat  her  hands  with  a  cry,  and  clasped 
them  over  her  face. 

"  Ah,  don't  1 ''  she  cried.  «  D;)n't !  You 
make  me  feel  so  wicked!  I  didn't  love 
him  !  I  never  knew  it  till  that  night  be- 
fore he  went  away  t  I  never  thought 
what  love  meant  antil  it  came  so  near — our 
marriage,  I  mean !  And  I  began  to  think 
and  I  tried  to  aek  him  !  That  very  night 
on  the  balcony  1  And  when  he  kissed  me 
I  knew.  I  knew  that  it  was  all  a  dreadfdl, 
horrible  mistake,  and  I  didn't  love  him  1 " 

Her  breath  was  coming  in  qaick,  sobbing 
gasps,  and  for  the  moment  Grerard  stood 
looking  down  at  her,  his  face  pale,  his 
eyes  gleaming  strangely,  his  teeth  sef. 
Then  he  said,  and  the  words  seemed  to 
come  from  between  his  clenched  teetb,  so 
rigid  was  the  hold  he  kept  upon  himself : 

''  You  knew  it  then ! "  He  paused  a 
moment  as  though  his  feeling  would  not 
let  him  speak,  and  then  went  on  slowly : 
"  Is  there  a  chance — is  there  any  chance 
for  me  f " 

The  last  words  were  scarcely  audible,  but 
Brenda  heard  them.  She  moved,  lifted  her 
face  from  her  hands,  and  raised  it  to  his. 
And  as  his  eyes  fell  on  it,  Gerard  fell  on  his 
knees  and  caught  her  unresisting  in  his 
arms. 

How  many  moments  passed  before  either 
of  them  moved  neither  ever  knew.  But 
when  Brenda  lifted  her  face  at  last,  it  was 
a  face  which  the  man  who  was  once  to 
have  been  her  husband  had  never  seen. 
In  the  instinctive  effort  to  help  and  en- 
courage Gerard  Astell  in  his  movement 
towards  the  right ;  an  effort  made  in  such 
absolute  innocence  and  unconsciousness  of 
her  growing  love  for  him  as  perhaps  only  her 
strange  position  as  the  betrothed  wife  of  a 
vanished  man  could  have  rendered  possible; 
strength  which  might  have  remained  for 
ever  undeveloped  in  her  gentle  charac- 
ter, had  matured  rapidly.  And  in  the  love 
with  which  her  face  was  full  as  she  raised 
it  from  Gerard's  shoulder  all  that  strength 
and  all  the  depth  of  her  womanhood  was 
concentrated. 

He  took  her  face  gently  between  hiai 
hands  and  kissed  it,  and  then  she  drei^r 
away  from  him,  leaving  her  hand  in  his  as 
she  said  in  a  low  voiee : 

''Gerard,  there  is  something  I  must 
say  ! "  A  certain  agitation  had  been  grow- 
ing in  her  face,  and  she  glanced  at  him 
appealingly. 

'*  What  is  it,  dearest ! " 
I  can  never  be  happy  until  we  know 


It 


for  certain  what  really  happened  to  Basil ! 
Don't  think  me  unreasonable,  Gerard,  but 
the  thought  haunts  me !  Don't  you  see  " 
— her  voice  grew  low  and  tremulous — *'if 
I  had  eared  as  I  oughfc,  it  would  all  be 
so  different !  But  I  can  never  be  at  peace 
until  we  have  some  proof  that  I  am  free  1 " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and 
Gerard's  hold  on  her  hands  tightened. 

<<  Do  you  mean  that  you  will  not  marry 
me  until  there  is  proof ) " 

She  leaned  towards  him  impulsively,  her 
face  tremulous  and  imploring. 

''  Oh,  not  quite  that ! "  she  cried 
piteously.  "  I  know  there  may  never  be 
proof !  But  if  only  there  could  be  I 
Gerard  dear,  we  can  say  nothing  yet  of 
this — of  us,  I  mean.  It  would — poor 
Aunt  Sarah  would  be  so  hurt!"  Her 
face  was  one  burning  flush  as  she  spoke, 
low  and.hunriedly.  "  If  before  the  end  of 
the  year  we  covli  know  something,  you 
don't  know — I  could  never  tell  you  what 
it  would  be  to  me  I " 

He  looked  full  into  her  face  for  a  moment, 
his  own  rather  white  and  set  Then  he 
bent  his  head  and  pressed  his  lips  to  her 
hand. 

*'If  anything  is  ever  to  be  known, 
Brenda,  I  will  know  it  for  your  sake  1 "  he 
said. 

CHAPTER  XIII.      A  NEW  DETECTIVE. 

Whether  or  no  Mrs.  Oormack  obtained 
the  satisfaction  she  had  expected  from  the 
removal  to  Whorlbeck  Hall — and  an  access 
of  querulous  nervousness  which  followed 
on  that  step  seemed  to  prove  the  contrary ; 
whether  or  no  a  certain  quiet  brightness 
about  Brenda  was  or  was  not  to  be  referred 
to  it ;  there  was  one  member  of  the  house- 
hold to  whom  the  change  brought  absolute, 
unalloyed  content,  and  that  member  was 
Tommy.  He  had  become  a  permanent 
part  of  that  same  household^  In  the 
beginning  of  the  winter,  Tommy's  delicate 
and  overworked  father  had  too  surely 
fulfilled  the  dreary  prediction  made  for 
him  by  Mrs.  Oormaek,  by  dying  of 
bronchitis,  leaving  Tommy's  young  and 
distracted  mother  to  cope  as  best  she  could 
with  nine  children  and  an  income  of  some- 
thing under  a  hundred  a  year. 

Under  these  circumstances,  Mrs.  Gor- 
mack's  prompt  offer  to  keep  Tommy,  and, 
as  she  herself  expressed  her  views,  "to 
see  to  him  till  he  was  big  enough  to  see  to 
himself,"  was  only  too  thankf uUy  accepted. 
And  Tommy,   whose  own  assent  to  the 
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arrangement  wae  an  extremely  ready  onei 
had  settled  down  as  if  he  had  never 
knowA  any  other  home. 

He  had  found  life  in  London  during 
the  past  three  months  a  flat,  stale,  and 
unprofitable  a£fair  indeed.  Early  in  his 
experience  of  it  he  had  announced  that 
there  was  *'no  out-of-doors,  and  nothing 
to  do"  in  London.  He  had  further 
summed  up  its  charaoteristiea  by  complain- 
ing that  the  great  city  presented  a 
monotonous  sameness  in  its  merchandise. 

"There's  nothing,  never,  but  hats  and 
dresses  and  pocket-handkerchiefs  in  the 
shops,"  he  said  bitterly,  after  a  shopping 
expedition  with  his  nurse. 

Daring  the  early  half  of  the  winter  he  had 
derived  great  consolation  from  the  atten- 
tions of  Gerard  Astell.  Latterly,  however, 
in  the  stress  of  worry  that  Gerard  had 
passed  through,  he  had  had  but  little  time 
for  Tommy,  whose  existence,  in  con- 
sequence, had  been  dull  indeed. 

For  the  first  week  after  their  return  to 
Whorlbeek,  Tommy  was  rarely  in  the 
house  at  all,  except  for  meals.  Hts  little 
figure  was  to  be  met  with  everywhere  and 
in  every  direction  out  of  doors,  as  he 
rushed  about,  half-wild  with  the  freedom 
and  the  exercise,  radiant  with  childish 
satisfaction,  and  instituting  on  his  own 
account  a  strict  inquisition  into  all  that 
had  transpired  in  his  absence  in  the 
garden,  stable,  and  dairy,  as  he  renewed 
his  acquaintance  with  every  pan  and  boy 
about  the  place.  It  was  quite  impossible 
for  Tommy  to  come  into  contact  with  any 
human  being  without  immediately  throw- 
ing out  lines  for  friendly  and  confidential 
relation  with  them.  His  *'own  garden" 
he  discovered,  to  his  huge  delight,  to  be 
sadly  in  need  of  attention.  This  vast 
domain,  measuring,  perhaps,  four  feet 
square,  was  situated  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  the  carriage  drive  —  a 
site  selected  by  Tommy  because,  as  he 
explained  confidentially : 

*'  Then  I  can  see  if  any  one  comes,  and 
it'll  be  some  one  to  talk  to,  you  know ! " 

And  on  a  sunny  Thursday  afternoon 
about  ten  days  after  the  move  from 
London,  he  settled  down  to  the  cultivation 
of  his  estate  with  a  vigour  which  seemed 
to  be  only  intensified  by  the  heat. 

He  had  been  digging  with  an  energy 
which  would  have  done  credit  to  a  day 
labourer,  his  straw  hat  fiung  on  the  ground 
beside  him,  his  little  figure  braced  and 
active,  his  childish  face  set  into  an  expres- 
sion of  fltem  resolution,  until  at  last  the 


moisture  with  which  his  curly  hair  lay  damp 
and  straight  upon  his  forehead,  began  to 
trickle  do?ni  his  face.  He  paused  with  a 
sigh  of  enjoyment  and  fatigue,  and  leaning 
on  his  little  spade  with  a  deliberate  and 
careful  imitation  of  the  pose  of  his  model, 
the  under-gardener,  under  simUar  circum- 
stances, he  proceeded  to  mop  his  crimson 
face  with  a  singularly  grimy  little  pocket- 
handkerchief.  As  he  did  so  he  glanced 
in  the  direction  of  the  drive,  as  though  the 
appearance  of  "some  one  to  talk  to" 
would  be  by  no  means  inopportune  at  this 
juncture.  And  on  the  instant  away 
went  spade,  pocket-handkerchief,  and  pose, 
as  he  suddenly  began  to  scamper  down 
the  drive  towards  the  gate  as  fast  as  Iiis 
short,  white-trousered  legs  cQuld  carry 
him,  shoutbg  at  the  top  of  his  voice : 

*'  Mr.  Astell  1  Why,  Mr.  Astell,  I  didn't 
know  you  were  coming  I  ** 

Gerard  Astell  had  just  opened  the  gate 
and  was  coining  up  briskly  in  the  direction 
of  the  house.  He  greeted  the  boy  with  a 
laugh  of  satisfaction. 

"Didn't  you,  Tommy!"  he  said. 
"How  are  you!" 

Gerard's  face  wus  like  his  voice,  full  of 
satisfaction,  though  there,  was  a  strong 
undedying  purpose  about  it,  too.  He  was 
looking  very  well,  wiry  though  thin,  and 
a  certain  grave  determination  about  Us 
face  by  no  means  overshadowed  it. 

"  I'm  quite  well,  thank  you ! "  responded 
Tommy,  capering  wildly  before  him.  "  I 
say,  Mr.  Astell,  is  it  a  s'prisef  It'll  be 
an  awfully  nice  s'prise  for  Aunt  Sarab, 
for  she  keeps  on  saying  that  she  wishes 
you  was  here,  and  it's  so  lonely.  It's 
quite  a  mistake  of  her  to  think  It's  lonely, 
because  there's  lots  of  people  she  could 
have  to  keep  her  company — ^much  more 
than  there  were  in  London;  but  still,  I 
know  she  does  think  so,  because  I  heard 
her  say  so  to  Brenda  this  morning." 

"And  ^at  did  Brenda  sayt"  said 
Grerard,  with  a  little  laugh,  as  the  rapid, 
excited,  childish  voice  paused  for  breath. 

"Ob,  Brenda— I  don't  think  she  said 
anything!.  But  it'll  be  a  nice  s'prise  for 
her,  too,  I  expect  1"  returned  Tommy 
graciously.  "Gome  along  in  and  s'prise 
them,  do,  Mr.  Astell ! " 

Mrs.  Gormack,  Miss  Brown,  and  Brenda 
were  all  together  in  the'  drawing-room 
when  Tommy  led  in  what  he  announced 
as  a  "  s'prise  " ;  and  Mrs.  Oormack's  demon- 
strations of  astonishment  and  delight  at 
the  unexpected  appearance  of  Gerard  Astell 
were  all  that  even  Tommy  could  have 
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hoped.  Into  Brenda'a  face  there  rushed 
a  soft  warm  flash  of  glad  amazement  as 
her  eyes  lighted  up  into  a  wonderfol  love- 
liness. A  hand-shake  and  the  briefest 
greeting  passed  between  her  and  G-erard 
as  their  eyes  met  for  one  moment  only, 
and  then  she  drew  into  the  back- 
groondf  busying  herself  with  the  tea-table, 
while  a  torrent  of  questions  and  delighted 
ejaculations  flowed  from  Mrs.  Gormack. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  see  him,  to  be  sure, 
she  said.  They  had  seen  no  one  at  all 
since  they  left  London,  and  really  she 
wasn't  sure — ^it  was  so  very  dull  after 
all,  and  so.  full  of  dreadful  recollections — 
whether  she  had  done  well  in  coming 
back.  Here  a  hot  wave  of  colour  swept 
over  Brenda's  f  acd.  And  when  did  Gerard 
arrive,  and  how  long  could  he  stop  1  And 
wouldn't  he  put  up  at  the.Hall,  instead  of 
at  the  Cotti^e,  since  his  sister  was  still 
in  London)  How  was  his  sister,  and 
when  was  she  coming  do?ni  to  Yorkshire  1 

To  all  these  questions  and  many  more, 
interspersed  with  a  great  variety  of 
lamentation,  Gerard  replied  with  the  easy, 
cheery  mixture  of  kindliness  and  fun 
which  had  always  proved  Mrs.  Gormack's 
best  tonic.  He  had  arrived  about  an  hour 
ago,  it  appeared,  and  had  walked  straight 
up  from  the  Oottage.  He  could  only  stay 
till  Monday,  but  he  hoped  Mrs.  Gormack 
was  prepared  to  put  up  with  a  great  deal 
of  his  society  in  the  interval  He  would 
sleep  at  the  Gottage,  he  said,  but  he  pro- 
posed to  spend  all  his  waking  hours  at  the 
Hall.  He  had  not  seen  his  sister  for 
some  time,  and  he  had  no  idea  when  she 
proposed  to  return  to  Whorlbeck. 

An  hour  had  passed,  and  Mrs.  Gormack 
was  looking  happier  than  she  had  looked 
for  many  days,  when  Gerard  rose  and  put 
down  his  teacup. 

*'  I  thought  of  a  walk  before  dinner,"  he 
said  lightly.  "Good  for  a  fellow  after 
being  shut  up  in  London,  Mrs.  Gormack. 
Tommy,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  small 
figure  upon  which  the  announcement  had 
had  much  the  same  stiffening  effect  as  it 
would  have  had  upon  a  terrier,  '<  like  a 
walk  1 "  Tommy's  sentiments  were  briefly 
but  rapturously  expressed,  and  then  Gerard 
turned  to  Brenda.  "Perhaps  you  would 
come  with  us  1 "  he  said  hesitatingly. 

Before  Brenda  could  do  more  than  shake 
her  head  with  disappointed  eyes,  Mrs. 
Gormack  broke  in  vooUerously. 

"What  a  pity  now,  Brenda!  You'd 
have  enjoyed  a  little  change,  I  know. 
She's  got  a  girl  from  the  village  coming  to 


see  her,  Gerard,  so  of  course  she  can't  go. 
Tommy,  you  must  go  and  have  your  face 
and  hands  washed,  dear  child." 

Not  even  the  delightful  prospect  before 
him  could  wholly  reconcile  Tommy  to  this 
ordeal,  which  he  looked  upon  as  one  of 
the  totally  unnecessary  trials  of  his  life 
created  by  amiable  but  painfully  misguided 
elders ;  and  he  departed  reluctantly,  accom- 
panied for  his  support  under  affliction  by 
Mrs.  Gormack  herself.  As  they  left  the 
room  a  word  passed  between  Gerard  and 
Brenda,  and  they  stepped  out  of  the  long 
window  into  the  garden. 

"You're  not  angry  with  me,  Brenda  1 
You  don't  mind  my  coming  1 '' 

The  words  came  from  Gerard,  low  and 
eagerly,  the  instant  they  were  alone,  and 
Brenda  turned  her  face  towards  him  and 
met  his  eyes,  as  she  answered  softly  and 
quickly.  Both  were  conscious  that  they 
had  only  a  few  moments  together. 

"You  know — ^you  know  how — glad  I 
am ! "  she  said.  "  Bat  is  it  wise,  Gerard 
dear  1 " 

"It's  all  right,"  he  returned  eagerly, 
answering  her  face  rather  than  her  words. 
"  I'm  not  idling,  Brenda.  *  I  don't  get  into 
regular  harness  until  Monday.  Ajud  I 
haven't  come  to  see  you,  dear — ^not  alto- 
gether, that's  to  say."  The  deep-set  eyes 
smiled  merrily  for  a  moment,  and  tiien 
grew  graver  as  he  went  on  rapidly: 
"  Brenda,  I've  come  down  because  of  trhat 
I  promised  you  to  do.  I've  thought  about 
it,  since,  incessantly,  and  the  search  must 
stort  from  Arsdale.  You  see,  all  ohe's 
thoughts  start  from  there.  So  having 
these  few  days,  I've  jast  run  down  to  try 
and  make  some  kind  of  beginning.  One 
never  knows  what  may  not  come  of  going 
over  old  ground  with  new  determination. 
I  can  but  try,  at  all  events." 

The  colour  had  died  out  of  Brenda's 
fac9  as  he  began  to  speak,  and  her  eyes 
were  full  of  an  imploring  gratitude. 

"Oh,  Gerard,  thank  you!"  she  whis- 
pered hurriedly.  "Thank  yoa  I  Dear,  I 
can't  tell  you  what  it  will  be  to  me  to 
know  that  you  have  begun  I  Don't  think 
me  unreasonable  or  fanciful,  Gerard,  but 
I  am  haunted  by  the  thought  of — of  Basil. 
Now  that  we  are  so  happy  I  can't  forget 
him ;  I  feel  as  though  I  were  doing  some-i 
thing  dishonourable  1  Gerard,  I  can't  help 
it,  but  I  shall  never,  never  have  any  peace 
until  we  know  something  certain." 

Her  voice  was  trembling  as  she  finished, 
and  her  lips  were  trembling,  too.  There 
was  a  pale  determination  on  Gerard's  face 
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as  he  met  her  unploring-  eyes  and  an- 
swered : 

"I  know,  Brenda;  I  feel  it  toa  We 
most  know !  Hallo,  Tommy/'  he  added, 
changing  his  tone  on  the  instant,  and 
turning  quickly,  so  as  to  stand  between 
Brenda  and  the  window  whence  Tommy,  a 
model  sailor  boy  newly  soaped  and  brushed, 
had  loudly  announced  his  readiness.  "Gome 
on,  old  man.    Where  shall  we  go,  eh ) " 

It  transpired,  as  the  two  widked  down 
to  the'^lodge  gates  together,  that  Tommy 
had  a  particular  friend  in  the  village  in 
tiie    local    carpenter,    undertaker,    and 

! general  Jack-of-all-trades.  Visits  to  this 
riend,  who  reigned  over  a  carpenter's 
shop  and  yard  which  had  an  indescribable 
fasdnation  for  Tommy,  were  the  joy  of  his 
childish  heart;  and  as  the  village  was 
nearly  two  miles  o£F,  and  he  was  not 
allowed  to  go  there  unescorted,  they  were 
a  joy  not  too  frequently  experienced.  It 
was  consequently  to  his  unspeakable 
delight  tbkt  his  eloquent  exposition  of  the 
charms  of  '^  Mr.  Sims  "  and  his  dwelling- 
placd  received  from  Gerard  Amtell  a 
careless : 

**  All  right.  Tommy,  we'll  go  and  see 
Mr.  Sfansl" 

It  was,  perhaps,  as  well  that  in  the 
supreme  satisfaction  with  life  in  general 
and  Oerard  in  particular  thus  engendered. 
Tommy  was  quite  content  at  first  to 
chatter  on  excitedly,  regardless  or  oblivious 
of  the  fact  that  his  companion  did  little  or 
nothing  to  support  the  conversation.  For 
Gelrard  was  apparently  fully  occupied  with 
his  own  thoughts.  Grave  thoughts  they 
were,  and  difficult  thoughts,  to  judge  from 
the  expression  of  his  face ;  and  by  degrees 
a  heavy  frown  of  cogitation  appeared  on  his 
forehead. 

"It's  a  great  wonder,  isn't  it,  Mr. 
AstelM" 

Gerard  started  and  seemed  to  bring 
his  thoughts  back  to  the  present  with  a 
vigorous  e£FOTt,  as  he  glanced  down  at  the 
alert  little  face  upturned  towards  him. 
Tommy  had  obviously  just  finished  a  long 
speech,  and  was  pausing  for  a  reply. 
Gerard  smfled  guiltily. 

**  I'm  awfully  sorry,  old  chap  ! "  he  said. 
«  But  I'm  afraid  I  wasn't  listening." 

Tommy  looked  at  him,  his  head  on  one 
side,  with  a  meditative  expression  which 
would  have  been  condemnation  but  for  a 
saving  recollection  of  their  destination. 

*'Tou  haven't  been  listening  much, 
have  you  %  "  he  said.  "  Vve  told  you  lots ! 
I've  told  you  about  my  guinea-pigp,  and 


about  Polly  and  the  other  cows,  and  all 
about  Kichards  and  all  his  family — ^that's 
the  new  coachman,  and  I  don't  believe  yea 
even  heard  that !  Are  you  thinking  about 
whether  Mr.  Sims  will  be  glad  to  see  as  ? 
He  will,  I  'sure  you  I " 

"I've  no  doubt  about  it!"  returned 
Gerard  gravely.  "And  what  was  the 
last  thing  you  told  me,  old  chap— the 
great  wonder,  you  know  f  - ' 

He  spoke  with  the  interest  necessary  for 
the  restoration  of  perfect  harmony,  and 
Tommy  immediately  plunged  into  confi- 
dence again. 

"It  was  about  the  clock  on  Arsdale 
Ghurdi  1 "  he  said  eagerly.  "  You  know, 
Mr.  Astell  1  You  can  see  it  from  the 
road.  Mr.  Sims  has  got  it  in  his  shop ; 
he's  cleaning  it ;  he  can  clean  everything  1 
At  least,  he  had  it  a  little  while  ago,  and 
I  do  hope  it  hasn't  gone  yet  1  Now  would 
you  have  blieved  it )  The  across  of  that 
clock — the  face,  you  know — is  longer  than 
me." 

"Is  it  really)"  said  Gerard,  with  due 
amazement,  and  then  evidently  feeling  it 
incumbent  on  him  to  pursue  the  conversa- 
tion, he  continued :  "  Does  Mr.  Sims 
often  have  clocks  to  clean  ? " 

Tommy  shook  his  head  regretfully. 

"  Not  very  often  1 "  he  said.  "  He  says 
people  let  their  church  clocks  go  to  wraick 
and  ruin.  That's  dreadful,  isn't  it!  He 
says  so  long  as  they  go  at  all,  they  don't  I 
care  1  He  ought  by  rights  to  have  had 
Arsdale  clock  months  ago,  he  says— only 
I'm  so  glad  he  didn't,  'cos  then  you  and 
me  couldn't  have  seen  it,  and  now  we 
shall,  I  hope.  Just  fancy,  it's  been  striking 
wrong  ever  since  September  ! " 

"  How  dreadful ! "  agreed  Gerard,  with 
much  solemnity. 

"  Isn't  it )"  returned  Tommy,  with  a  little 
skip. 

He  felt  that  conversation  was  actually 
under  weigh,  and  he  warmed  accordingly  to 
his  subject.  "Mustn't  it  have  been  a 
dreadful  inconvenience,  Mr.  Astell  f  You 
see,  when  it  was  really  six,  for  instance, 
it  struck  four ;  and  when  it  was  two  it 
struck  twelve." 

"  Arsdide  Church  clock  1 " 

The  words  came  from  Grerard  with  an 
odd  vibration  about  them,  and  he  stopped 
suddenly  and  stood  looking  down  at  the 
child  with  such  a  strange  flash  of  expres- 
sion on  his  face  that  Tommy  gazed  up  at 
him  in  half-resentful  surprise. 

"  I  thought  you  really  were  attending, 
now,"  he  said  severely.    "  I've  been  telling 
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yoa  about  Aradale  dock  all  the  time,  and 
yon  pretended  it  was  very  interesting.^' 

"  It  18,  old  man,  it  is."  Gerard  spoke 
hastily,  almost  incoherently,  and  he 
finished  with  a  slight,  hoarse  laugh*  <'  Ars- 
dale  Ghnrch  clock  strikes  twelve  when  the 
time  is  really  two?"  The  words  were 
uttered  slowly,  as  though  he  were  trying 
to  arrange  in  his  mind  some  significance 
which  they  might  possess.  <<  And  it's 
been  like  this  since — ^aince  when,  Tommy)" 

''Since  September,"  returned  Tommy, 
half  reluctantly. 

''But  since  when  in  September?  Do 
you  know  1     Was  it  before " 

With  all  a  child's  shrinking  shyness  and 
reserve  where  anything  mysterious  or 
terrible  is  concerned,  Tommy  had  never 
been  known,  since  first  he  had  been  made 
to  understand  that  his  cousin  Basil  had 
"  gone  away,''  to  make  the  most  distant 
allusion  to  that  unexplained  departure.  He 
understood  now  instantly  what  landmark 
Gferard  was  about  to  set  before  him,  and 
he  forastalled  the  words  quickly.  He 
nodded  his  head  rapidly. 

"  Yes  1 "  he  said  in  a  hurried,  reluctant 
whisper.  "  It  began  that  day — ^you  know — 
when  there  was  a  party.  I  heard  Mr.  Sims 
tell  Martia     He  said  it  was  a  coinddtoce." 

Without  another  word,  his  face  set  and 
stern,  and  his  eyes  fixed  as  though  he 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  a  mental 
problem  which,  in  its  entirety,  his  brain 
could  not  yet  even  state,  Gerard  turned 
and  began  to  stride  along  the  road  to  the 
village  at  a  pace  which  told  that  his  little 
companion  was  forgotten.  He  pulled  up 
in  a  few  minutes,  apologised,  and  con- 
tinued at  a  more  reasonable  pace.  But  a 
cloud  of  preoccupation  still  enveloped  him, 
and  Tommy  felt  that  the  whole  expedition 
was,  in  some  mysterious  and  inexplicable 
manner,  overshadowed. 

Even  the  foscination  of  Mr.  Sims'a  shop 
did  not  restore  the  lost  tone.  Tommy  was 
vaguely  oppressed  and  aware  of  the  futility 
of  all  earthly  anticipation  as  he  found 
himself  only  slightly  thrilled  even  by  the 
fact  that  the  clock  was  stiU  to  be  inspected. 
Gerard's  remarks  during  the  vbdt  were 
only  such  as  courtesy  demanded  of  Um. 
He  stood,  for  the  most  part,  leaning  against 
the  carpenter's  bench,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
great  dock-f&ca  as  it  leant  agabst  the 
opposite  wall.  Only  when  he  turned  to 
leave  the  place  he  seemed  to  rouse  himself. 
He  pointed  with  his  stick  to  the  dock. 

'*  Strike  gone  wrong  1"  he  said  briefly  to 
Mr.  Sims. 


That  authority  smiled  condescendingly. 

"  The  whole  tUng  gone  wrong,  as  you  may 
say,  sir.  I^eglect,  and  nothing  else  I  That 
clock,  Mr.  Astell,  has  been  striking  two 
hours  behind  the  correct  time  throughout 
the  winter,  sir,  and  it's  only  just  come  into 
my  hands," 

"When  did  it  go  wrong  first  1  You 
can't  remember,  I  suppose  %  " 

Mr.  Sims  hesitated. 

"  Well,  sir,"  he  said,  '<  I  do  happen  to 
know,  because  it's  a  day  as  we  shan't  none 
of  us  forget  in  a  hurry,  and  it's  been  dated 
from  the  first,  so  to  speak.  The  first  day 
as  it  was  noticed  that  that  there  strike  was 
wrong  was  the  twentieth  of  September 
last — the  day  of  the  great  party  at  Arsdale 
House!" 

CHAPTEK  XIV.      BROTHER  AND  SISTER. 

"  Why,  you're  never  thinking  of  going 
yet,  surely  1    It's  not  half-past  nine  1 " 

"  I  know  1  It  is  rathe  r  early,  Mrs. 
Oormack ;  but  I  think  if  you'll  forgive  me 
— I  don't  feel  quite  fit,  you  know.  The 
journey,  or — or  something  1 " 

Gerard's  words — ^as  had  been  his  manner 
throughout  the  evening  which  had  passed 
since  his  reappearance  at  the  Hall  with 
Tommy — were  a  somewhat  confused  and 
heavy  reproduction  of  his  usual  demeanour. 
The  evening  had  been  dull,  a  fact  to  which 
a  vague  flatness  and  disappointment  in 
Mrs.  Oormack's  voice  witnessed;  and 
Gerard's  rather  incoherent  explanation  of 
himself,  as  he  rose  to  take  leave  at  an 
unusually  early  hour,  seemed  by  no  means 
uncalled-for. 

The  faint  shadow  of  questioning  anxiety 
which  had  been  gathering  on  Brenda's 
face  grew  more  pronounced  as  he 
spoke,  and  her  eyes  were  distressed  and 
wistful  as  he  turped  to  her  to  say  "  good 
night."  He  did  not  answer  their  questioning 
by  look  or  sign,  shaking  hands  hurriedly 
and  confusedly,  and  rather  avoiding  her 
eyes  as  he  answered  Mr&  Oormack's 
loquacious  regrets  and  hopes  that  a  night's 
rest  might ''  quite  set  him  up,"  and  making 
his  leave-taking  in  every  way  as  brief  as 
possible. 

Once  outside  the  Hall,  however,  he 
showed  no  farther  desire  for  the  night's  rest 
to  which  Mrs.  Cormack  had  referred.  As  the 
front  door  closed  behind  him  a  quick  sigh  of 
relief  escaped  him,  and  he  pushed  back 
his  hat  with  a  gesture  which  seemed  the 
physical  outcome  of  a  mental  oppression ; 
his  face  settled  into  an  expression  wUch 
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it  had  worn  mote  than  onee  for  an  instant 
or  two  at  a  time  during  the  eveidng — an 
expression  of  intent  and  bewildered 
cogitation — and  he  sot  oat  slowly  towards 
the  Cottage,  walking  like  a  man  lost  in 
thought. 

More  than  onee  daring  the  coarse  of 
the  walk  those  slow  steps  came  altogether 
to  a  standstill,  evidently  with  no  con- 
scioasness  of  the  fact  on  Grerard's  part, 
and  he  stood  motionless  in  the  road  staring 
straight  before  him,  his  brows  contracted, 
his  lips  working  slightly  as  though  he  were 
stating  and  restating  a  problem  not  to  be 
solred  by  any  effort  which  he  coald  bring 
to  bear  upon  it.  By  the  time  he  finally 
reached  the  garden  gate  of  the  Cottage  he 
was  very  pale,  and  his  eyes  were  harassed 
and  distarbed. 

He  walked  up  the  garden  and  entered 
the  house,  and  as  he  crossed  the  hijl  a 
servant  met  him  with  a  yellow  paper  in 
her  hand. 

*'I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,*'  she  said, 
"  but  this  telegram  came  from  Miss  Astell 
about  two  hours  ago." 

She  handed  him  the  paper.  He  glanced 
down  at  it  and  read  the  following  words  : 

<' Expect  me  by  11.50  to-night  at 
Helston.  Send  James  with  pony-cart. 
Do  not  sit  up." 

As  Gerard's  eyes  fell  upon  the  first 
words  a  dull  colour  rushed  over  his  face. 
He  looked  up  hastfly,  and  then  looked 
down  again  at  the  telegram.  He  did  not 
speak,  and  after  waiting  a  moment  the 
woman  continued : 

"  We've  made  everything  ready,  sir,  and 
I  am  just  going  to  lay  supper  for  my 
mistress  in  the  dining-room.  Shall  I  shut 
up  the  house,  or  will  you  be  sitting  up ! " 

^*  No — yes — I  don't  know  !  You  can 
shut  up  the  house,  any  way." 

Gerard  spoke  almost  incoherently,  and, 
handing  the  paper  back  mechanically  to 
the  woman,  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
went  quickly  down  the  passage  to  a  little 
room  at  the  back  of  the  house  in  which  he 
sometimes  smoked.  He  shut  the  door 
after  him  with  a  violence  which  was 
obviously  as  unconscious  as  it  was  unusual 
in  him,  and  flinging  himself  into  a  chair, 
stared  up  at  the  ceiling  as  he  had  stared  into 
the  darkness  during  his  walk  home,  with 
every  perturbed,  perplexed,  and  harassed 
line  in  his  face  accentuated  a  hundred- 
fold. By-and-by  he  rose  with  a  restless 
movement  of  unendurable  agitation,  and 
taking  out  a  cigar,  began  to  pace  up  and 
down  the  room  as  he  lighted  it    But  it 


was  hardly  well  alight  before  he  threw  It 
nervously  away,  and  continued  to  pace  np 
and  down,  stopping  now  and  then,  absorbed 
and  feverish,  to  finger  any  object  that  pre- 
sented itself  to  his  hand,  or  gazing  down 
fixedly  at  the  floor.  There  were  soands 
about  the  house — sounds  of  the  servanta' 
preparations  in  the  dining-room,  of  the 
shutting  up  of  the  house,  of  the  servants 
going  to  their  rooms.  There  were  sounds 
from  without  as  the  pony-cart  departed  to 
meet  the  expected  mistress.  Then  there 
was  perfect  quiet.  Still  Gerard  Astell, 
alone  in  that  little  room,  never  ceased'  to 
move  restlessly  to  and  fro. 

At  last  there  came  another  sound — 
wheels  upon  the  road,  and  the  quick  trot 
of  the  pony  as  it  drew  near  its  stables. 
And  as  he  heard  it^  Gerard  stopped 
abruptiy  with  the  face  of  a  man  who  finds 
suddenly  upon  him  a  position  for  which 
he  is  not  prepared,  in  spite  of  hours  of 
mental  activity;  of  a  man,  apparently, 
who  finds  himself  caught  as  he  had  liardly 
intended,  for  he  turned  out  the  gas  with 
a  swift,  half-involuntary  movement,  and 
went  across  the  hall  towards  the  stairs. 
But  if  he  had  proposed  to  reach  his  room 
unseen,  he  was  too  late.  He  was  not 
half-way  down  the  hall,  when  there  was 
the  dick  of  a  key  in  the  latch.  The  door 
was  pushed  open,  and  his  sister's  voice 
called  to  her  groom : 

*<  All  right,  James !    Good  night  1 " 

An  instant  later  Miss  Astell  had  crossed 
the  threshold. 

She  saw  her  brother  at  once — ^they  were, 
indeed,  face  to  face — and  stopped  short; 
stopped  with  a  suddenness  which  seemed 
to  leave  her  figure,  tall  and  dark  in  its 
travelling  wraps,  curiously  braced  and 
instinct  with  intense  life.  She  wore  no 
veil,  and  across  her  face,  which  showed 
almost  dead  white  in  the  gaslight,  there 
flashed  an  indescribable  expression,  which 
left  it  hard  and  set  as  a  mask.  Gerard, 
also,  had  stopped  abruptly,  a  dull  flush 
on  his  face;  and  for  an  instant  the 
brother  and  sister,  as  though  touched  by  a 
common  impulse,  confronted  one  another 
in  a  strange  silence. 

Miss  Astell  was  the  first  to  move  and 
to  break  the  silence.  There  was  a  fitful 
gleaming  light  in  her  eyes,  which,  in  its 
suggestion  of  something  behind,  aooen« 
tuated  that  likeness  to  a  mask  about  the 
cold  rigidity  of  her  features,  as  she  came 
down  the  hall  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  chill 
composure  wliich,  like  her  face,  seemed  to 
conceal  or  control  something : 
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''  Too  are  still  up,  then  t '' 
She  went  ttiroagh  no  form  of  greeting. 
Her  aeoeptance  of  the  position  was  as 
matterof-fact  aa  thoT]^h  it  had  been  the 
very  objeot  of  her  journey.  Bat  her  oom- 
posare  seemed  rather  to  intensify  the 
oniuaal  air  of  embarrassment  which  hang 
aboat  Gerard,  and  his  answer  was  hurried 
and  incoherent. 

*'  I — yes— that  is — ^I  was  joist  going  np  1 
You  —  I  hardly  expected  yoo  so  soonl 
How  are  yon,  Magdtden ! " 

As  though  the  singularity  of  his  manner 
had  caught  her  attention,  Miss  Astell's 
eyes  were  intently  observant  of  him  for  an 
'  instant.  Then  she  said  deliberately : 
'*rm  quite  well,  thank  youl  Ton 
didn't  intend  to  sit  np  for  me,  then  1  And 
yet  it  is  not  late — ^for  you  I  At  any  rate, 
you'll  keep  me  company  while  I  have 
something  to  eat)  I  soppose  there  is 
something  to  eat  t " 

She  passed  on  into  the  dining-room,  and 
Grerard  followed  her  pesforee;  followed 
her  slowly  and  reluctantly,  his  eyee,  in 
which  the  perplexity  had  deepened,  fixed 
npon  the  graceful  figure  before  him. 

Bfiss  ^tell  hardly  seemed  hungry,  in 
spite  of  her  expressed  desire  for  food.  She 
prepared  to  take  supper  with  some  drcum- 
atance,  exacting  incessant  service  in  the 
matters  of  laying  aside  her  wraps,  of 
carving  for  her,  and  so  forth,  from  her 
brother;  services  which  Qerard  rendered 
with  a  manner  singularly  unlike  his  usoal 
daring  insouciance  with  his  sister  —  a 
manner  which  was  tentative  and  almost 
propitiatory.  But  when  she  was  finally 
supplied  with  every  possible  accessory  to  a 
meal,  and  Gorard  had  subsided  into  an  arm- 
chair at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  Miss 
Astell  merely  played  with  her  knife  and 
fork  and  talked;  talked  with  an  even, 
anceasing  flow  of  langoage  about  which 
there  was  a  touch  of  keen  excitement^  in 
apite  of  its  surface  composure;  as  there 
was  an  always  growing  excitement  in  the 
learning  eyes  which  never  left  her  brother's 
Face  or  figure. 

I^or  was  she  content  to  absorb  the  con- 
versation. Beleased  from  active  service,  a 
certain  absence  of  mind  had  fallen  npon 
S^erard  in  which  he  woald  evidently  have 
lat  absorbed,  hardly  hearing  the  words 
addressed  to  him.  But  thu  his  sister 
roald  by  no  means  allow.  Again  and 
kgain  she  paused,  fbrdng  npon  him  the 
ense  of  her  words— always  of  a  trivial 
lod  even  hrrelevant  nature — ^and  dragging 
.n  answer  from  him  whether  he  woSd  or 


no.  Perhaps  it  was  as  a  consequence  of  this 
ruthless  straining  of  his  mental  faculties 
that  Oerard  by«and-by  grew  restless.  His 
face  flushed  and  paled  in  rapid  altematioui 
and  his  answers  became  always  more  vague 
and  incoherent.  That  his  brain  was  work- 
ing on  lio^s  of  its  own,  and  that  he  was 
hardly  conscious  of  what  his  sister  said, 
even  when  he  answered  her,  was  a  fact 
declared  at  last  by  his  breaking  suddenly 
and  directly  into  her  speech. 

"Magdalen,  look  here,"  he  said.  He 
had  leaned  impetuously  forward  across  the 
table,  and  was  looking  straight  at  his  sister 
with  a  certain  strange  courageousness  in 
his  brown  eyes ;  and  he  spoke  in  a  low, 
jerking  tone.  *'Fm  going  to  make  a 
dean  breast  to  you,  and  I  take  it  you'll 
do  iiie  same  for  me,  and  we  shall  get  this 
thing  cleared  up.  I'd  better  begin  from 
the  beginning,  it  seems  to  me.  I  was  in 
an  awfully  bad  way  last  summer  and 
autumn — debts,  debts  of  honour  —  you 
know  the  kind  of  thing;  and  things  seemed 
to  be  working  up  for  the  worst  kind  of 
smash.  I'd  done  all  I  knew  in  the  money- 
raising  way,  tried  every  single  chance,  and 
last  September  it  came  to  this — six  hundred 
pounds  or  smash.  Cormack ; "  he  paused 
a  momei^t,  and  let  his  eyes  rest  on  the 
table  as  he  opened  and  shuii  his  hand 
uneasily ;  ^'wdl,  I'd  asked  Oormack  to  give 
me  a  hand  in  June ;  that  day  you  came 
in  from  the  Hall  and  found  me,  I  had  come 
down  to  see  him  about  it;  you  remember, 
perhaps  t  And  he,  well,  poor  chap,  he 
wasn't  like  himself,  was  confoundedly  un- 
pleasant, in  riiort — and  we  had  wordk  I 
was  at  the  very  end  of  my  tether,  but  I 
couldnt  see  myself  asking  him  again ;  and 
I  played  every  other  card  |n  my  hand 
until  the  last  moment  Then,  I  couldn't 
go  under  1  It  was  September  then ;  I 
was  at  Hickthorpe^  staying  with  a  feUow 
lor  the  Leger;  and  I  started  off  one 
evening — almost  in  spite  of  myself,  don't 
you  know — ^to  walk  over  to  Arsdale  and 
see  Cormack.  I  wasn't  in  a  state  of  mind 
to  remember  anything  in  the  world  except 
the  mess  I  was  in,  or  I  shouldn't  have 
chosen  that  particular  evening.  When  I 
came  up  the  hill  to  the  house,  it  was  all 
lighted  up,  and  there  were  carriages  about 
and  streaming  up  and  down  the  drive. 
Look  here,  Magdalen,  it  was  the  night  of 
the  dance,  don't  you  know  i " 

The  instant  he  began  to  speak,  with  the 
words  she  had  been  uttering  arrested  on 
her  very  lips,  all  the  excitement  of  his 
sister's  demeanour,  hitherto  apparent  in 
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her  reiUett  speeeh,  seemed  to  enlminate 
«nd  ooneentrate  itself  in  an  abnonnel  stDl- 
neM.  Thronghont  the  long  itory,  hnnied 
oat  with  a  thamef eoed  stnightforwardneM 
whieh  never  altered,  the  sat  gazbg  at  her 
brother,  her  beantifol  features  shwp  with 
a  watchfnlness  whieh  seemed  to  develope 
with  every  breath  into  an  intent  expectancy, 
whieh  deepened  again  in  her  gleaming 
eyes  into  what  looked  like  a  strange  sug- 
gestion of  trinmph.  He  paused,  but  she 
did  not  speak,  nor  did  her  expression 
change  at  all.  She  sat  perfectly  motionless, 
with  her  eyes  fastened  on  his  faee. 

Gerard  moved  nneasDy.    He  went  on 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  table-eloth. 

*'  Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  spoken  of  this 
before,"  he  said.  He  spoke  now  nervously 
and  hesitatingly.  '*It  didn't  seem  neces- 
sary—  you'll  see  that  directly,  and  it 
wasn't  the  kind  of  errand  a  man  wants 
to  brag  about  1  I  was  more  or  less  ofp  my 
head  with  desperation,  and  having  got 
there  I  wasn't  to  be  choked  off.  I  made 
up  my  mind — or  it  got  made  up  for  me, 
for  I  was  like  a  man  walking  in  his  sleep — 
to  wait  about  till  the  people  were  gone, 
and  take  my  chance  with  Oormaok  after- 
wards. Good  Lord,  how.  long  the  time 
seemed  1"  He  broke  off  suddenly,  and 
beat  the  table  absentiy  with  his  hand. 
Then  something  seemed  to  recall  him  to 
the  present,  and  he  went  on  in  another 
tone,  businesslike  and  constrained,  ''I 
walked  about  the  roads  for  some  time. 
Tlien  I  was  getting  dog-tired — it's  a 
fairly  long  pull  from  Hickthorpe  to 
Arsdale — and  impatient  So  1  came  up 
nearer  to  the  house,  and  tried  to  pass 
the  time  by  looking  at  the  people  in 
the  gardens  and  on  the  terraces.  I  was 
leaning  up  against  one  of  the  palings, 
notidng  all  kinds  of  things  as  a  man 
will  when  he's  on  the  rack,  when  I 
saw  Cormack  come  out  on  the  library 
terrace  with  Miss  Stansfield.''  He  paused 
again,  staring  straight  at  the  table.  '<  Of 
course  I — well,  it  was  easy  4o  put  the 
palings  in  my  line  of  sight  1 "  he  resumed 
alnruptly,  and  a  little  hoarsely.  "  And  then 
having  nothing  else  to  do,  I  thought  things 
over  a  bit  When  I  looked  round  at  the 
house  again — ^I  don't  know  how  long  after 
— *the  terrace  was  empty.  I  was  jast 
turning  to  go  away  when  I  saw  Oormack 
come  out  on  to  it  again,  and,  Magdalen, 
yon  came  out  after  him  1 " 

He  stopped  and  looked  up  suddenly  full 
into  Miss  Astell's  eyes,  his  own  almost 
painfully    questioning    and    deprecating. 


Miss  Astell's  lips  were  a  thin  line,  and  her 
nostrils  quivered  slightiy  against  the  in- 
tense stillnesB  of  every  other  musda  She 
did  not  speak.  Only  she  slowly  stretched 
out  one  hand  and  clenched  it  round  her 
handkerchief  as  it  lay  beside  her  on  the 
table. 

A  startied,  dubious  expression  flashed 
across  Gerard's  face,  and  he  drew  back, 
still  looking  at  his  sister,  as  though  to  see 
her  better.  His  voice  as  he  spoke  again 
was  altered.  There  was  a  tone  in  it  as 
though  something  hitherto  wholly  vague 
and  incredible  were  awakening  into  definite, 
insistent  life.  — 

"  I  never  thought  of  this  again,"  he  said, 
"  after  I  heard  the  details  of  Oormack's 
disappearance,  for  this  reason.  As  I  turned 
away,  Iheard  Arsdale  Church  clock  strike 
twelve.  One  of  the  points  of  the  evidence 
consisted  of  Miss  Stansfield's  statement 
that  she,  saw  him  last  at  a  quarter  to  two. 
Oonsequentiy  I  thought  vaguely  that  hia 
movements  were  known  for  an  hour  and 
three-quarters  after  I  saw  him.  It  is 
only  to-day  that#— that  I  have  reason  to 
think  differently."  With  a  sudden  move* 
ment  which  was  unconsciously  young  and 
impulsive,  and  extraordinarily  at  variance 
with  his  usual  manner  with  his  sister,  he 
leaned  forward  again  over  the  table, 
carefully  avoiding  looking  at  her  this  time, 
however.  **  Magdalen,"  he  said,  *'  Arsdale 
Oiiurch  clock  was  wrong 'by  two  hours  that 
night,  and  what  I  took  for  twelve  was  two 
o'dock.  If  that  is  so,  you  were  with 
Oormack  after  the  hour  which  is  given  as 
the  last  time  he  was  ever  seen.  Why  have 
you  never  said  so ) " 

There  was  a  strange  gasp,  and  Miss 
Astell  sank  slowly  back  in  her  chair,  her 
fingers  tearing  with  a  slow  movement  at  her 
handkerchief,  her  eyes  still  fixed  on  lier 
brother,  her  face  working  with  such  a  wild 
confusion  of  passion  thatit  was  littie  wonder 
th^  it  was  almost  livid,  or  that  her  breath 
came  heavily  and  laboriously.  Gerard 
looked  at  her  for  an  instant,  his  own  face 
paling  to  the  lips,  and  then,  almost  as 
though  in  self-defence,  he  rushed  into 
speech ;  low,  breathless,  appealing  speech. 

"If  it's  a  horrible  blunder  of  some 
sort,  Magda,  forgive  me  1 "  he  said.  **  I 
can't  understand  it.  I  don't  believe  it. 
And  I'm  a  brute  to  have  rushed  all  this 
story  on  yon,  perhaps,  when  the  whole  thing 
may  all  be  some  tremendous  mistake  I 
But  it's  been  hammering  at  me  nntil  I'm 
half  sOly  1  I  can't  forget  how  you  disliked 
himl  Is  it  possible — ^is  it  possible— mind,  I 
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only  ask  yoii|  Magdalen — ^that  you  have 
held  back  a  dae  beeaose  of  that )  la  it 
potsible  that  there  ia  something  yon  know ) 
If  80,  for  the  sake  of  those  whom  the 
saspense  is  torturing,  tell  it,  in  Heaven's 
name  i " 

"  Ton  villain  1    Ton  pitiful  villain  ! " 

Miss  Aatell  had  risen  to  her  feet,  tall  and 
erect,  quivering  and  vibrating  in  every  nerve 
with  a  passion  that  seemed  literally  to 
possess  her.  Contempt,  hatred,  loathing, 
all  blended  into  a  fearful  triumph,  touch^ 
her  face  into  a  ghastly  beauty  which  it 
had  never  known  before.  G«rard  shrank 
back,  his  lips  parted,  his  own  eyes 
dilated.  She  was  quite  still,  even  now ; 
her  voice  was  not  raised.  And  that  dreadful 
quiet  seemed  to  accentuate  indescribably 
the  whirlwind  of  feeling  with  which  it 
quivered. 

"  Ton  are  too  late  ! "  she  said.  <<  Too 
late  by  many  weeks !  What  have  you 
heardy  you  scoundrel,  to  make  it  worth 
your  while  to  play  this  wretched  farce  1 
Disliked  himi  Tea,  perhaps,  as  far  as  you 
can  know  !''  There  was  a  weird  ring  in 
her  voice  as  she  spoke  the  words.  **  But 
there  was  something  before  that;  some- 
thing that  you  could  not  count  upon; 
something  that  you  did  not  know. 
There  was  a  time  when  Basil  Oormack 
and  I  were  to  have  been  man  and 
wife.  That  time  passed.  I — disliked 
him !  But  the  memory  of  it  remained 
to  me  1 ''  She  paused,  battling  for  breath ; 
and  in  that  moment,  evincing  itself 
in  some  weird  way  through  her  invin- 
cible stillness  and  quiet,  her  inward  passion 
seemed  to  gain  upon  her,  and  her  eyes 
blazed  wUdly.  *'  I  am  of  rather  stronger 
stuff,  perhaps,  than  my  successor,"  she  con- 
tinned,  '*and  I  was  not  'content  to 
bewail  the  mystery  of  Basil  Cormack's 
fate.  I  vowed  to  penetrate  it.  It  was  a 
little  thing  that  put  a  clue  into  my  mind 
^-only  a  moment's  loss  of  self-controL 
Tou  are  a  good  actor !  Once  on  the  track, 
light  came  to  me  from  every  side,  until 
the  whole  thing  flashed  into  distinctness 
with  that  man's  discovery  in  Axadale 
Spinney."  She  paused  and  laughed  a  low, 
harsh  laugh.  "The  detectives  failed!" 
she  said.  *'  They  found  a  mystery  and 
they  left  a  mystery.  But  I  succeeded! 
Where  did  you  lose  your  dog  1 " 

As  though  the  question  which  Miss 
Astell  flung  at  him  with  a  triumph  of 
which  the  insolence  alone  told  tibMt  she 
had  passed  beyond  her  own  control,  had 
broken  into  the  ghastly  bewilderment  with 


which  his    face   was  blank  and    drawn, 
Grerard  stumbled  blindly  to  his  fbet. 

^*  Magdalen !  **  he  said  hoarsely,  almost 
stupidly.     "  Good  Heavens,  Magdalen  ! " 

She  contemplated  him  for  a  moment, 
and  then  she  laughed  again. 

"  It  was  a  marvellous  piece  of  careless- 
ness!" she  said,  *'l8  it  through  a  special  dis- 
pensation that  creatures  like  you  so  often 
make  mistakes  like  that)  Did  it  never 
occur  to  you  that  your  dog's  body  might 
be  found ) " 

"  What  do  you  mean  1 " 

Apparently  the  fierce,  groping  confusion 
of  his  tone,  the  ashen  incomprehension  of 
Us  face,  added  something  to  the  fire  of  her 
passion.  She  paused  a  moment,  and  then 
suddenly  drew  a  step  nearer  as  she  hurled 
her  next  words  into  his  very  face  in  a 
tense,  vibrating  tone. 

<'I  found  your  dog's  bones  in  Arsdale 
Spinney.  I  found  them  with  its  collar — 
evidence  conclusive  of  their  identity.  Tou 
yourself  had  roused  my  suspicions  before 
there  was  any  talk  of  murder  in  the 
matter,  and  finding  proof  of  your  presence 
where  you  had  concealed  it,  I  knew — 
I  knew  that  I  was  on  the  track  at 
last!  I  took  my  witness  to  a  private 
enquiry  office  in  London,  not  to  the  n^an 
you  fooled  at  Scotland  Tard;  and  we 
have  tracked  you  down!  All  that  you 
have  chosen  to  t^  me  to-night,  so  much 
too  late,  as  to  your  presence  at  Arsdale, 
and  its  cause,  I  have  known  for  weeks. 
And  I  know  more  1  I  know  as  though  I 
had  seen  it  the  sequel  which  you  have  not 
told.  I  know  that  you  met  BasO  Cor- 
maok  when  I  left  him  in  the  garden ;  that 
you  demanded  help  of  him,  and  that  he 
refused,  and  that  you  murdered  him! 
What  horrible  traces  of  your  deed  dung 
to  your  dog,  and  made  it  necessary  that 
you  should  put  it  so  hastily  and,  thank 
Heaven,  so  clumsily  out  of  the  way,  I  can 
well  guess." 

She  stopped,  shuddering  so  convul- 
nvely  l^at  she  stretched  out  one  hand 
and  stood  dinging  to  a  chair  for 
support  And  in  the  sudden  silence 
Gerard,  his  face,  his  very  lips,  a  dreadful 
grey,  with  every  sort  of  expression'  but 
paralysing  horror  gone  alike  from  every 
feature  and  from  his  dilated  eyes,  faced 
her  without  word  or  movement;  faced  her 
like  a  figure  carved  out  of  rock ;  until  she 
began  again  to  spesk  in  short,  uneven 
sentences,  whidi  seemed  to  be  less  ad- 
^ssed  to  him  than  an  unconscious  relief 
to  her  own  self* 
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"  It  is  oyer  at  latt  1 "  she  said.  '*  I  have 
waited — Ah,  how  long  I  have  wdtedl— 
while  they  piled  it  npi  a  witness  here,  a 
bit  of  evidence  there.  The  last  witness 
has  been  nnearthed  at  last,  and  to-morrow, 
or  at  latest  on  the  next  day,  yon  wUI  be 
arrested  for  the  mnrder  of  Basil  Oormaek  1 " 

Her  voice  rose  at  last  as  she  sidd 
the  last  words  into  a  low  cry,  and 
before  that  cry  had  died  away  it  was 
taken  np  and  carried  away  by  another  as 
Gerard,  his  stupor  broken  np  suddenly 
into  a  very  frenzy  of  horror,  broke  into 
rapid,  incoherent  speech. 

"  Magdalen,"  he  cried,  "  Uagdalen,  for 
Heaven's  sake!  Ton  don't  believe  this 
hideous  thing  1  It  isn't  possible  1  Evidence  I 
Witnesses !  Great  Heaven  1  What  evidence 
can  there  be  against  an  innocent  man  1 
Magdalen,  if  there  is  more  in  your  conceal- 
ment of  your  meeting  with  Oormaek  on 
that  curaed  evening  than  I  can  bear  to 
tUnk;  if,  as  you  seem  to  suggest,  there 
were  old  scores  between  you  of  which  I 
never  dreamed;  if — if  you  have  any- 
thing to  fear  from  the  truth— don't  take 
this  way  of  concealing  it !  For  your  own 
sake  as  much  as  for  mine,  thinkwhat  you're 
doing!  Don't  tell  me  the  truth."  He 
drew  back  suddenly,  great  drops  of  mois 
ture  standing  on  his  forehead.  "  All 
the  enquiries  are  dosed.  I  swear  to 
you  that  they  shall  never  be  reopened. 
You  and  I  need  never  see  each  other  again, 
and  some  day,  perhaps,  I  can  forget '* 

He  was  interrupted.  For  the  third  time 
that  night  Miss  Astell  laughed — a  terrible, 
derisive  laugh. 

"  An  actor ! "  she  said.  "  I  told  you  so ! 
An  excellent  actor ! " 

Only  those  few  words,  but  they  fell 
upon  Gerard's  passionate  speech  as  water 
falls  upon  fire.  A  long  hissing  breath 
paited  his  grey  lips ;  the  vivid  life  died 
out  of  his  face,  the  energy  with  which  he 
was  quivering  faded  away,  and  he  stood 
before  his  sister  cold,  trembling,  stupefied. 
Twice  he  moistened  his  dry  Ups  to  speak, 
and  twice  her  eyes  seemed  to  freeze  the 
words  upon  them.  Then  he  said  heavily, 
f  alteringly : 

''Ton  don't  know  what  you're  saying, 
Magdalen.    You  don't  mean  it  1 " 

"  I  mean  to  hang  you  1 "  she  returned 
slowly.  ''Hope  nothing  from  such  a 
miserable  expedient  as  the  shifting  of  sus- 
picion on  to  mel  That  hope  will  fail  yon . 
All  hopes  will  fail  you.  And  do  not  think  of 
escape.  I  have  told  you  what  I  had  intended 
to  keep  from  you  until  the  moment  of  your 


arrest.  A  mistake,  of  course  I  But  do  not 
hope  to  profit  by  it.  You  might  more  easily 
escape  from  the  condemned  call  than  escape 
from  me ! " 

She  stood  before  him  for  another 
moment,  looking  down  on  Idm  as  he  sank 
bjindly  into  a  chair,  still  and  relentless,  all 
the  excitement  gone  at  last  from  her  tone 
and  manner,  borne  down,  as  it  seemed,  by 
the  irresistible  force  of  an  indomitable 
resolution.  Then  she  turned  and  passed 
out  of  the  room,  leaving  her  brother  fallen 
forward  with  his  head  upon  Ids  arms  as 
they  lay  across  the  table. 

CHAPTER  XV.      THE  LAST  WITNESS. 

The  afternoon  shadows  were  beginning 
to  grow  long.  Across  the  smooth  gieen 
lawn  which  lay  behind  the  Oottage,  the 
reflections  of  the  tall  poplars,  which  backed 
the  garden  wall  so  quaintly,  were  creeping 
slowly  on  in  long,  level  lines;  creeping  to 
the  very  feet  of  Miss  Astell  as  she  sat  still 
and  unoccupied  in  a  basket-chair;  creeping 
again  beyond  her  to  where  Gerard  was 
pacing  heavily  up  and  down  on  the  grass. 
Neither  brother  nor  sister  ever  glanced  at 
the  other.  The  one  sat,  the  other  moved 
to  and  fro,  in  an  absolute  isolation,  in  which 
each  was,  nevertheless,  intensely  consdous 
of  the  other's  presence ;  and  the  efibct  thus 
subtly  produced  was  indescribably  chill  and 
terrible. 

Throughout  the  long  hours  that  had 
passed  since  Gerard  had  emerged  from  the 
stupor  into  which  he  had  passed  on  ihe 
previous  night,  he  had  not  been  for  one 
instant  released  from  the  consciousneas  of 
his  sister's  presence.  Stumbling  npetairs 
to  his  room  in  the  light  of  emy  morn- 
ing, he  had  been  made  aware,  by  a  slight 
movement  as  he  passed,  that  behind  her 
half-opened  door  Miss  Astell  was  awake  and 
watchful.  He  had  realised  vagaely  that 
she  had  watched  throughout  tiie  night. 
Through  the  three  hours  that  immediately 
ensued,  as  a  sort  of  under-current  of  ner- 
vous torture,  he  had  listened  mechani- 
cally for  the  shutting  of  that  door,  for 
that  slight  assurance  of  some  measnre  of 
freedom,  and  he  had  listened  in  vain.  At 
nine  o'clock  had  come  a  message-— and 
concealed  within  the  message  a  throat — ^to 
the  effect  that  breakfast  was  waiting.  He 
had  gone  downstairs,  moving  like  a  man 
in  a  dream,  with  a  daaed  Uanknesa  in  his 
sunken  eyes,  into  tiie  actual  presence  oi 
which  even  unseen  he  had  been  sopainfUly 
conscious.    Not  one  word  of  any  sort  or 
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kind  had  passed  between  the  brother  and   distance,  and  great  drops  of  moistore  stood 


sister  daring  breakfast,  and  after  breakfast 
Gerard,  standing  irresolnte  and  stupefied, 
had  realised  that  Miss  Aatell  was  pausing 
also,  and  that  her  movements  waited  upon 
his.  He  tamed  away  and  went  into  the 
smoking-room.  Quietly,  composedly,  and 
as  inevitably  as  though  she  had  been  his 
shadow  Miss  Astell  followed  him,  and 
sat  down  at  a  little  writing-table  near 
the  door. 

As  though  the  spell  of  silence  bad 
grown  heavier  as  it  was  yielded  to,  they 
had  sat  there  in  a  dual  solitude  more 
terrible  than  any  loneliness,  without  a 
word.  As  the  morning  wore  on  there 
came  gradually  over  Gerard's  face  a  certain 
change.  The  blank  stupefaction  of  suffer- 
ing bpgan  to  yield  to  something  more 
active;  his  expression  became  that  of  a 
man  who  straggles  to  think,  who  is  in- 
tensely conscious  of  the  pressing  necessity 
for  thought,  for  calculation,  for  seU-control. 
But  such  concentrated,  methodical  mental 
effort  was  as  obviously  impossible  to  him. 
Rising  against  it,  confusing  it,  and  beating 
it  down,  was  his  relentless  consciousness  of 
that  stUl  figure  towards  which  his  eyes  I  down,  Magdalen,  my  dearl" 


on  his  forehead.  He  paased  a  moment, 
his  eyes  full  of  agony,  and  then  he  turned 
and  walked  quickly  up  to  his  sister. 

**  I  am  going  to  the  Hall  1 "  he  said  in  a 
low,  hoarse  vdce. 

Wi^ont  a  word  she  rose  and  walked 
beside  him.  In  the  same  ghastly  silence 
they  passed  down  the  garden ;  in  the  same 
ghastly  silence  they  traversed  the  road 
which  lay  between  the  Oottage  and  the 
Hall;  in  the  same  ghastly  silence  they 
followed  Mrs.  Cormack's  footman  down  the 
long  passage  to  the  drawing-room. 

In  contrast  to  that  silence,  the  outburst 
of  exclamation,  reproach,  astonishment,  and 
welcome  on  which  the  door  opened  seemed 
almost  deafening,  and  Miss  Astell's  perfect 
composure  as  she  advanced  to  that  lady 
had  something  abnormal  in  it. 

<<  Well,  to  be  sure  1 "  said  Mrs.  Oormack. 
*' And  this  is  what's  kept  Gerard  away  idl 
day !  Well,  there,  my  dear,  I'm  as  glad  as 
glsd  to  see  yoal  And  we've  been  that 
wondering  and  disappointed  all  day  to 
think  that  he  never  came  near  us,  haven't 
we,  Brenda)    And  when  did  yoa  come 


would  wander  when  they  had  become  most 
intent ;  penetrating  his  every  effort  was  a 
creeping  sense  that  the  watchfulness  of 
that  figure  was  not  concentrated  wholly  on 
him ;  that  his  sister  was  keenly  alive  to  the 
slightest  soand  from  without,  that  she  was 
intensely  expectant. 

Lunch  had  been  gone  through — ^the  form 
of  iundi,  that  is  to  say — and  then  the  very 
intensity  of  the  stndn  npon  Gerard  had 
worked  some  sort  of  rebellion  against  it  in 
him.  He  had  gone  out  into  the  garden, 
his  face  set  into  a  dogged  concentration. 
His  sister  had  foUowed  him,  bat  he  had 
neither  glanced  at  her  nor  relaxed  a  muscle, 
and  for  two  hours  he  had  walked  steadily 
up  and  down. 

How  much  force  had  gone  to  that  de- 
termined etruggle  for  thought,  how  heavily 
it  had  taxed  his  resources,  physical  and 
mental,  was  obvious  now  from  his  face. 
White  and  set,  with  sunken,  dark-ringed 
eyee  and  comfftessed  lips,  there  was  a 
desperation  about  its  resolution  which 
told  of  something  more  nearly  akin  to 
nervous  exhaustion  than  to  strength.  A 
footstep  sounded  on  the  road  beyond  the 
hoosei  Miss  Astell  turned  her  head 
instantly  and  swiftly,  listening  intently, 
and  Gerard  started  as  though  he  had  been 
shot,  and  stopped  in  his  walk,  listening 
too.     The   footst^   died   away  In   the 


Brenda  had  made  no  answer  to  Mrs. 
Oormack's  i^peal  for  confirmation  of  her 
words.  -She  was  gazing  straight  at  Gerard's 
ashen  face,  her  girlish  face  pale,  her  eyes 
wide  and  pitiful,  the  vague  shadow  which 
had  touched  her  on  the  previous  evening 
developed  into  a  living  fear.  And  as  though 
answering  the  mute  appeal,  Gerard  went 
across  the  room  to  her  side  and  spoke  in  a 
low,  uneven  voice,  under  cover  of  Mrs. 
Cormack's  vodferons  conversation : 
"  Can  you  come  into  the  garden  1 " 
fihe  glanced  across  to  where  Miss  Astell 
and  Mrs.  Oormack,  with  Miss  Brown  for 
chorus,  were  apparently  quite  absorbed  in 
an  account  of  the  unexpected  arrival  of  the 
former,  and  then  passed  quickly  out  of  the 
long  window. 

<*0h,  Gerard,  what  is  iti"  she  said. 
'<  What  is  it,  my  poor  boy  i " 

"  Oome  down  to  the  rose-garden  1 "  he 
answered  hoarsely. 

The  rose^arden,  the  making  of  which 
had  been  old  Mr.  Cormack's  joy  and 
pride,  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden, 
sheltered  from  observation  from  the  house 
by  an  intervening  group  of  trees.  Passing 
quickly  round  these  trees  and  down  the  wind- 
ing gravel  walks — the  fugitive  air  so  strong 
upon  Gerard  that  it  communicated  itseU 
to  Brenda — and  turning  under  the  arched 
opening  that  led  to  their  destination,  they 
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stood  at  the  top  of  a  wide  lawn,  broken 
into  graae  walks  by  beds  of  roie-treet, 
which  sloped  easily  down  to  where  a  rose- 
grown  palisade  separated  the  garden  from 
tiie  park  beyond.  The  son  had  disappeared; 
there  were  no  shadows  thrown  by  the 
magnifioent  trees  grouped  aboat  the  nndn- 
lating  expanse  which  stretched  from  the 
palisade  away  into  distance.'  The  quiet  of 
twilfffht  rested  on  everythioff. 

"Now,  Genurd,"  said  Brenda  breathlessly. 
Her  two  hands  were  clinging  to  his  arm, 
she  was  looking  up  into  his  face  with 
her  own  quivering  with  suspense,  and 
she  felt  him  start  and  thrill  convulsively- 
from  head  to  foot  She  turned  her 
head  instinctivelyj  to  follow  the  direction 
of  his  haggard,  staring  eyes,  and  then  she 
drew  swifdy  away  from  him  with  a  little 
cry.  Standing  in  the  entrance  through 
which  they  had  come,  watching  them  with 
a  strange  flash  in  her  eyes,  stood  Miss 
Astell. 

"  Another  piece  of  evidence,"  she  sdd. 
"  I  thought  so  1 " 

There  was  a  pause.  As  though  influenced 
unconsciously  by  the  cold  sneer  in  the  other 
woman's  voice,  Brenda  drew  close  to 
Gtorard  as  suddenly  as  she  had  drawn  away 
from  him,  and  laid  her  fingers  upon  his 
'arm.  Gerard's  other  hand  closed  on  them 
convulsively,  and  he  stood  so,  confronting 
his  sister,  the  courage  of  desperation  gather- 
ing slowly  on  his  face.  It  was  he  who 
broke  the  silence,  addressing  Miss  Astell 
in  a  low,  grating  voice. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  stay  1 "  he  said. 

«  Yes  I " 

He  turned  from  her  with  a  gesture  of 
defiance  which  was  not  without  a  kind  of 
dignity,  and,  with  a  strange,  deliberate 
passion,  gathered  Brenda^  frightened  and 
unresisting,  into  his  arms. 

''Brenda,"  he  said,  *' Brenda,  my  love, 
tell  me  you  love  me  and  forgive  me  for  the 
misery  that  I  can't  keep  out  of  your  life." 

For  a  moment  he  held  her  as  though  he 
could  never  let  her  go,  she  clinging  to 
him  with  a  supreme  sense  of  crisis  in  which 
even  her  incomprehension  seemed  to  be 
lost.  Then  he  released  her.  He  turned 
her  gently,  so  that  she  no  longer  saw  Miss 
Astell,  and  holding  both  her  hands  in  his, 
looked  Into  her  face.  Brenda  was  white 
now  to  the  lips ;  her  eyes  were  large  and 
dark;  but  the  nervous,  uncertain  expres- 
sion of  dread  which  had  haunted  her  face 
had  passed  away,  leaving  it  strong  and 
womanly  as  she  looked  steadily  back  into 
his  eyes. 


Apparently  her  sweet  courage  shook 
Gerard  more  than  any  demonstration  of  fear 
might  have  done.  His  pale  lips  twitched 
nervously;  something  of  the  determina- 
tion of  his  features  ffldtered,  and  he  broke 
into  sudden  speech  in  a  voice  so  husky  as 
to  be  almost  inaudible. 

''  Ob,  my  dearest/'  he  said,  <*  forgive  me  I 
What  right  had  such  a  brute  as  I  am  to 
ask  for  your  love  1  Why  didn't  I  remem- 
ber that  no  man  sows  a  past  like  mine 
and  reaps  a  present  fit  to  share  with  youl 
Ah,  Brenda,  Brenda  1  It's  knocked  me 
over  and  taken  out  all  my  fight  to  think 
of  you  1  To  think  what  thb  will  be  to 
you !  To  know  that  if  I'd  been  another 
sort  of  fellow  it  never  could  have  hap- 
pened ! " 

His  head  had  bent  lower  and  lower  as 
he  spoke,  and  he  stood  before  Brenda  now, 
wringing  her  hands  in  both  of  his,  a  man 
self-convicted  and  overwhelmed. 

"  That  is  truth  1 " 

Miss  Astell  had  advanced  a  few  paces 
from  her  first  position  in  the  entrance,  and 
she  stood  now  with  an  isolation  upon  her 
which  the  few  yards  separating  her  from 
the  two  80  close  together  could  never 
have  created,  directly  behind  Brenda; 
watching  now  her  brother,  now  the  slender 
figure  that  faced  him,  with  a  face  like 
marble.  The  three  words  came  from  her 
slowly  and  deliberately.  As  they  fell  on 
Brenda's  ear  a  thrill  ran  through  heri 
seeming  to  brace  her  from  head  to  foot. 
She  did  not  turn  her  head.  The  hold  of 
h^  fingers  upon  Gerard's  trembling  hands 
became  stronger  and  fiUl  of  reassuxmnce, 
and  her  eyes  brightened. 

"Don't  talk  like  that^  Gerard,"  aha  said, 
and  there  was  a  full,  fearless  ring  in  her 
low  voice.  "I  love  youl  I  ta^e  your 
past  with  your  present  and  your  future, 
and  whatever  comes  of  either  we  nieet  it 
together  1 " 

A  slight,  indescribably  mocking  sound 
came  from  Miss  Astell,  and  Brenda^  still 
without  any  other  recognition  of  her  pre- 
sence, drew  a  shade  nearer  to  Gerard  and 
tightened  her  clasp  on  his  hands. 

''Tell  me,"  she  said.  And  Gerard  obeyed 
her. 

''I  must  begin  with  a  confession,"  he 
said  huskily.  **  Brenda,  you  Imow  pretty 
well  what  a  bad  lot  Ive  been,  but  you 
haven't  known  in  detail  Tou  shouldn't 
hear  it  from  me  now,  but — ^there  are  ways 
in  which  you  might  find  out  that  wcnld  be 
worse  for  yoa"    He  stopped  abruptly. 

"  Go  on  I "  she  said. 
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"I  had  been  in  the  habit  far  a  good 
many  years  of  borrowing  a  good  deal  of 
money  from  Basil  Oormack.  He .  was 
always  awfully  good  to  me — I  owed  him 
a  lot — ^antil  last  Jane.  Do  yon  remember 
my  coming  down  here  last  Jnne )  " 

She  nodded  faintly.  As  Basil  Cormack's 
name  passed  his  lips  a  change  had  come 
to  her  face;  no  shook  of  snrprisoi  bnt  rather 
the  look  of  one  who  finds  the  aotaal  falling 
of  an  anticipated  shadow  more  dreadful 
in  its  icy  chill  than  she  had  been  pre- 
pared to  bear.  She  had  shrank  a  little 
closer  to  C^rwrd,  and  as  though  that  mute 
token  of  dependence  had  toached  the 
stronger  fibres  in  him,  his  tone  and  manner 
grew  firmer. 

"  I  came  to  borrow  of  him  thexii"  he 
said.  "  I  wanted  a  large  sum.  He  refused 
to  let  me  have  it,  and  I  quarrelled  with 
him.  I  had  wanted  the  money  desperately, 
and  not  getting  it  I  got  deeper  and 
deeper  inyolved.  I  made  matters  worse 
tryhig  such  ways  as  wer6  open  to  me, 
Brenda,  to  get  on  my  feet  again ;  and  by 
September  it  was  all  but  over  with  me  I 
I  was  so  desperate  that  I  determined  as 
a  last  chance  to  make  an  appeal  to  Gor- 
mack.  Krenda,  I  went  over  to  Arsdale  on 
the  night  of  the  twentieth  of  September 
to  do  it!" 

With  her  lips  parted  as  though  she  had 
indeed  uttered  the  cry  for  which  her 
astonishment  left  her  no  voice,  Brenda 
drew  back  with  an  irrepressible  movement 
as  though  to  see  his  face  better.  There 
was  a  moment's  dead  silence — a  silence 
broken  only  by  the  tap  of  Miss  Aatell's 
foot  as  she  beat  it  slowly  and  regularly  on 
the  ground.  At  last  Brenda  spoke,  her 
soft  voice  all  confused  and  hurried. 

"  Ton  were  at  Arsdale  that  night  I  You, 
Oerard  1  Then  why  —  why  did  you 
never 
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"Why  did  I  never  say  so,  Brenda  1" 
he  cried  impetuously.  "  Because  I  never 
knew,  I  never  dreamt  that  anything  I 
could  have  said  would  have  thrown  any 
light!  I  was  ashamed  of  my  errand. 
Ah,  sweetheart,  can't  you  tell  who  made 
me  most  ashamed !  I  couldn't  face  the 
talk  about  it.  And  ttiere  seemed  nothing 
to  be  gained.  If  I  had  known  then 
what  I  discovered  yesterday!  But — 
Heaven  help  me  1 — ^what  could  I  have  done 
theni" 

"Goon!" 

The  words  were  a  mere  breathless 
whisper,  and  as  his  eyes  rested  on  the 
drawn  horror  of  suspense  in  the  pretty, 


girlish  face,  Gerard  controlled  himself  with 
a  great  effort 

"Be  brave,  de»esti"  he  said,  taking 
her  into  his  arms,  as  if  in  sptte  of  himself. 
"  It's  Uke  death  to  tell  you  this,  but  yoa 
must  know  it  soon !  Scamp — you  re- 
member Scamp— must  have  followed  me 
to  Arsdale  without  my  knowledge.  I 
walked  there  from  Hickthorpe,  where  I 
was  staying.  The  remains  of  the  dog 
have  been  found  buried  in  Arsdale 
Spinney,  arguing  my  presence  at  Ars- 
dale or  near  it  when  I  had  concealed 
the  fact  My  desperate  necessities  and 
my  determination  to  ask  help  of  Cormack 
have  also  been  unearthed,  and  there  is 
evidence  enough  to  warrant  my  arrest  for 
Cormack's  mtrder  I " 

"  Gerard  !    Oh,  Gerard,  Gerard  i "     ' 

The  cry  broke  from  her  sharp  and  wild, 
ringing  with  the  very  extremity  of  horror 
and  incredulity. 

"Tou  know  it's  false,  Brenda  1  Tou 
know  I  didn't  do  it  P 

With  all  the  horror  frozen  on  her  face, 
stopped  short,  as  it  seemed,  in  the  wild 
torrent  of  her  dismay,  Brenda  faced  him  for 
a  moment  motionless  and  speechless.  Then 
with  a  little  gesture  as  absolutely  simple  and 
quiet  as  it  was  absolutely  trustful,  she 
held  out  both  her  hands  to  him. 

"You  should  not  have  said  that, 
Gerard  I "  she  said,  and  her  voice  vibrated 
slightly  as  with  the  force  of  that  agonising 
shock.  "  I  know  you  I  I  love  you !  I 
know  it  is  impossible  ! " 

He  lifted  his  hands  and  let  his  face  fall 
upon  them  in  absolute  self-abandonment  of 
gratitude,  and  at  the  same  moment  there 
came  from  behind  a  low,  cruel  laugh.  Mtis 
Astell  had  drawn  a  step  nearer. 

"  How  beautiful ! "  she  said.  "  How  re- 
assuring ! " 

But  quite  suddenly,  as  though  that 
taunting  voice  jarring  her  tightly-strung 
nerves  at  that  instant,  as  though  such  a 
pressing  home  of  the  consciousness  of  that 
pitUess  intrading  presence  had  stung  her 
past  control  at  last,  the  girl  turned  and  faced 
her,  her  face  aglow  with  passionate  indigna- 
tion. Her  flashing  ^es  seemed  to  con- 
centrate now  in  them  all  the  dislike  to 
Miss  Astell  which,  hitherto  so  scrupu- 
lously subdued  in  Brenda's  gentle  mind, 
had  sprung  in  this  moment,  under  these 
conflicting  overwhelming  emotions,  into 
contemptuous  hate. 

"How  dare  youl"  she  cried.  "How 
dare  you  1  Why  do  you  force  yourself  on 
us  like  thisi    Why  do  you  torture  him 
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with  your  pmenoe  t  If  yon  believe  this 
hideous  lie,  leave  ni,  who  know  thftfc  it  ii 
a  lioi  together  1    Do  yoa  believe  itP 

"Adkhiml*' 

The  two  words  fell  from  Miss  AsteU, 
oold  and  slow,  as  she  fixed  her  eyes  fall  on 
her  brothel's  fsee.  Brenda  followed  the 
direction  of  those  eyes  and  looked  back 
again  at  the  set  woman's  face  in  silenoe. 
Then,  still  gazing  with  bonified,  fascinated 
eyes  at  Miss  Astell,  she  stietehed  oat  one 
hand  to  Qarard. 

**  Gerard,"  she  said,  **  who  aocoses  yon  1 " 

A  difficult  gesture  from  Qerard  answered 
her,  and  she  shrank  away  from  Miss  Astell 
with  a  long,  strangled  gasp  of  nnatteraUe 
repnlsioa 

With  a  gesture  of  contemptuous  disdain, 
over-accentaated  by  just  a  touchi  and  in 
that  over-acoentaation  revealing,  perhaps, 
some  sense  of  the  unutterable  horror  she 
had  inspired,  Miss  Astell  turned  and 
walked  slowly  to  the  upper  end  of  the 
rose-garden. 

It  was  some  moments  before  any  words 
came  from  the  two  she  left.  Brenda  was 
leaning  against  Gerard's  shoulder,  long, 
laboured  breaths  shaking  her  from  head 
to  foot ;  and  he  held  her,  in  silent,  speech- 
less tenderness.  At  last  her  breathing 
grew  quieter ;  she  seemed  to  rouse  herself 
with  a  determined  effort.  Drawing  herself 
away  from  his  supporting  arm,  she  turned 
to  him,  pushing  the  hair  from  her  fore- 
head. 

"What  does  it  matter  whose  doing  it 
is  1 "  she  said.  '<  What  we  must  think  is, 
how  to  prove  the  truth,  Gerard  1  Tell  me 
— or  have  you  told  me  9 — did  you  see 
Basil  that  night  1  Did  you  ask  him  for 
the  money  ? " 

**  No,  dear,"  said  Gerard  hesitatingly. 

"Why  not)  What  made  yon  give  it 
up,  when  you  wanted  it  so  badly)  Did 
you  not  see  him ) ". 

"  I  saw  him — ^yes.  That  was  what  made 
me  give  it  up  1 "  Then,  in  answer  to  her 
look,  he  went  on  hurriedly:  "Brenda, 
don't  be  angry  with  me.  I  didn't  mean 
to — spy.  I  was  hanging  about  in  the 
grounds,  and  I  saw  Gormack  come  out  on 
the  library  terrace  with — with  you,  dear  ! 
Oh,  forgive  me,  dearest  1 "  as  she  drew 
away  from  him  with  a  sudden  agonising 
blush.  "I  wasn't  there  an  instant.  I 
dropped  down  behind  the  hedge  !  Brenda, 
it  was  that  that  did  it  1  I  couldn't  borrow 
money,  after  that,  of  the  man  you  were 
going  to  marry,  for  I  knew  that  I  wanted 
you  myself  i " 


She  had  covered  her  homing  fiaea  with 
her  haikis,  and  tcx  a  moment  she  did  not 
speak.  Then  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a 
sweet,  tremulous  little  smile. 

*<  And  did  you  go  straight  away  1"  slie 
said. 

"Pretty  nearly,"  lie  answered  heai- 
tatini^y.  "I  don't  know  exactly  wliat 
became  of  me  that  night.  It  meant  rain 
to  me,  you  know;  and  I  only  remember 
walking  aboat  for  endless  hours  1 " 

"But  ruin  didn't  come,  Gerard,"  she 
said  quicUy.  ''How  was  that)  Gan't 
yon  prove  that  you  got  the  money  some 
other  way  1    Won't  that  dear  you  %  " 

"  It  may  hdp  me,  Brenda  1  But,  sweet- 
heart, I  shall  have  to  prove  that  I  got  the 
m<mey  out  of  a  private  gambling-dub! 
That  was  the  b^inning  of  the  worst  of 
all  you've  cut  me  loose  from." 

"  Have  you  nearly  finished  1 "  It  was 
Miss  Astell's  voice,  the  coldness  and  com- 
posare  gone  from  it,  vibrating  with  an 
intense  exdtement  and  trinmph;  and  aa 
they  heurd  it  they  turned  with  a  common 
violent  start  towards  her.  "  Let  me  sug- 
gest that  yoa  make  haste.  Miss  Stansfidd, 
for  I  think  these  gentlemen  have  business 
with  your  lover.*'  She  moved  dightly  as 
she  finished,  pointing  to  the  entrance  ^m 
the  larger  garden.  Standing  just  inside, 
and  completdy  blocking  it  up,  were  two 
policemen;  and  another,  man  in  plain 
clothes  was  coming  across  the  grass  to 
Gerard«  He  drew  nearer  and  nearer  in 
sUence.  Brenda,  white  as  death,  had 
shrank  a  little  nearer  to  Grerard,  who  hdd 
her  hand  in  his,  almost  unconscioudy,  aa  it 
seemed,  and  waited  qufetly. 

'*  Mr.  Gerard  Astell  % "  said  the  new- 
comer tersdy. 

"Yes!" 

"  I  have  a  warrant  for  your  arrest,  Mr. 
Gerard  AsteU,  on  a  charge  of  murder— the 
murder  oi  Mr.  Basil  Gormack,  late  of 
Arsdde  Manor,  Yorkshire." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  warrant." 

The  request  was  made  with  perfect 
courtesy,  and  it  was  no  less  courteoudy 
complied  with.  Gerard,  inspected  the 
document^  and  handed  it  back  to  the 
officer,  saying  quietly : 

"I  am  quite  ready.  You  won't  need 
those ! "  pointing  as  he  spoke  to  the  hand- 
cuffs which  the  other  man  carried. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir !  A  charge  of 
murder,  you  know." 

A  dark,  burning  colour  rushed  over 
Gerard's  forehead.  He  glanced  at  Brendai 
and  then   quietly  held   out   his   wrists. 
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And  as  the  snap  of  the  cold  steel  was 
heard,  a  long  breath  of  nnntterable  triumph 
parted  Miss  Astell's  lips,  and  she  turned 
away  towards  the  palings  which  divided 
the  rose-garden  from  the  park. 

The  park  was  private.  Consequently 
the  figure  of  a  tramp  among  the  trees  in 
the  distance  was  distinctly  unusual.  But 
it  seemed  a  trifle  to  arrest  Miss  Astell's 
attention  at  such  a  moment  Something 
did  arrest  her  attention,  though,  little 
as  any  one  observed  the  fact.  And  it  was 
on  that  distant  figure  that  her  eyes  were 
fixed.  There  was  an  indescribable  wild 
stare  in  them  which  seemed  to  sharpen 
and  alter  her  whole  face,  as  she  moved 
suddenly  and  almost  stumblingly  down 
the  slope  until  she  stood  close  against  the 
palings.  As  she  moved  the  man  moved 
too,  and  came  slowly  and  undecidedly 
towards  the  rose-garden. 

'*I  should  like  one  word  with  this 
lady,"  said  Gerard  to  the  pollce-ofiGLcer, 
indicating  Brenda  by  a  movement  of  his 
head.    *<  There's  no  objection ) " 

*'Not  so  as  we  stay  here,  and  you're 
quick,  sir  1 " 

He  withdrew  a  pace  or  two  as  he 
spoke,  and  Gerard  turned  with  a  piteous 
movement  of  his  fettered  hands  to  Brenda. 
But  before  he  could  say  a  word,  she  had 
broken  into  easer  speech,  clasping  his 
hands  passionately  in  hers. 

"  Gerard,  tell  me — ^tell  me  quick !  You 
spoke  of  something  you  found  out  yester- 
day 1  That  was  Hot  this  1  It  was  some- 
thing else  you  know,  about  that  night,  and 
it  may  help  to  clear  you  !  Who  did  you 
see  1  What  did  you  seel  Do  you  know 
anything  of  what  happened  to  Basil  after 
he  left  me  f  " 

* '  Yes ! "  he  whispered  hoarsely,  *<  Don't 
ask  me,  Brenda  1 " 

"  I  must  ask  you.  I  do  ask  you.  Who 
did  you  see  with  him — what  do  you 
knowl" 

The  ragged  man  in  the  park  had  stopped 
and  was  loitering  in  a  lazy,  careless  fashion, 
atill  in  the  distance.  Miss  Astell,  pressed 
against  the  palings,  was  gripping  them 
with  both  hands,  her  eyes  fixed  and  almost 
starting,  her  face  livid. 

^'  I  can't  tell  you,  Brenda.  I  must  think. 
Say  good-bye  to  me,  sweetheart.  I  must 
gol" 

A  wild  shriek !  Anotheri  and  another, 
and  another,  ringing  out  in  terrible  suc- 
cession on  the  evening  airl  And  they 
all   turned  aghast  In  the  direction  from 


which  they  came,  to  see  Miss  Astell  beating 
at  the  palings,  tearing  at  them  as  though 
she  would  tear  them  down,  as  the  ragged 
man  on  the  other  side  drew  nearer  and 
nearer,  approaching  the  palings  in  a  rapid^ 
uneven  run. 

"  Basil !  Basil !  My  love — my  love  1 
Not  dead — not  dead  1  Gome  back  to  me 
at  last !     Basil  1 " 

The  ragged  man — ragged  and  wild  in 
appearance  beyond  description  —  stopped 
suddenly  three  feet  from  the  palings,  and 
broke  into  a  weird,  crazy  laugh. 

"Basil!"  he  cried  in  a  shrill  voice. 
"No\  Not  not  Basil!  Basil  Gormack 
bored  me,  and  I  killed  him  1  What's  the 
use  of  being  always  alone  with  yourself  if 
you  can't  kill  yourself*  without  any  one 
being  the  wiser )  I  killed  Basil  Gormack 
a  hundred  years  ago,  and  I'm  my  own 
master  now !  Hurrah !  I've  never  told 
any  one  but  you,  Magdalen  1  Never  any 
one  but  you  ! "  "^ 

Haggard,  emaciated,  with  lank  white 
hair,  and  wild,  shifting  eyes,  the  face  was 
the  face  of  Basil  Gormack ;  high-pitched, 
uneven,  crazy,  the  voice  was  the  voice  of 
Basil  Gormack  still !  They  were  the  face 
and  the  voice  of  a  raving  madman,  and  as 
he  broke  suddenly  into  a  delirious  shriek 
of  laughter.  Miss  Astell  fell  like  a  dead 
woman  against  the  paling  which  rose  up 
between  herself  and  him. 


CHAPTER  XVI.      DUAL  SOLITUDE. 

It  was  all  over !  The  impenetrable 
darkness  and  mystery;  the  bewildering 
clues;  the  terrible  suspicion  which  had 
gathered  round  the  fate  of  Basil  Gormack 
were  dissipated  once  and  for  ever,  by  such 
a  pitiless  light  as  was  scarcely  less  terrible 
than  the  darkness  itself.  Of  the  days  that 
followed  the  hour  when  the  mbidless  body* 
of  Basil  Gormack  was  brought  back  to  his 
mother's  house,  no  one  who  passed  through 
them  ever  spoke. 

The  opinion  of  the  specialists  telegraphed 
for  by  Gerard,  was  given  after  the 
lengthened  investigation  inseparable  from 
what  the  senior  doctor  alluded  to  as  '*  one 
of  the  most  interesting  cases  "  he  had  ever 
met  It  hardly  needed  the  innumerable 
questions  as  to  Basil  Cormack's  character 
previous  to  his  disappearance,  to  evoke  in 
all  who  had  known  him  best  a  sense,  the 
horror  of  which  is  not  to  be  described,  that 
all  those  peculiarities  which  they  had  looked 
upon  as  merely  personal  eccentricities  had 
arisen  in  latent  mania;   a  mania  which 
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loma  strong  excitement,  according  to  the 
doctors,  had  developed  instantaneously 
in  an  acate  form.  The  raving  insanity 
wUoh  foll<)wed  on  his  return  to  Whorl- 
beck  they  looked  upon  as  an  eqaally 
sndden  developement,  resulting  from  the 
effect,  on  his  disordered  brain,  of  familiar 
scenes  and  faces.  Originally  he  had  probably 
been  the  victim  simply  of  a  desire  to  get 
rid  of  his  own  identity;  the  conning  with 
which  he  had  arranged  his  flight,  and  abso- 
lutely concealed  himself  and  all  his  move- 
ments for  eight  months,  pointed  to  the  fact 
that  he  must  have  been  abnormally  clear- 
headed on  all  other  points.  As  the  disease 
grew  on  him  his  life  had  doubtless  become 
rongheri  while  his  capabilities  and  his  self- 
control  diminished.  The  hallucinatfon  as 
to  his  own  mnrder  he  had  evidently  con- 
eealed  with  a  madman's  cunning,  untO  the 
excitement  of  recognition  had  given  the 
final  jar  to  his  brain.  And  details  in  the 
eourse  of  their  examination  created  in  the 
doctors  an  impression  that  he  had  probably 
actually  kQled  and  buried  some  one  or 
something ;  an  impression  which  threw  a 
ghastly  significance  on  the  remains  of  poor 
Scamp. 

Of  the  future  the  doctors  would  say  little 
or  nothing.  They  were  of  opinion  that  the 
period  of  frenzy  would  pass,  but  as  to  what 
would  follow  they  were  vague.  It  might 
leave  the  patient  imbecile ;  it  might  leave 
him  a  dangerous  lunatic;  it  might  leave 
him,  always  excepting  the  hallucination 
from  which  he  could  never  recover,  eom- 
parativdy  sane«  In  any  case,  in  their 
opinion — conveyed  to  Mrs.  Oormack  in  the 
most  sympathetic  phrases — ^an  asylum  was 
the  only  place  in  which  he  could  end  his 
days. 

But  Basil  Oormack  never  went  to  a 
lunatic  asylum. 

•  What  passed  between  Miss  Astell  and 
Mrs.  Oormack  during  the  long  hour  they 
passed  together  after  the  doctors'  verdict 
was  pronounced,  no  one  knew.  Even 
Brenda,  who  found  Mrs.  Oormack  after  it 
with  her  florid  face  very  pale,  never 
heard  more  than  was  conveyed  in  her  first 
awestruck  words : 


*'  She's  going  to  take  care  of  him,  Brenda* 
She — ^she  loves  Um  so  terribly.  She  says 
it  was  her  fault.  She  saw  him  alone  th^t 
nighti  and  something  happened — I  don't 
understand.  But,  Brenda— stoop  down — I 
believe  she's  pleased  1 " 

Th6  master  of  Arsdsje  House  went  back 
to  his  house,  and  two  strong,  taciturn  men 
went  with  him.  The  mistress  of  Whorlbeck 
Oottage  left  it,  and  went  to  live  in  a  little 
house  dose  to  the  gates  of  Arsdale  Park. 
Never  a  sun  set  that  had  not  seen  her  cross 
the  threshold  of  a  suite  of  rooms  in  Arsdale 
House,  where  no  one  but  herself  and  the  two 
taciturn  men  ever  went  For  many  montlis 
those  visits  barely  occupied  five  mlnutea 
didly.    Then  there  came  a  changei    The 
inmate  of  those  rooms  no  longer  raved. 
He  began  to  watch  for  his  solitary  visitor, 
so  his  attendants  said,  and  to  relapse  into 
depression  when  she  departed.  The  minutes 
beeame  hours.    Gradually  and  very  slowly, 
with  the  passage  not  of  months  but  of 
years,  the  change  went  on.    The  inmate 
of  those  rofHns  became  a  courteous  gentle- 
man, harmless,  indifferent  to  most  things 
— except  the  mention  of  the  name  of  Baidl 
Oormack,  which  was  always  dangerously 
exciting  to  him — ^but  always  quiet  and 
contented  in  the  presence  of  the  beautiful 
grey-haired  woman  who  came  to  him  now 
m  the  morning,  and  only  left  him  at  night. 
Miss  Asteli's  name  was  never  mentioned 
by  any  one  of  her  friends  except  in  a 
horrified  whisper.    Even    Mrs.  Oormack 
never  alluded  to  her  without  tears,  which 
contained  quite  as  much  of  reprobation  I 
as  of  pity.    In  one  house  alone  she  was 
spoken  of   always  with    the   tenderness 
which  only  comprehension  could  create. 

It  was  a  good  house  in  which  to  be 
enshrined — the  unpretentious  littie  house  in 
London  where  Gerard  and  Brenda  lived. 
There  were  littie  children  there  as  time  went 
on,  and  there  was  that  most  perfect  love  and 
trust  which  comes  of  diffioidties  conquered 
and  hardships  faced  in  mutual  dependence. 
Twice  every  year  Gerard  went  to  York- 
shire, and  twice  every  year  on  liia  return 
the  quiet  eoUoquy  between  the  husband 
and  wife  ended  in  a  long,  long  sUenoe. 
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HOME   NOTES 

AND 

ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Winter  Olothinq.— Under  the  title 
"Clothing  at  a  Proteetion  against  Gold/' 
Dr.  Bobeon  Booee  eontribates  a  seasonable 
artide  to  the  **  Fortnightly  Review "  in 
regard  to  the  aetion  of  varions  materials  of 
dress  in  preserving  the  body  from  nndne 
loss  of  heat  by  radiation,  eondnetion,  and 
evaporation.  The  principal  conclusions 
arrived  at  are  thns  briefly  stated :  (1)  As  a 
protection  against  cold,  woollen  garments 
of  equal  thicknesses  are  much  superior  to 
either  linen  or  cotton,  and  should  always 
be  worn  for  underclothing.  Furs  and 
leather  are  serviceable  against  great  cold, 
and  especially  against  severe  wind.  Water- 
proof clothing  should  be  reserved  for  very 
wet  weather,  and  generally  for  persons  who 
are  not  taking  exercise  when  exposed  to  it. 
(2)  The  value  of  several  layers  of  clothing 
as  compared  ^th  a  single  warm  garment 
should  be  borne  in  mind.  An  extra  layer 
even  of  thin  material  next  the  skin  is  often 
very  valuable.  (3)  As  a  protector  against 
cola,  a  garment  should  not  fit  closely  to  the 
body,  but  diould  be  comparatively  loose 
and  easy,  so  that  a  layer  of  air  is  interposed 
between  it  and  the  skin.  A  loosely-woven 
material  is  warmer  than  one  of  an  opposite 
character.  (4)  For  wearing  at  night, 
woollen  clothing  is  not  generaUv  desirable ; 
cotton  or  Unen  u  far  better.  The  blankets 
constitute  the  woollen  coverbg,  and  ought 
to  protect  the  body  sufficiently.  (5)  Lastly, 
it  must  always  be  remembered  that  the 
source  of  heat  is  within  the  body  itself,  and 
not  in  the  clothes.  Proper  food  coupled 
with  a  due  amount  of  exercise  will  produce 
warmth;  tihe  function  of  clothing  is  to 
retain  the  heat  thus  generated. 

A  DiBTT  Wall-Faper  is  always  very 
ontidyand  nasty  besides  beingunwholesome. 
As  you  cannot  afford  the  expense  of  a  new 
paper,  I  should  follow  this  recipe,  which  a 
oorrespondent  tells  me  is  a  never-failing 
remedy,  easy  to  manage,  and  will  not 
injure  the  most  delicate  paper.  Mix  four 
pounds  of  common  wheat  flour  with  two 
pints  of  cold  water.  Knead  this  into  a 
stiff  dou^  and  form  it  into  two  or  three 
balle.  Wipe  the  paper  all  over  with  it, 
and,  as  the  dough  becomes  dirty,  work  the 
soiled  parts  into  the  middle  and  the  clean 
parts  outside.  This  quantity  will  be  found 
sufficient  to  dean  a  very  large  room.  Begin 
at  the  top  of  the  paper  and  work  down- 
wards till  all  is  deansed. 


To  Clean  Lacquered  Brass. — Lay  the 
brass  in  hot  soda-water,  and  brush  It  well 
over  with  crystal  soap.  Lift  it  up,  and  lay 
it  as  it  is  in  a  pan  and  pour  clear  boilbig 
water  on  it  Let  it  remain  for  a  few 
moments,  and  then  pour  cold  water  on  it ; 
dry  carefully.  Then  polish  wdl  with 
powder  or  either  of  the  crystal  soaps. 
When  the  artide  is  small  enough  to  enable 
one  to  boil  in  a  saucepan  of  soda-water, 
it  will  be  found  to  dean  quickly  and 
thoroughly. 

OoooA  Mould  is  a  most  nourishing  dish, 
and,  if  carefully  prepared,  so  as  to  be 
smooth,  it  is  very  good.  First  mix  care- 
fully and  crush  out  all  lumps,  three  table- 
spoonfuls  of  cornflour,  one  tablespoonful  of 
cocoa  essence,  and  two  tablespoonfuls  of 
sugar.  Mix  the  dry  ingredients  gradually 
into  one  quart  of  milk,  place  in  a  cmna-lined 
saucepan,  and  boO  for  fifteen  minutes.  Stir 
it  all  the  time,  in  the  middle  as  well  as 
round  the  edge,  whilst  boilbg,  or  it  will 
bum.  Direcuy  the  mixture  begins  to 
thicken,  take  it  quickly  off  the  &e  and 
beat  it  up  thoroughly,  then  let  it  simmer 
only. 

A  Spice  Dripping  Oake  appears  to  be 
in  great  demand  just  now,  so  I  will  give 
mine  here  for  the  benefit  of  all  my  readers. 
Take  one  pound  of  well-dried  flour,  add  to 
it  a  small  spoonful  of  salt,  two  teaspoonfuk 
of  bakine  powder,  and  a  very  small  half 
teaspoonfnl  of  ground  ginger.  Bub  six 
ounces  of  good  dripping,  into  the  flour  and 
four  ounces  of  sugar.  Beat  up  one  or  two 
eggs  with  sour  or  butter  milk,  add  half  a 
teaspoonful  of  good  mixed  spice.  Work 
the  whole  into  a  nice  light  dough,  and  beat 
with  a  wooden  spoon  for  five  or  seven 
minutes.  Bake  in  a  moderate  oven  for  an 
hour  to  an  hour  and  a  half. 

DntEOTioNS  ON  Roasting  Joints.— 1. 
First  see  that  a  good  clear  fire  is  burning, 
and  sweep  up  all  ashes  so  that  there  will 
be  no  need  to  make  a  dust  while  the  meat  is 
before  the  fire.  2.  Allow  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  to  each  pound  of  meat,  and  an  extra 
half-hour  to  every  eight  pounds.  It  is 
necessary  to  cook  dose  white  meats,  such 
as  pork  and  veal,  rather  longer.  3.  First 
place  the  meat  dose  to  the  fire  for  about 
seven  minutes,  then  draiw  it  >  farther  away. 
The  object  of  the  fast  cookbg  to  start  witii 
is  to  dose  up  the  pores  of  the  meat  vod 
keep  the  gravy  in.  4.  To  roast  wdl,  meat 
must  be  constantly  basted,  and  be  well 
watched  that  it  does  not  bum.  5.  Turn 
the  joint  from  time  to  time  so  that  it  is 
equally  done  all  over. 


ALL  THE  TEAB  ROUND. 


Thb  Impobtance  of  Bodily  Ezebcise 
in  maintainlDg  good  healih  is  not  properly 
reallaed  in  the  present  day.  Beiides 
strengthening  the  limbs,  there  is  no  doabt 
that  bodily  exercise  has  a  great  influence 
on  respiraUon,  the  circolation  of  the  blood, 
and  consequently  acts  on  the  whole  body. 
There  are  many  people  who  from  Tarions 
causes  never  take  any  exercise,  seldom 
walking  even,  when  it  is  possible  to  avoid 
it  What  is  the  result  1  The  various 
disorders,  generally  known  under  the  name 
of  indigestion,  which  arise  from  a  want  of 
circulation  of  blood  through  the  bowels. 
Constipation  and  headache  are  well  known 
to  be  the  general  companions  of  those  who 
lead  a  very  sedentary  life.  More  marked 
is  Uie  effect  when  worry  and  anxiety  is 
added,  for  it  greatly  reduces  the  functions 
of  the  stomach,  and  in  some  cases  causes 
diarrhoea,  in  others  flatulency  and  other 
evils.  I  would  point  out  that  bodily 
exercise  which  is  to  benefit  the  system 
must  be  regular,  and,  if  possible,  it  should 
be  taken  m  the  open  air,  and  combined 
with  amusement.  The  fast-growing  fashion 
of  each  lady  in  the  household  undertaking 
some  light  household  duty  is  very  good, 
but  it  should  never  take  the  place  of  out- 
door exercise. 

Ohebsb  Sioe. — Boil  a  quarter  of  a  pound 
of  rice  slowly  in  a  pint  and  a  half  of  water 
till  tender.  Drain  away  any  water  that  is 
not  absorbed.  Shred  two  ounces  of  cheese. 
Put  it  in  half  a  pint  of  hot  milk,  and  with 
it  an  ounce  of  butter.  When  dissolved, 
add  the  rice,  and  season  highly  with 
cayenne  and  salt.  Butter  a  pie-dish,  fill 
with  the  mixture,  scatter  grated  cheese 
over,  and  bake  for  half  an  hour. 

Gelebt  Sauce  is  very  good  for  serving 
with  boiled  fowl  instead  of  white  sauce. 
Make  it  after  my  recipe  and  it  will  be 
much  appreciated.  Boil  two  large  heads  of 
celery  in  salt  and  water  till  tender.  Gut 
it  in  small  pieces  and  put  it  in  a  saucepan 
with  tihree  -  quarters  of  a  pint  of  milk. 
Blend  together  two  ounces  of  butter  and  a 
tablespoonf  ul  of  flour,  add  it  to  the  sauce. 
Simmer  all  together  and  then  pass  tlirough 
a  wire  sieve.  Heat  the  sauce  aeain,  season 
to  taste,  and  pour  over  the  fowl 

Lemon  Bollt-Foly  is  a  dish  which  one 
does  not  often  meet  with,  but  is  one  that 
will  be  popular  now  that  fruit  will  be 
getting  scarce.  Make  a  nice  light  suet 
crust,  roll  out  thin,  spread  with  lemon-curd 
«— the  san^e  as  would  be  used  for  lemon 
cheesecakes.  Boll  up,  wet  the  edges,  tie 
in  a  cloth,  and  boil  for  three  hours. 


For  Goughs  and  Golds  Bronchonia  can 
be  relied  upon  to  give  immediate  relief. 
For  many  years  this  preparation  has  been 
recommended   by  a   physician   of    large 

Eractice  with  the  greatest  snecess,  and  it 
ehoves  those  of  my  readers  who  would 
otherwise  treat  such  an  ailment  as  a  cold 
lightly,  to  ^ore  palliatives  such  as  losenges 
and  sweetstnffs,  and  to  obtain  a  rem&y 
which  is  a  certain  core. 

To  Ella.—- I  wDl  gladly  give  yon 
my  advice  as  to  furnishing  your  bedroom 
in  a  hygienic  way.  I  wcmld  either  stain 
and  polbh  the  floor,  or  else  cover  it  with  a 
plain  brown  linoleum.  Eittier  way  the 
floor  can  be  kept  dean  by  polishing  con- 
stantlv  with  beeswax,  and  on  the  other 
days  by  rubbing  with  a  duster.  Have 
mats  laid  down  which  can  be  eadly  taken 
up  and  sliakea  Have  an  iron  bedstead, 
for  in  case  of  illness  it  does  not  retah 
infection.  If  you  wish  your  room  to  be 
healthy  do  not  have  too  much  drapery,  as 
it  only  harbours  dirt  and  dust.  I  would 
advise  washkig  cretonne  for  curtains,  tiie 
designs  and  colouring  in  this  are  delightful 
Gapital  camp  washing-stands  are  to  Im  liad. 
This  and  your  dressing-table  should  be 
hidden  by  a  screen,  as  you  wish  to  combine 
bed  and  sitting-room.  Throw  a  rug  over 
your  bed,  and  with  the  addition  of  a  few 
cushions  you  have  a  most  comfortable  sofk 
Baked  Haddock.— This  recipe  is  sent 
me  by  a  lady  who  says  she  constontly  uses 
it,  the  fish,  cooked  in  this  way,  bofag 
excellent  Make  a  nice  stufi&ng  of  brea£ 
crumbs,  chopped  thyme,  parsley,  and  lemon 
peeL  Season  with  pepper  and  salt.  Press 
all  these  ineredients  together,  using  a  little 
butter  to  bind.  Fill  the  haddock  where  it 
has  been  cleaned,  and  fasten  it  togetlier 
with  a  small  skewer.  Then  put  it  b  a 
baking  tin,  with  a  very  small  quantity  of 
water,  and  a  few  pieces  of  buttw  on  each 
.fish.  Bake  in  a  moderate  oven  from 
twenty-five  to  thirty-five  minutesi  according 
to  the  dzo  of  fish.  Just  before  servine 
sprinkle  a  few  bread-crumbs  over,  and 
what  liquor  is  in  the  tin  serve  witfi  thefidk 
W.  W.  (Walton^on-Thames)  asks  for  a 
recipe  for  salting  beef,  so  that  when  boiled 
it  may  present  a  bright  red  colour*  Put 
two  gallons  of  spring  water  in  a  large  pan, 
five  pounds  of  conuhon  salt,  two  pounds  of 
moist  sugar,  and  two  ounces  ol  saltpetra 
Boil  for  half  an  hour,  and  skim  carefully.  A 
large  round  of  beef  would  require  to  Ifa  in 
this  piokle  for  ten  days  before  it  Is  dressed. 
If  bay  salt  Is  used,  tlie  beef  will  not  be  iO 
mellow  in  colour. 


HOME  NOTES. 


"  FASfflON  AND  Stout  Ladies. — What 
Btrange  thiogs  Taste  and  Fashion  are,  to 
be  sore  1  Here  in  England,  and  Europe 
generally,  are  oar  ladies  sighing  to  be  slim, 
whilst  from  over  the  ocean  come  the  moans 
of  black  and  copper-coloured  sisters  who 
long  to  be  fat  Gorpolency  is  with  them  a 
beauty,  and  the  fat  woman  is  the  Belle  of 
the  Ball !  Bat  these  opposite  degrees  of 
taste  have,  in  oar  ease,  more  than  the 
caprice  of  fashion  to  back  them^  for  every 
one  knows  that  obesity  is  a  disease  by 
which  the  person  afflicted  sufbrs  most 
acutely,  not  only  physically,  bat  mentally. 
People  have  rather  an  erroneous  idea, 
probably  gathered  from  Dickens's  Fat  Boy 
in  '  Pickwick,'  that  corpulent  people  have 
none  of  the  finer  feelmes,  and  are  of  a 
lethargic  and  dull  contprenension.  This  is 
altogether  a  mistake,  as  many  a  poor 
corpulent  lady  can  tell  'you.  When  she 
ascends  a  crowded  omnibus  on  a  hot 
summer's  day,  every  one  of  the  indignant 
glances  levelled  at  her  by  her  more  for- 
tunate sisters  are  as  so  many  little  dagger 
thrusts  of  mortification,  though  her  ruddy 
complexion  and  defiant  stentorian  breathing 
may  seem  to  belie  the  truth  of  these  words. 
In  fact,  the  life  of  a  very  fat  woman  or  man 
is  one  of  most  comic  tragedy,  with  which 
few  sympathise.  Every  one  has  beard  of 
the  poor  little  stout  man  in  the  *Bab 
Ballsds,'  to  whom  even  the  privilege  of 
suicide  was  denied,  for,  when  he  threw 
UmseU  into  the  water,  he  found  himself 
too  fat  to  sink,  and  floated  about  like  an 
inflated  air-balloon,  and  unless  somebody 
fished  him  out,  is  most  likely  floating  stilL 
Bat  now  that  Mr.  Bassell's  cure  for  obesity 
has  become  so  deservedly  well  known  and 
appreciated  by  many  grateful  thousands, 
there  is  no  reason  why  stout  people  should 
linger  in  so  deplorable  a  conaition.  Does 
it  not  seem  ridiculous  to  live  in  such  an 
uncomfortable  state  of  corpulency  when  so 
sure  aremedy  as  his  is  to  be  easQy  obtained) 
Many  people  have  a  horror  of  trying  any 
cure  for  fear  it  should  be  harmful  to  their 
general  health,  and  resort  in  preference  to 
such  stratagems  as  tight  lacing,  which  is, 
indeed,  very  injarious,  and  should  never  be 
attempted.  Mr.  Russell's  cure  is  as  simple 
as  it  is  efficacious  and  harmless,  being 
purely  vegetable,  and  containing  nothing 
that  can  be  in  the  least  Injurious  to  the 
most  delicate  stomach.  It  can  hardly  be 
given  the  obnoxious  name  of  medicine,  as 
it  is  a  most  refreshing  and  pleasant  drink, 
and  can  be  taken  witn  the  food  in  the  same 
manner  as  wine,  beer,  or  any  other  bevefag^ 


It  is  very  speedy  in  operation,  for  twenty- 
four  hours  after  it  has  been  swallowed  a 
reduction  of  weight  will  be  noticeable,  and, 
if  persevered  with,  the  saperflaous  flesh  will 
disappear  gradually,  never  to  return.  A 
proof  of  its  beneficial  inflaence  is  to  be  seen 
in  the  fact  that  with  the  reduction  of  the 
weieht  comes  a  (y)rresponding  improvement 
in  health  and  strength,  and  with  these, 
bright  eyes  and  a  healthy  complexion.  No 
more  painf  al  shortness  of  breath,  no  more 
contemptuous  glances  from  the  slim  sisters, 
and  if  your  age  be  forty,  you  can  still  be 
fair  without  the  other  <F,'  and  corre- 
spondingly happy  and  healttifal.  Mr.  F.  C. 
Bassell's  address  is  Wobum  House,  27,  Store 
Street,  London,  W.G.,  and  on  sending  6d. 
stamps,  a  reprint  of  the  Press  notices  from 
hundreds  of  medical  and  other  journals, 
both  British  and  foreign,  with  other  in- 
teresting particnlars,  indadine  ^  the '  recipe, 
will  be  forwarded  to  all  applicants." — ^The 
above  is  taken  from  last  month's  '*  Weldon's 
lUastrated  Dressmaker." 

"  Cmiious  Effects  in  the  Treatment 
OF  Gorpulenct.  —  The  old  -  fashioned 
methods  of*  caring  obesity  were  Jbased 
upon  the  adoption  of  a  sort  of  starvation 
dietary.  Would  any  reader  now  believe 
that  by  the  new  and  orthodox  treatment  a 
stout  patient  can  take  'almost  double  his 
usual  quantity  of  food,  and  yet  decrease 
one  or  two  pounds  of  fat  daily  for  a  time  f 
This  is  very  singular,  and  directly  hostile 
to  previous  opinions  held  by  medicAl 
authorities,  yet  it  is  a  fact  The  author 
of  the  comparatively  new  system  in 
question  explains  that  the  person  under 
treatment  is  restored  to  a  heaJthier  state 
in  the  small  space  of  twenty-four  hours, 
having  lost  probably  two  pounds  of  super- 
flnous  deposit,  the  organs  display  great 
activity,  and  more  food  is  required.  By 
standing  on  a  weighing  machine  the  proof 
of  reduction  is  incontrovertibly  snown 
daily.  In  serious  cases  a  five  to  ten 
pounds  weekly  loss  is  registered  until  the 
person  approaches  his  or  her  normal 
weight ;  then  the  diminution  becomes  less 
pronounced,  the  masdes  firmer,  tiie  brain 
more  active,  less  sleep  is  desired,  and 
finally  a  cure  effected.  Compiled  reprints 
of  medical  and  other  joumids  and  inter- 
esting particularsi  including  the  **  recipe," 
which  is  qaite  harmless,  can  be  obtained 
from  a  Mr.  Russell,  of  27,  Store  Street, 
London,  W.G.,  by  endosing  6d.  stamps. 
We  think  our  readers  would  do  well  to 
call  their  corpulent  friends'  attention  to 
this."— "Staffordshire  Sentinel." 


ALL  THE  TEAR  BOUND. 


Now  that  OhxbimM  ia  bo  naar,  I  think  I 
cannot  do  better  than  give  a  very  good 
redpe  for  a  plam  pndduig.  Take  three- 
qnartem  of  a  pound  of  floor,  two  oanoei  of 
Borwlek's  baUng  powder,  two  onnees  of 
hread-cmmbi,  one  and  a  half  poands  of 
eaet,  two  pounds  of  raiafaia,  one  pound  of 
onrrants,  ten  oonoes  of  tngar.  two  oonoes 
of  almonds,  one  ponnd  of  mbced  eandied 
peel|  salt  and  spioe  to  taste.  Mix  the 
Ingredients  well  together,  and  add  six  eggs, 
well  beaten,  and  tbee-qaarters  of  a  pint  of 
mUk ;  divide  in  two,  and  boil  eight  nonrs. 

I  HAVE  always  looked  askance  at  the 
craftOy  -  worded  advertisements  of  hire 
system  traders,  and  I  most  confess  it  was 
a  pleasant  eye-opener  when  I  had  my 
attention  called  to  the  undertaking  known 
as  the  Oiyil  Seryice  Musical  Instrument 
Association,  and  discovered  it  to  be,  on 
investigation,  a  most  admirable  institution. 
The  great  advantage  it  possesses  over  other 
systeuLS  of  the  kind  is  that,  in  the  event  of 
misfortune  overtaking  the  hirer,  the  in- 
strument he  is  buying  may  be  stored  until 
the  payments  can  be  resumed,  or  it  may 
be  transferred  to  any  approved  person 
introduced  by  the  hirer.  The  secretary 
tells  me  he  will  be  pleased  to  send  along  a 
prospectus  to  any  one  who  cares  to  address 
a  post-card  to  292,  High  Holborn,  London, 
W.O. 

The  Bising  Sun  Stove  Polish  is  an 
excellent  quality  of  blacklead,  it  cleans  and 
brightens  quickly,  and  with  a  small  expen- 
diture of  labour.  The  Bising  Sun  metal 
polish  cleans  all  bright  metal  articles  and 
^lass,  effectually  and  speedily.  Mack's 
double  starch  not  only  stiffens,  but  puts  a 
bright  gloss  upon  linen,  as  it  contains 
borax,  wax,  gum,  and  starch  gloss;  all 
these  being  properly  proportioned,  prevent 
uncertainty  and  save  trouUa  Artides 
stiffened  with  Mack's  double  starch  are 
always  satisfactory.  Chancellor's  plate 
powder  is  very  good.  Samples  d  all  these 
articles  are  sent  by  post  for  eight  stamps, 
or  each  one  separately  for  two  stamps, 
from  Chancellor  and  Co.,  8,  Charterhouse 
Buildings,  London,  EC. 

A  LONG-FELT  want  in  an  important 
adjunct  to  a  well-fitting  dress  is  supplied  by 
the  Duplex  Spring  Hook  and  Eye.  fiooks 
and  eyes  on  the  old-fashioned  models  fre- 
quentiy  come  undone  of  their  own  accord, 
but  the  Duplex  has  two  springs,  one  at  the 
top  and  the  other  at  the  bottom  oi  the  ho<A, 
which  although  quite  easy  to  hook  it  is 
quite  impossible  for  the  hook  to  come 
undone  of  itself. 


A  NEAT  substitute  for  braid  at  the  foot 
of  dresses  is  provided  hi  the  Amaaon  SUrt 
Fadng,  which  makes  a  much  neater  and 
nicer  finish  tlian  ttie  old-fisshioned  braid, 
and  the  material  being  much  superior  it 
does  not  by  its  friction  wear  the  boot. 
Another  advantage  this  SUrt  Fadng  has 
over  braid  is  that  being  cut  on  the  biaa  it 
does  not  fray  out  and  present  the  ragged 
appearance  after  long  wear  as  is  the  case 
with  braid. 

Those  who  are  partial  to  that  most 
exquisite  and  costty  of  all  scents.  Otto  of 
Bose^  wiU  be  interested  to  learn  that  the 
peasants  who  produce  it  in  Bulgaria  have 
largely  given  up  raising  grain  in  order  to 
raise  roses.  Whereas  the  price  of  Otto 
in  large  quantities  three  yean  ago  came 
out  at  a  ha'penny  Ik  drop,  it  now  reaches 
from  a  penny  to  twopence  a  drop.  Eight 
teaspoonfhls  (an  ounce)  of  Otto  would  now 
cost  from  two  to  three  pounds,  and  a  small 
canister  not  as  large  round  as  a  dinner 
plate  and  about  three  inches  tiiick  would 
cost  from  two  to  three  hundred  pounds. 
The  unprecedented  demand  appears  to  have 
been  created  by  the  "VinoUa"  Soap  Oa, 
which  consumes  annuallv  thousands  of 
pounds'  wortii  of  Otto  hi  Toilet  <*  Vbiolia  " 
Soap  and  which  has  advertised  an  Otto 
Toilet  Soap  everywhere  and  so  popularised 
this  scent  to  an  unprecedented  extent. 
There  has  been  quite  a  storm  among  the 
manufacturers  of  Toilet  scents  in  France 
and  elsewhere  in  consequence  of  the  present 
high  price,  due  to  a  certain  firm  of  agents 
in  Turkey  buying  up  the  bulk  of  Otto  and 
80  running  up  the  price.  Many  manu- 
facturers will  now  hav^  to  raise  the  prices 
of  their  products  or  else  reduce  the  quantity 
they  use  of  the  expensive  Otto.  The 
manufacturers  of  "  Vinolia "  Soap  are  ad- 
vertising that  the  price  and  quality  of 
"  Vinolia  "  Soap  shall  not  be  altered,  but  it 
is  currentty  reported  that  they  are  not 
making  any  profit  this  year  on  their  Otto 
Toilet  Soap,  though  they  held  a  very  large 
quantity  of  the  scent  before  the  present 
extraordinary  prices  were  reached. 

To  sufferers  from  Bheumatism,Gout,eta, 
Smedley 's  Chillie  Paste  can  be  confidently 
recommended.  This  specific  is  prepared  by 
Messrs.  Hirst,  Brooke,  and  Hint,  Limltea, 
Leeds,  on  the  formula  of  Mr.  Smedley,  ci 
Hydropathic  fame.  It  is  useful  for  saeh 
complafaits  as  neuralgia,  lumbago,  sdatf oa, 
etc.,  and  in  the  early  stages  of  such  com- 
plaints will  effect  a  cure.  It  may  be 
purchased  of  all  chemists  at  Is.  l|d.  and 
2$.  9d.  per  jar. 
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taken  to  or  from  the  hospital;  bat  the 
news  very  qdekly  got  about  Very  few 
particulars  were  knowBi  for  the  two  or 
three  present  on  the  oeeaaion  were  dumb ; 
bat  it  was  said  that  the  Hoepital  Sergeant 
looked  subsequently  upset,  and  this  small 
detail  in  itself  spoke  volumes  as  to  the 
agitatiog  nature  of  the  occasion.  It  was  as 
if  one  had  apoken  of  a  granite  boulder 
being  disturbed  in  its  mountain  fastnesses. 
Another  particular  that  leaked  out 
was  the  fact  that  Harry  Deacon  had 
been  led  out  from  the  presence  of  the 
man  whose  life  he  had  striven  to  take, 
blinded  by  tears,  and  shaking  with  sobs 
like  a  woman.  Those  who  saw  this  sight 
said  they  wished  they  might  never  see  such 
another.  At  that  time  the  balance  hung 
perilously  between  life  and  death  for  the 
Colour-Sergeant.  The  swords  still  stabbed 
his  labouring  breast  with  every  breath  he 
dreW|  and  sometimes  he  teemed  to  pass 
into  that  borderland  that  lies  between  time 
and  eternity,  where  dreams  and  realities 
get  mingled  together  in  Inextricable  con- 
faaion.  Tet  even  through  the  mists,  as  a 
lark's  song  pierces  the  grey  on  a  cloudy 
day,  came  the  echo  of  Alison's  song  : 

The  King  of  Love  my  Shepherd  ia. 

The  King  of  Love — of  meroy — of  recon- 
ciliation. The  thought  beat  its  high  and 
holy  lesson  into  the  man's  dased  brain. 
Forgive — forgive — ^forgive!  even  as  you 
hope  to  be  forgiven, 

Hubert  Claverdon — ^It  is  well  to  give 
him  his  right  name  now — had  a  wild  and 
stormy  past  to  look  back  npoa  Not, 
perhaps,  a  very  black  one,  as  the  world 
counts  blackness,  but  dark  enough  to  have 
caused  tiie  mother  who  idolised  him  to 
weep  bei^  eyes  dim,  and  his  father  to  turn 
from  him  as  from  some  stiaoger. 

He  had  burnt  his  boats,  out  himself  free 
from  the  old  life  and  all  its  ties.  If  he 
came  to  be  wept  over  as  dead,  better  that 
than  wept  over  as  worthless.  His  sins 
would  be  forgotten  and  for^ven;  the 
heart  of  the  mother  would  cherish  only 
the  sweet  and  tender  memories  of  his 
boyhood — the  lovbg  dasp  of  little  arms 
about  her  neck ;  the  fond,  if  noisy,  greet- 
ing of  the  school-boy  home  for  ttie  holi- 
days; the  little  birthday  gift  he  bought 
for  her  with  pardonable  pride,  its  truest 
value  the  love  that  dictated  It  She  would 
forget  the  darker  shadows  of  his  young 
manhood ;  she  would  blot  out  even  their 
traces  witti  her  gentle  tears.  And  so,  as 
many  a  world-stianed  man  lias  done  before 


him,  he  sought  salvation  through  the 
ranks,  and  he  had  found  it,  not  only  in 
the  life  of  discipline,  but  still  more  fully 
in  an  absorbing  and  apparently  perfectly 
hopeless  love.  Love  that  has  for  Its  object 
a  noble  woman,  and  is  without  hope,  is 
tried  as  by  a  refiner's  fire,  and  is  more 
spbitual  than  of  the  earth.  Love  had 
taught  Hubert  Claverdon  some  of  the 
highest  and  purest  lessons  of  life ;  it  was 
teaching  him  the  highest  of  all  now — that 
of  tbe  duty  of  full  and  free  forgiveness  of 
wrong. 

<<  As  God  is  my  witness  I  had  no  grudge 
against  you,"  said  Deacon,  cowering  away 
from  the  sight  of  the  changed  face,  the 
labouring  breast  of  his  victim.  "I  did 
the  deed  in  a  moment  of  madness.  I 
would  have  given  my  own  life  to  undo  it, 
as  I  dropped  my  rifle  on  the  stones  and 
saw  you  Iving  there  on  your  face.  I  had 
done  it  a  hundred  times  in  my  dreams — 
a  hundred,  hundred  times." 

"  What  harm  had  I  done  you  f "  asked 
the  Sergeant,  wonder  growing  in  his 
sunken  eyes;  then,  even  &is plaint  seemed 
to  take  the  form  of  a  flaw  in  the  fulness 
and  freeness  of  pardon,  and  he  sighed  as 
he  said,  wearily  turning  his  head :  **  Never 
mindj  It  is  all  over  now,  and  whatever 
comes — you  and  I  part — friends." 

The  manacled  hands  could  not  touch 
that  feeble  one  upon  the  coverlet,  but  the 
Impulse  to  do  so  was  betrayed  by  the 
faint  clink  of  the  chain  between  Deacon's 
wrists. 

We  who  know  the  ins  and  outs  of  this 
story  are  well  aware  that  the;  likeness  in 
figure  and  gait  between  Colour-Sergeant 
and  Adjutatit  was  the  secret  of  this 
tragedy;  and  ft  so  chanced  that  on  the 
fat^  day  EUerton  had  been  detained  on 
duty  rather  late,  and  seen  going  about  in 
uniform  and  not  mufti. 

The  brain  of  the  would-be  murderer  wa 
dazed  with  drink,  his  heart  inflamed  witn 
the  raging  fires  of  jealousy  and  hatred,  a 
flame  roused  to  madness  by  the  chance 
sneer  of  an  acquafntanca  Before  his  eyes 
was  a  blood-red  mist,  and  the  rifle  trembled 
in  his  grasp,  as  from  the  sheltering  shadow 
of  a  doorway  he  took  aim  at  the  passing 
figure,  wliicb,  leaping  high,  and  flinging 
up  wild  arms  to  the  bright  sky  as  if  in 
piteous  appeal  to  Heaven,  fell  with  a 
sickening  Uiud|  face  downward  on  the 
stones. 

It  was  all  the  work  of  a  moment — ^all 

I  done  in  the  warmth  and  glow  of  the  quiet 
autumn  sunshine. 
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A  woBian  in  tha  manied  qnarters  iiog- 
ing  her  child  to  deep,  itopped  th(»t  in  her 
long,  crying  oat  to  lier  hniband  tliat  some 
one  was  shot ;  and  in  an  instant,  caplesi, 
scarlet-coated  figures  leapt  and  ran,  and 
strong  hands  temng  the  still  smoking  rifle 
from  the  morderer's  hand,  held  liim  in 
fierce  ^p,  with  hoarse  and  smotliered 
execrations  in  their  tliroats. 

It  was  snoh  a  little  time  ago,  and  yet, 
how  long  ago  it  seemed  now,  to  those 
most  nearly  connected  with  it  1 

Sorely  for  a  lifetime  had  Norah  taken 
her  daUy  way  to  tlie  little  chapel  where 
the  red  light  homed  so  steadily — pitilessly 
it  seemed  to  her — and  there  besoaght  dear 
Heaven  for  the  life  of  the  sin-stained  man 
she  loved  1 

Father  John  watched  her  with  a  tender, 
yearning  pity  that  was  still  helpless  to 
comfort.  As  he  said  his  early  maM,  he 
prayed  that  the  great  Ck>mfoiter  who  can 
comfort  so  moch  better  and  more  sorely 
than  man,  might  at  length — ^however  far 
cff  in  the  fitore  —  console  the  sorrow 
that  was  too  deep  for  hnman  hand  to 
touch  or  heal.  In  all  his  holy,  simple 
life,  he  had  never  known  eoch  a  grief. 
Terrible  knowledge,  too,  wis  locked  within 
his  troobled  breast.  To  him  the  identity 
of  the  man  Private  Deacon  of  the  Hon- 
dred  and  Ninety-Third  Begiment  intended 
to  kill  was  no  mystery.  Thankfol  indeed 
was  the  good  old  priest  that  he  did  not 
know  the  name  and  status  of  that  man. 
Enoogh,  and  more  than  enoogh,  he  knew 
to  accoont  for  the  black  sin  of  murder 
attempted  on  that  suimy  day,  whose 
brightneu  and  beauty  was  jnarred  by  a 
terrible  tragedy.  SUence  was  now  his 
duty  to  the  gbl  whose  name  would  be 
bandied  about  aa  that  of  some  wanton, 
were  the  truth  known  —  nay,  not  the 
troth  in  very  truth,  but  that  garbled 
version  of  it  which  would  soon  be  set 
going  like  some  slimy  reptile  creeping  in 
and  out  among  the  throngs  of  mea  For 
who  would  believe  the  pure  and  perfect 
ioDocenoe  of  the  lowly-bom  and  simple 
maidi  What  he  could  say — the  good 
father  who  knew  every  secret  of  her  heart — 
would  go  for  naught.  The  child  of  his 
tendemess  and  Us  prayers  would  be 
flouted  by  the  world  uat  is  ever  so  ready 
to  be  crael  to  a  woman ;  her  name  would 
be  made  a  jest  and  by-word  of  among 
those  who  were  not  worthy  to  tie  the  little 
ribbon  of  her  pretty  shoe. 

Norah's  good  name  must  be  protected 
and  held  sacred;  but  the  good  old  man 


set  Us  sparsd  teeth— and,  maybe,  wished 
the  power  were  Ids  to  utter  a  strong,  ex- 
pressive word  or  two — when  he  thought  of 
the  man  who  had  escaped  scot-free^  end 
of  the  man,  innocent  of  all  wrong,  who 
now  lay  doing  grievous  battle  wiUi  death. 
It  will  be  seen  that  Captain  EUerton's 
sins  and  shortcomings  took  a  deeper  hoe 
in  the  eyes  of  Father  John  than  they 
would  have  taken  in  those  of  the  averse 
man  of  the  wotli.  Still,  even  the  ptieat 
folly  recognised  the  entbra  absence  of  any 
jostification  of  Deacon's  crime,  and  the 
reasonableneu  of  the  old  decree,  a  life  for 
a  life. 

There  if,  we  know,  a  very  narrow  Hna 
between  the  vehemence  of  die  passions  of 
hatred  and  revenge,  and  the  exialtation  of 
madness.  The  brain  of  a  man  excited 
alike  by  strong  drink,  and  the  whirl  of 
a  raging  anger,  is  like  a  horse  that  the 
rider's  hand  cannot  guide  or  oontrd. 
The  lust  to  kill— terrible  child  of  onrc- 
strained  passion  —  was  the  demim  that 
had  wrought  such  fll,  blighting  po« 
Norah's  life  and  love  for  ever.  Hardly 
less  esgerly  than  those  about  tlie  irjored 
man's  bed,  did  Father  John  hanger  for 
news  of  his  state,  long  and  praj  that  life 
might  win,  and  cruel  death  misht  lose. 
Day  in  and  day  out  his  venerable  figmre 
mside  its  appearance  at  the  Ug  gates 
leadiog  into  the  square,  as  with  gentle 
persistency  he  asked  for  news  from  the 
hospital.  Once  when  the  doctor's  verdfet 
was  a  little  more  hopeful,  the  old  man 
bared  his  grey  head  at  he  listened,  the 
soldiers  about  the  gate  wondering  all  the 
while,  and  smilbg  one  to  the  other. 

Bat  of  all  this  Father  John  saw  nothing. 
Was  not  Norah  waitbg  at  the  turn  ^ 
the  road — ^tbe  little  sha^I  upon  her  head 
pulled  low  about  her  face,  and  from  Um 
shadow  her  great  eyes,  larger  now  from 
the  hollows  that  tears  had  worn  about 
them,  gssfng,  weary,  sad,  eager,  hanard 
in  their  misery,  for  the  coming  of  the  dark 
figure,  the  bearer  of  news,  wUch  in  hex 
simple  heart  she  took  to  mean  her  Harry's 
life  or  death  f 

The  first  time  that  the  news  was  that  of 
a  shadow  of  hope,  the  old  man  almost 
trotted  in  his  eagerness  to  carry  it  quickly, 
and  the  people,  hurriedly  gettbg  oat  of 
Us  way,  crossed  themselves,  aa  a  sort  of 
set-off  against  having  very  nearly  mn  op 
against  the  '*  holy  pratte." 

How  great  was  the  joy  of  two  hearta  aa 
he  and  Norah  met  tbat  day  1  How  aha 
cried  out  in  her  gladness  as  she  had  never 
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Empire.  It  is  hoped,  ftlao,  that  in  oonne 
of  time  local  Begiatries  may  be  auociated 
with  eleemosynary  and  Benefit  Sodeties, 
at  least  as  far  as  regards  able-bodied  men 
and  lads  who  are  receiving  the  assistance 
of  such  societies,  ancl  who  are  eligible  for 
entry  on  the  registrar's  list." 

That  is  the  point:  a  lai^e  system  of 
ataociated  Boreanz  working  in  communica- 
tion with  each  other  thioDghont  the  country 
and  the  Colonies,  not  small  local  bodies 
standing  alone  and  being  able  to  do  good 
only  in  their  own  district.  And  who 
should  work  inch  a  system  t  Is  it  right 
and  fair  for  the  work  to  be  left  In  many 
instances  entirely  to  private  enterprisoi 
wiUi  no  help  and  little  encouragement 
firom  any  public  bodies  t  The  manager  ef 
the  Ipswich  Bureau  is  hopeful  that  the 
work  may  be  taken  over  by  the  Cor- 
poration. So  might  it  be  for  each  local 
brandi,  but  if  ever  the  dream  of  an 
"affiliated  system  of  Labour  Bureaux  at 
home  and  in  the  Colonies  "  comes  to  pass, 
surely  it  will  have  to  be,  not  under  private 
enterprise  or  municipal  protection,  but  a 

g«at  national  movement  worked  by  the 
ovemmeni 

One  little  point  suggests  itself  in  con- 
clusion. Sorely  there  must  be  some 
English  word  which  would  express  the 
idea  quite  as  well  as  the  foreign  "  Bureau." 


A  SKETCH  IN  MINNESOTA, 


Thb  beautiful  State  of  Minnesota  Is  the 
special  harvest-land  of  the  Western  world, 
and  the  lavish  wealth  of  waving  com  which 
glorifies  the  brilliant  landscape  resembles 
a  sunset  sea,  rolliog  In  shinine  billows 
to  the  blue  rim  of  the  distant  horizon.  As 
the  ripened  ears  sway  in  the  summer 
breeae,  the  amber  waves  deepen  into 
orange,  and  brighten  Into  red  where  buck- 
wheat glows  In  the  sun,  or  ma^ze  swings 
ruddy  tassels  amid  feathery  leaves.  Tawny 
wheat  pales  Into  the  gold  of  drooping  oats, 
and  the  creamy  tints  of  barley  or  rye  on 
upland  slopesi  "white  unto  harvest,"  com- 
plete the  scale  of  colour.  Leagues  of  golden 
light  and  glancing  shadow  reveid  the 
riches  of  the  virgin  soO  whereon  Nature 
pours  her  precious  gifts  in  bounteous  pro- 
fusion, treasures  old  as  the  human  race, 
and  unchauged  even  in  this  Western  dime. 
The  harvests  of  the  earth  have  been  called 
"the  golden  links  which  unite  the  ages 
and  the  zones,  making  of  the  earth  one 
great  home,  and  of  the  human  race  one 


great  family."  It  b  a  curious  fact  that 
com  has  never  been  known  as  anything 
but  a  cultivated  plant;  it  cannot  grow 
spontaneously,  and  Is  never  self-sowD,  or 
seU-difl'nsed.  A  supernatural  origin  is 
asaibed  to  It  in  the  mythcdogies  of  all 
ancient  nations,  and  even  the  roving 
Indian  of  the  American  prairies  speaks  of 
tlie  stately  maize  as  "Monddodn,"  '*tbe 
Spirii's  Grain."  Primitive  types  of  aU 
other  esculent  plants  are  scattered  through 
the  various  quarters  of  the  globe,  Imt 
original  types  of  the  corn-plants  are 
not  to  be  found,  and  the  grdns  of  wheat 
taken  from  i^ptian  tombs  erected  before 
the  birth  of  history,  are  Identical  with  the 
seed  sown  to-day.  As  we  look  upon  ttie 
fair  North-Westem  landscape  teeming  with 
the  harvest  gold  wUch  forms  the  troest 
wealth  of  eutb,  the  beautiful  idea  of  a 
famous  German  botanist  seems  espedally 
applicable  to  the  scene  before  us  :  "  With 
com  is  connected  rest,  peace,  and  domestic 
happiness  of  which  tiie  wandering  aarage 
knows  nothing;  harvest  Implies  possaaaioD, 
Imposes  labour  and  restraint,  and  riveta 
the  links  of  social  life.'' 

The  great  dties  of  St.  Paul  and  Minnea- 
polis, once  ten  mQes  apart,  but  now 
virtually  united,  have  attained  their  preaeat 
status  through  the  cereal  wealth  of  theae 
prdrie  lands ;  the  machine  factories  of  St 
Paul,  and  the  flour-mUls  of  Minneapolis, 
though  the  largest  In  the  United  States, 
scarcdy  meetbg  the  requirements  of  the 
ever-increasiDg  tract  of  country  deared  and 
cultivated  in  the  great  North-West  Even 
the  picturesque  Falls  of  St  Anthony,  at 
the  head  of  the  Missisdppi,  have  been 
sacrificed  to  the  prosaic  task  of  taming 
gigantic  mills,  and  the  fettered  torrent, 
unprisoned  within  a  network  of  wheeb, 
dams,  and  sluices,  has  been  changed  from 
a  romantic  cascade  to  a  manmactoring 
"water-power."  The  twin  cities,  busy, 
populous,  and  thriving,  but  destitute  <d  all 
Interest  save  that  produced  bv  the  ahoEiighty 
dollar,  suggest  only  the  inevitable  prose  of 
life,  which  predominates  until  the  social 
chaos  rounds  into  form,  and  the  compara- 
tive leisure  of  a  settled  condition  permits 
the  graces  of  existence  to  take  root  in  eon- 
genial  soil. 

We  soon  exdiange  the  busy  hives  of 
commerce  for  the  sunny  shores  of  Lake 
Minnetonka,  endrded  by  a  shining  girdle 
of  com,  wherein  three  miniature  l»es  are 
set  like  emeralds  in  a  golden  frame.  The 
white  tents  of  summer  camping  parties 
border  these  pladd  pools;  fafry  oanoes 


